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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
Joseph 'Ciao' Canto was a double lifer. 
 
Never released. He would die in Prison. 
 
Twice over, which to Paul Liddell seemed rather superfluous. 
 
His nickname was 'Ciao' because he was always saying good-bye to people as their release 
dates came around. He being stuck there! 
 
His never realised. He didn’t seem to faze him though. That cruel fact! 
 
Their freedom guaranteed at some point from this most modern, depressing Prison. 
 
The old bloke sauntered up to Liddell. Nodded his head. 
 
This made Liddell nervous. 
 
He was that close to his release date and for his entire stay, 'Ciao' had always left him alone. 
Never once taken the time for a natter, although Paul suspected that the one and only time 
where a 'Heavy', a Jail 'Enforcer' was ordered in to squeeze Liddell’s private space, it had 
been on the orders of ‘Ciao'. 
 
To suss him out. 
 
To let him know who was really running this Prison. 
 
As though Liddell couldn't suss that out for himself! 
 
"Ya learnt your lesson? Knowed now how to stay away from this place?" He muttered, not 
looking at Liddell. 
 
As though he was the Reservation Clerk dutifully noting the state of vacancies available 
within the salubrious walls. 
  
Liddell nodded his head slowly. 
 
"A light wallet and a heavy head." He stated by way of explanation. 
 
Rather cryptically expressed. Liddell could find the humour of the comment. It seemed to 
go over the old bloke’s head. He obviously not into obtuse, cryptic comments. 
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"That was it. Still can't remember the night that changed my bloody life, I was so pissed. Six 
with a non-parole period of four. That’s what I got for a bloody mistake! With the problem 
that caused my drinking problem, still there. In my head. I reckon that it will still be there 
when I get out...and I reckon that I still won't be able to handle it! Though I know that the 
turps won't solve it...or make it any easier for me." 
 
The old bloke looked up at Paul Liddell as though this gem could solve the world's 
problems. 
 
Maybe it could. Maybe it couldn't. 
 
'Ciao' Canto wasn't into the world's problems. 
 
He'd had enough of his own, so he thought. Controlling his ‘Business’ from inside required 
a lot of thought and nous. 
 
Liddell felt his life was full of problems. The difference being that he always thought that he 
could resolve them to make himself a better person. That was a little difficult while he wore 
away the time inside. But still…. 
 
Problems to fill up a bucket with tears, so he would explain, though that wasn't it, really... 
just the turps and a need to drown out the sorrows of another mate taking his own life. 
Another of the Squad gone for no good reason that Liddell could fathom. Some guys just 
need a little more mothering. Liddell feeling guilty that he could not provide that assistance 
when needed. 
 
That's what had got him into this joint. 
 
He figured though, that now he'd get out with a clean slate. Like a brand-new baby. Or that 
is what Liddell hoped in any case. 
 
The old bloke shook his head sagely. As though he knew shit from clay. If the truth be 
known, he couldn't care less. He was a Lifer. Never to be released. The prison yard was his 
personal serfdom. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
Liddell was nervous. 
 
He'd stayed out of trouble. 
Didn't get involved with the Prison politics or the ever-changing, for-ever challenged 
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pecking order. When one of the heavies attempted to work him over; to see what he was 
made of, the Heavy reported back to Ciao with a dislocated shoulder blade. In record time. 
The Heavy's steroid pumped, slow-minded explanation was that he tripped down some 
stairs. This, so as not to lose face. From then on, the Heavy gave Liddell a wide berth...and 
so did the other boys wanting to advance up the pecking order. 
 
There were always weaker ones to pick on, to gain that 'inside' reputation! And Liddell 
seemed not to want to be top dog in the yard, in any case. That was for some-one else, as far 
as he was concerned. If the fool thought that a couple more scars was a good look to go with 
the position, than he would leave it be. 
 
He had less than three months to go on his sentence and with good behaviour, he was likely 
to be out in weeks. 
 
Liddell hadn't wasted his time inside. 
 
He was what the Prison doctrine would proudly proclaim as one of those rare success 
stories. He'd taught prison classes in English Essay and Comprehension. General Grammar. 
Spelling. At the same time, Liddell had achieved his Professorship in English Literature. If 
he was lucky, a University Lectureship could be his if he could leave the prison record 
behind. At worse, maybe an English Teacher, tutoring spoilt brats the finer points of the 
Queen's English, though he was still unsure on that statement. 
 
"Paulie? You do an old man a favour." The old man's croaky voice broke into Liddell's 
muses. 
 
It was a request that didn't have a yes/no option to it. 
 
The old bloke was like that. 
 
He looked up at Paul Liddell, squinting his eyes in the bright sunlight. Gave a grin that 
could have been mistaken for a snarl, like a Wolf warding off family while he had first digs 
at the bloody cadaver. 
 
"I hear ya leaving us soon. I been here far too long already. My family have long stopped 
coming to see me. Ashamed, I guess. Can't blame them, I suppose. It's not a good place to 
come visiting. My missus? She'd have trouble walking to the Letterbox and back. My girls 
and my boys. There's be six of them...and the grand-kids. Though that's been reduced by 
two deaths some years back. A sad accident. A car accident." He again squinted up at 
Liddell to see whether the younger man was still paying attention. "Can you check them out, 
for this old bloke. When ya get out. Come visit me and tell me how they're doing..." 
 
Liddell glanced sideways at the old man who was not used to having his requests refused, so 
the prison gossip implied. 
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"…and Paulie, if ya do that for me, I'll make it worth your while on the outside..." 
 
A quick grin crossed his face as though it was running from something. Yellow teeth and a 
bad breath were left behind. 
 
"And if I decide against the request?" Liddell quizzed deadpan. Glancing side-ways at the 
old man. 
 
"Arrh...Paulie, this ain't a request, my young friend. But if'n ya do decide not to do this for 
this old bloke, then things could go mighty wrong out there...if ya get my drift." 
 
Said in a soft voice with no menace or threatening infliction. 
 
That made it even more worrisome. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
It was one of those meetings with the DPP that seemed to wander in a slow circular pattern. I knew 
we had been on shaky ground before we submitted our case, but I did not expect Jennifer Stevenson 
to be so blunt and bloody patronising in her speech towards me! 
 
The DPP Lawyer looked up at us. 
 
"There's no way we could get a conviction based on what you so far have for us. A below 
average Law Clerk could drive holes through what you have. With a bloody great Mac truck 
in fact. Murder? Not on. Assault occasioning Death would seem the optimum charge, yet I'd 
give odds on that he'd walk on that too. GBH would be about my best estimate.” 
 
"But the poor lass died!" 
 
"Then get me evidence that it was he who did it…and that there was intent!" 
 
"There's no forensic trace that would indicate that another person or persons were involved. 
There's plenty of proof of our Perp's presence at the crime scene." 
 
"For Christ sake, he was living with the girl. Off and on! The victim...if there had of been no 
trace of him then that would be a bloody first!" The lawyer spat out. 
 
"His priors indicate a propensity to this sort of crime...he started at the age of sixteen. 
Bashed hell out of his mother. Earned him a spell in Juvenile. Next a girlfriend when he was 
nineteen. Earned him an anger management remedial course and a visit to a Psychiatrist for 
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a year. No time would you believe. Twenty-two. A new girl. A three-year stint with a none 
parole period of two years. Twenty-six. Again, a five-year stint. He's been out about six 
months. Now he's gone and done this. He is nothing but a bully. A control freak. An 
overbearing bastard...who likes to bash up his nearest and dearest of the moment...to a 
bloody pulp as you can see by these photographs." 
 
"Yes, to all of the above...assault of a female his favourite past-time...that's bloody 
obvious...we know that...but not homicide. Or rape with both anal and vaginal penetration. 
Or forced fellatio...and that my friends, is the rub. He can’t have stepped that far up the 
ladder so quickly….and again, you provide no proof of his involvement!" 
 
"He's stepping up in the world...sharpening his skills." 
 
I knew that was about as weak as my knees felt every time that Jennifer Stevenson looked at 
me with her big blue eyes. That sexy grin. 
 
Which seemed too often. 
 
She looked over at me. Shrugged her shoulders. The closest that she'd give to an apology 
while the others were in the room. Jennifer Stevenson was one of about a dozen senior 
Prosecuting Lawyers from the DPP's Office. She was the blonde headed girl and rising 
young star. Known for her fiery Court manner that had earned her the ire of several Judges. 
Fines, short periods in the Court House cell block, usually an overnight stay for Contempt, 
and orders against her had earned her a somewhat lopsided reputation. She was a tireless 
worker. A fierce advocate for the victim and the grieving family. She seemed to have a 
homicidal dislike of every alleged perpetrator that she prosecuted. Innocent or guilty. She 
felt that if an alleged Perp got to sit opposite her in a Court of Law, then he was as guilty as 
sin. 
 
No argument about it. 
 
And she hated to lose! 
 
We had been seeing one another for some months now. On the QT. Not wanting tongues to 
wag. A regular night out when-ever work and exercise regimes would allow. 
My partner, Marjory Hendricks, may have had her suspicions on the relationship, but knew 
well enough to leave it alone without being told. 
 
Marge, though my junior in grade, outranked me in seniority by a long shot within the 
Murder Squad environment. She was by far a better copper than I, though she'd never hear 
that comment spill past my lips. She was only one of two female Murder Dicks in the Squad 
now. Both women outshone most of us male jerk-offs by miles but both held the junior rank 
in each of their respective two-person team. 
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Nothing more than basic male chauvinism, though that would always be denied by the 
hierarchy. 
 
Our illustrious head, Chief Superintendent Robert Church aka 'Abbey' had fought against 
the trend for years, wanting to reward the women their rightful rank over us dummkopfs. 
 
To no avail, though he continued with the struggle. Even angering the hierarchy further by 
wanting to introduce more females into the ranks of the Murder Squad. Some of the Upper 
Echelon did not want the upheaval of staff numbers and efficient running of the Office 
severely upset when any number of the younger females...whose to know...wanted time off 
to be pregnant. To have babies, God forbid. 
 
Stevenson broke the silence. The glumness enveloping the room. 
 
"The times that you've interviewed him? At his place of residence. Here at the Office. What 
was his mannerisms. How was his answers?" 
 
"Non-committal...he knew his rights. He knew that he needn't say a word if he didn't have 
to. Clammed up like a tit in an undersized bra! His general demeanour.... just one smart-
arsed, savvy prison trained lawyer...that's what I saw in him." 
 
"Mmm...no hope of breaking him, huh?" 
 
I shook my head in utter frustration. 
 
Mar cleared her throat. I had the impression just to let Jennifer and I know that she was still 
in the room. 
 
"One very cool dude...Let's just presume for one moment, that our Perp wasn't the 
killer...does another person have the opportunity and the time to rape and kill our victim 
before our bloke returns to the murder Unit, out of guilt, to apologise, as he says he did? 
Can a person not leave any forensic trace of their presence? Is there any other case that has a 
similar feel about it? Whether it be severe bashing, rape with anal or virginal penetration? 
Or straight out murder? Is it possible?" 
 
Jennifer was looking intensely at Mar as she spoke. Nodding her head slowly. 
"Good points. To answer your question with a question...did any-one do the time 
sequence...let's say that our new guy, this mystical phantom whom no-one saw lurking..." 
She gestured with her hands. "...I don't know...behind the Fire Escape door...sees our Perp 
leave and grasps the moment." 
 
"That suggests one of two things..." Mar countered. "…that it was a pure opportunistic 
crime...which I do not believe or...that he had been stalking our Vic. for some time, one 
would think. He needs to have access to the Apartment...through the front door of the 
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Victim's Apartment. They're heavy fire doors. They've got to latch shut. It's part of the Code 
requirements..." Mar added. 
 
"I don't want to know about the Building Code. That's all fair and good. My mother lived 
most of her later years behind a fire-rated door in a Unit complex. To ensure that the door 
securely latched, you had to push it hard with your hand...I don't know how many times I'd 
go visiting to find that the door hadn't latched and locked properly. Possibly unlatched and 
unlocked for weeks. For months, even. Between my visitations. We spent some money on 
trying to get it fixed. Seems that the problem was the morning sun warping the door. It 
would be repaired but it would continue to warp. The solution. Stop the sun, morning, or 
afternoon, from hitting the door...could be a similar scenario...in regards to similar MO 
crimes? That's for you guys to chase out...is there a Security camera location that covers the 
rear discharge point of that Fire Escape Stairwell? It was noted that there were several 
camera locations. All movement generated. In the Lifts. The Lift Lobby and the Sub-
Basement Car Parking ingress and egress routes...any others? And were they examined...if 
they do exist and had not been examined, then the time lag maybe against us, one would 
think. Usually those things, the automatic ones, are on a seven-day continuous loop 
system....so I understand." 
 
She looked over at me. An accusatory tone to her words. 
 
"At the time of the crime, didn't anyone check these cameras and what they may have 
recorded, even if all it confirms is what your Perp said that he did? Hmmm?" 
 
"They were checked within 24 hours of the crime being committed. They proved to be 
worthless. Either not operating or just dummy positions...waste of money installing them! 
No...no good!" I replied frustratingly. 
 
We all noted items into our Case Books. There was silence for some moments. 
 
"Look...we've got Cody Dean on Assault. The guy’s going down for that. No to murder, so 
maybe we track a new course. As Marge said, consider similar MO rapes and killings. 
Something may pop up. Why doesn't the guy want any trace left at the scene that he visits? 
The usual reason, you suppose? He doesn't want to be identified. Why? Possibly has a 
record. Possibly that would lead us to connect him to other like crimes. What is the main 
components of forensic trace found at a crime scene such as this? Seminal fluids...at this 
crime scene there was none detected. He wore a condom." She gestured with her arms. 
"Yes? Had at least two, more than likely. This guy is good if he can do both anal and 
virginal penetration in such a short time frame." 
 
"That's deducing that he ejaculates on both occasions. I read somewhere that some of these 
guys can't get it off...hence their rage..." 
 
"That's a good point...but he would still need to be careful...he seems the type to have 
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thought of everything...he had to have been wearing a condom regardless...What happened 
to all the usual trace found at such a crime scene? Hair. Blood. Skin particles. Fingerprints. 
Spit. None! How would a person stop that type of trace? I'm never one who gets excited at 
seeing a man in latex...what do they call them? Mamils? Would that be sufficient clothing 
attire to block out any trace being left behind after he completes his dirty deeds? 
Transferred? Completely buffed? Bald?" Stevenson shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know, 
guys...I'm just guessing, chucking scenarios up into the air. That's your job, guys. Go do 
your job. We'll do ours after you collate sufficient evidence to convict. OK? Gotta go." 
 
I offered to walk her down to the Ground Floor Foyer area. Hoping that a quick coffee could 
be organised. 
 
Not enough time. 
 
Promises of seeing each other next week. 
 
I bought two large to take back up to the Office. 
 
One each for Mar and I. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
"Umm...I've got the results from the Nation-wide trawl on similar MO's for the rapes and 
murders." 
 
"You sound a little disappointed." Mar commented, as she looked up at me across our two 
desks. 
 
The desks positioned back to back so that we could converse with one another without the 
whole Squad Room hearing our conversations. For a great deal of the time, her head would 
be hidden from my direct view by her computer monitor screen. A relief on some days... 
especially in some of her moods! 
 
She had a tendency to either talk to herself or the Computer monitor. One of these days I’ll 
rig up a speaker on her monitor to answer her back. It would surprise the shit out of her 
hopefully, and cause her to cease the annoying habit. 
 
"Mmm...Somehow I was expecting more." 
 
"That's a turn-up! Usually we're hoping for less...how many? Are they just rapes or is 
murder included?" 
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"Two murders of a similar nature if you let your imagination run a bit...with no trace. No 
suspects. No leads. They've taken on the aspect of Cold Cases. Another three of similar 
status and MO if you let your imagination run wild. And another five where only virginal 
penetration was involved. Only one where anal penetration was the preferred option. Across 
Australia. Counting our recent case, that's twelve in total that have some similarity...I stress 
some similarity. There's five rapes with no homicide or physical abuse of the victim 
involved that follow the same pattern, though they're spread over two States. NSW and 
south-eastern Queensland." 
 
"I'd say there is that many again, rapes that is, that have not been reported if violence wasn't 
included...that's how it goes, I afraid." 
 
"Why?" I asked frustratingly. "If I was raped, I sure as hell would want to contact the 
Police." 
 
"Yeah...well...easy for you to say sitting safely behind your desk on the eighth floor. Have 
you seen how the Law, the Courts and the Media treat women who have been raped? 
Violently or otherwise? And then there is the guilt, not wanting partners to know...it is 
surprising that the women involved are so shocked that their bodies can react...even if the 
penetration is forceful, the normal bodily function of lubrication commences which can 
cause a lot of women to be shocked. Left feeling guilty. A lessor person. It is a very forceful 
personal loss for most women with a lot of men incapable of understanding the plethora of 
emotions involved." 
 
"Mmm......" 
 
I looked over at Mar, not knowing how I should respond. 
 
I really had no appreciation of the act. Of the consequences, or of the emotions in turmoil. 
All I knew was that all Rapists should be castrated, lobotomised and have a tape recorder 
sewn to their ear with a tape on continuous loop telling the Offender that he had lost the 
power over women...perhaps a kneecap job just to round out the punishment. 
 
I took a sip of coffee hoping that a suitable time lapse had occurred to allow me to continue. 
 
"Arrh...The rapes and murders, which should be kept apart I think, though their 
methodology would suggest the same assailant is involved...if we want to go down that 
imaginative path looking for connections...the lot are spread over roughly a ten-year period 
with both types of MO's falling within that time. You've had more dealings with rape cases 
than I. If we accept that the same fellow is responsible for both types of crime...just rape, 
with rape and murder the other..." 
 
"…and rape and murder with one form of penetration or both..." Mar suggested as an after-
thought. 
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"...then what is the reason for the difference? Why let some live and others die? Why the 
difference in penetration techniques...experimentation!? I know that sounds unfeeling. 
Crass. But these questions have got to be asked. Have we in fact, got just one Assailant or 
because of the varying degrees of difference in the MO's, have we got more than one? Like 
a little Porn Club. What's the normal age for the 'Beginner Rapist', for want of a better 
description?" 
 
"To answer...power over life and death...possibly...or at least, power over a woman...though 
the Freudian influences and their personal stance on the role of women in society comes 
into it also. They usually start late teens, early twenties when the urges outweigh the 
sensibilities. The moral and community ethics of it, I guess. Though that is a generalisation 
in the extreme. A lot depends on family life, community life and even religion...although 
that differentiation has only been coming to the fore over the last decade, I suppose. There's 
a good book, if you want to read it..." 
 
"No. Not really...no." 
 
"…on the psychology of the act, the rapist and his needs and drives...just thought I'd 
mention it, is all...written by a former Victorian Cop who obtained her Psychiatric Degree 
and went into private practise specialising in the act of rape in the modern Australian 
culture...it may help, is all I'm saying. You know…for you to understand." 
 
I shook my head. 
 
I had enough trouble not wanting to permanently castrate these people in the first place. 
Wanting to get inside their minds was not a high priority with me. Give me a simple case of 
homicide based on anger, envy or too much alcohol! 
 
I can handle that without losing too much sleep! 
 
Rape then homicide worried me a lot. For what reason, I am never too sure about. 
 
"We turn over the similar rape cases, so they can form a specialised Cell to deal with them. 
We keep the twelve similar murders? What do you think?" 
 
"What about those three rape cases that were highlighted on that sensationalist TV Current 
Affairs Show the other night. All smoke and mirrors and a chance to show the incompetence 
of the NSW Police Force?" 
 
"I'd prefer to drop those ones. Give them to the Rape Crisis guys...betcha they're onto it all 
ready." 
 
"Let's have a word with Abbey. I'm not that keen on retaining the rape cases...apart from the 
fact that that would cause a precedence, I'm a little queasy about such cases..." 
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"Yeah, I know what you mean. Though some people would find that a little sick, no doubt. 
Being turned off by the act of rape but not of murder...go figure!" 
 
We wandered into Abbey's Office and plopped ourselves into two chairs facing him. 
 
"Mmm...not a good sign. Fill me in on the reason for your joint melancholia..." 
 
We relayed our findings to our Boss, as he sat silently, listening intently. 
 
"Not keen on rape cases? No? Neither am I. Says something about a person, doesn't it? Not 
that I want to self-analyse too much...I'll let the Rape Crisis Group know that we have a 
possible serial offender out there. I think we should retain...proceed with the case of the 
three who stupidly...no... naively allowed themselves to be manipulated by that TV 
Show....because of that, we very well may end up with a Homicide enquiry in any 
case...hopefully if the Producers did the right thing and provided security for the three, we 
will not be required and can turn the entire kit and caboodle over to the RCG......until then, 
run with it. A Court Order in the first instance. OK?" 
 
"Yes, Boss." 
 
"One more thing...be prepared to lose the lot. Because you're looking at these similar cases 
across the country, across State boundaries, then we may eventually have to turn the lot over 
to the AFP......." 
 
"C'mon, Boss. After we've done the heavy lifting, so to speak?" 
 
"Yes, I'm afraid so. And there's little that I could do to stop it...." 
 
"Welllll....wouldn't it be best to give it to them from the start. Let them make arses of 
themselves?" 
 
"That's totally your choice. What'll it be?" He asked as he leant towards his telephone. 
 
We both walked out shaking our heads in the negative. We wanted to give it a good shake 
before the inevitability became a fact. 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 

'A Court Order has been issued blocking this Program from bringing you the 
intended story of three brave women whom we believe, have been raped by the 
same man. The tremendous courage shown by these women in going public to 
describe their horror filled nights has been unexpectedly blocked, due apparently 
to ongoing Police investigations that seem to have hit a brick wall prior to this 
Program wanting to air the segment. 
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It now seems that the Police are, according to them, close to an arrest in these 
matters. 

 
A well-used idiom that means little. 

 
And is so readily used when the investigation has hit that proverbial brick wall. 
They have voiced fears for the safety of the three women in publicly telling their 
story. This concern shown by Detectives within the Murder Squad of the NSW 
Police Force is touching, though not constructive. 

 
It would seem that the alleged perpetrator of these ugly crimes has been roaming 
the streets at night for the past eight years, showing scant regard for the Police's 
ability to apprehend him. 

 
It seems that could very well be the case! 

 
We will see in the coming days, what action the Police Force brings to bear for a 
speedy arrest and whether we can ever show you, the Public, these three 
women’s extraordinary courage in wanting to speak out. 

 
Until next time, stay safe. 

 
This is Byron Peters for the PM To-night's View of To-Day Show.' 

 
"How close did he come to breaking the Court Order on the Story?" I mumbled into 
Jennifer's ear as I munched on her ear lobe. 
 
"Too bloody close. The case was not supposed to be made public at all and the three victims 
were not supposed to have been even referred to. Let's see what the outcome is on it, shall 
we?" She lazily replied as she pulled me down onto the Lounge. 
 
Bill, my twenty-something son, and his mate Ben decided at that moment to make their 
entrance which was like a fire hose being directed in Jennifer's direction. She struggled to sit 
upright. Fussed at her hair. Hurriedly pulled down her skirt to a more discreet level. Re-
buttoned her blouse. 
 
"Hi Jen." Bill fired off. A smile on his face. "You two are worse than horny teenagers...and 
so predictable to boot!" 
 
Malisa, Bill's long-term 'squeeze' followed the boys into the Lounge Room and made herself 
comfortable on the end of our sofa. A grin on her face. 
 
"Hi, Jen. A little hot in here?" 
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"Not any more, Mal. At my age, it takes time to stoke the fire, but seconds to douse the 
flames. You'll understand that in a couple more years, my dear." 
 
We all laughed. 
 
"You guys hungry? Arrh...food wise. We're going down to the Pizza joint. Want to join us?" 
 
"You interrupted us just to ask us that?' I asked. Sarcasm dripping from my every word. 
 
"We've got to look after Jen's honour, now Dad. We all know what you're like." 
 
I looked over at Jennifer Stevenson, the rising star in the DPP's Office. She shrugged her 
shoulders. 
 
"Why not. I'm a bit peckish...yes, we'll join you guys, OK?" 
 
I mumbled something about interruptus and wanting a place of my own or one where the 
front entry door was not a revolving door...... 
 
"Dad. Dad. Go away for a week-end if you want peace and quiet. Port Macquarie. Coffs. 
Both of you look as though you could do with a break!" 
 
"Mmm...not a bad idea really." 
 
"Yeah. I agree. If ever work allows me the privilege." Jennifer moaned. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
"That was swift and concise. Contempt of Court charges against the lot. Some-one is sure 
getting peeved at these TV shows that over-step themselves. $40K fines for the Presenter, 
the Producer, the Director, and the Program Company. $140K for the host TV Channel. A 
30 day ban on any form of televised edition. Let's see what type of response that brings from 
the supposed innocent parties." 
 
"I'll bet that every Shock Jock on radio and TV will be outraged across the country. Fuming 
at this display of Media manipulation by the left-wing Jurisdiction and puppets of the 
Government. Isn’t the Government at present, right of centre?" 
"Harrumph...who knows. Who cares. What do you reckon the reception will be like when 
we enter the TV Studios with more gestapo-like white paper?" 
 
"Forget being the flavour of the month, Lover boy." 



 
16 
 

 
"Thank God. For one moment there, I thought that I was a shoe-in for the Bachelor of the 
Month nominations." 
 
We walked briskly into the large Foyer area of the TV Station. Followed closely by a clutch 
of six Constables in uniform. Strength in numbers. We wanted to make a further statement. 
 
I flashed my badge at the pretty young Receptionist. Mar did the same, asking for directions 
to the Staff Offices of the 'PM To-night's Views of To-day's Events' Current Affairs Program 
at the same time, if you don't mind. 
 
"I'm sorry..." The pretty young thing seemed either confused or threatened by our 
appearance. "Umm...I can't allow you to enter the rear staff areas of the building. Security 
and all that. You understand." 
 
"Young Lady. I have a Court Order in my hand to obtain some, if not all information that 
we seek. For us to achieve that, we will need to enter those Staff Areas. We are members of 
the NSW Police Force...not fanatical terrorists. What would you prefer, that we blow 
ourselves up here...or when we are well away from your presence?" 
 
Truly, it was just my sick sense of humour. I knew that it again was about to get me into all 
sorts of trouble if a complaint on my behaviour was lodged. 
 
The pretty young thing turned an ugly hue of white before she composed herself and called 
through the speaker system for the Chief of Security to come post haste to the Front Foyer 
area. 
 
A former Vice Cop enjoying his early retirement sauntered across the wide expanse of the 
Foyer Area having come through a door marked 'Strictly Private'. 
 
"Joe Lind? You've put some lines on around the face but nothing around the belt line. Been 
a while? What? Ten? Twelve years?" 
 
We shook hands. Fist jabbed one another followed up by a hearty shoulder hug. 
 
"Barry O'Henry. Bugger me. I heard you took on a cushy job to fill out that retirement daze. 
You're looking well. Looking after all these self-observed, self-important narcissists must 
have you baffled on some days. Look...help us out here, will you? I've got a Court Order to 
hand personally to the Producer, the Director or whom-ever is involved in a heavy way with 
that “PM-To-night Affairs” Program. In person. Understand?" 
 
"I see that times haven't changed yer, young Joe. One iota! Yer still that pain in the arse you 
always were. Look...understand...under normal circumstances no-one, I mean no-one, can 
get through that door without prior permission, a prior reservation or without some-one of 
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authority leading you by the arm..." 
 
"Then stop with the bullshit, crook your arm through mine and lead on, my handsome man." 
 
The older man shook his head. Gave a little chuckle. 
 
"Some people never change..." He muttered as he shook his head. A smile on his face. 
 
"Barry...this is a Court Order. You understand the implication. You stop me in any way 
carrying out my duty as described in these pages, I can have you arrested. You know the 
drill, Barry. I'm sorry. But we've got a job to do and the last thing that I would want is to 
involve you in any way that would reflect badly on you. OK?" 
 
I waved for one of the Uniforms to stay put and instructed the pretty young thing not to 
phone ahead of our arrival. 
 
"C'mon Barry. Don't make this harder than it already is for both of us..." 
 
"You have no idea just how hard you've made my position become, in this instant." He 
sighed that sigh of relinquishment, hitched his pants up and asked us officiously to follow 
him. We filed through a large clear glass sliding door that required card access operation, 
into a Lift Lobby. Rode a lift, again only operable by a card swipe up to the sixth floor. 
Through a warren of offices and corridors to what I would have thought to be a far corner of 
the labyrinth complex. 
 
A sign of the esteem the show was regarded by the hierarchy, perhaps? Hidden in the back 
shadows of the building. 
A set of double doors. 
 
A small sign denoted this as the Pre-production/Post-production Room of 'PM To-night's 
Views on To-day's Events' Current Affairs Program. 
 
The ex-Cop went to knock. 
 
I stayed his hand and quickly opened the door. 
 
I noticed that the old bloke seemed to wither into the background and disappear into the 
dimness of the long corridor. 
 
It was a large, open office configuration. 
 
Desks formed into several groups in a stylised pattern. A mid-height sound proof screen 
providing the only privacy for each desk. Single desks piled high with files possibly denoted 
the Director' position. The Producer. Assistants. People of importance against those of the 
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Writers, the Research personnel and clerical people. One entire wall was just Pre-production 
notes on a plethora of stories that may never get to air for at least another month or two. 
Depending on the mechanisations of the Legal fraternity representing the TV Station and 
the DPP. Another wall was nothing but four drawer steel cabinets. Photographs of people 
splattered what was left of the wall above these cabinets. Some of importance. I should have 
been impressed with some of the recognisable and 'famous' people. Mostly Politicians. 
Present and from by-gone eras. I couldn't care less for the show of self-exaltation. A group 
of people sat around a large conference table positioned in one corner. A kitchenette behind 
them. A clear view of the outside through a large glass sliding door that led out onto a roof-
top garden. Plants sprouted life. Vegetables and citrus trees weighing heavy with ripening 
produce. 
 
At the sound of our entry, they all turned to gawk at the intruders. Us. With our own army 
of immaculately dressed Police Officers. 
 
"What the? Who the fuck are you lot? Clarence? Call Security. Now." 
 
To his credit, Barry O'Henry must have reconsidered his position of some authority in the 
scheme of things. He stepped around Mar and I and our entourage of five Uniforms. 
 
"Umm...Maxie...I had to bring them up here. They have a Court Order to go through all 
your records..." 
 
"This is bullshit. Fucking Bullshit. Clarence? Get Legal. Now!" 
 
I fluttered my badge as I crossed to the table. Identified myself. Took the Court Order from 
my pocket. Feeling sorry for Clarence at these early moments of proceedings. Whom-ever 
Clarence was I didn't know, as no-one had made an attempt for a phone that I could see. 
 
"You seem to be in control here, Mz...is it Maxie? Mz. Maxime what?" 
 
"None of your business. Get out. This is the twenty-first century, not Nazi Germany of the 
1930's!!" 
 
"Mz? We are here under orders of Judge Hegarty who has issued this Order in the name of 
the State of NSW for us to secure any and all information pertaining to your proposed show 
that had been intended to be aired some six days ago. Where three young women were 
going to provide information that could have jeopardised an on-going Police investigation. 
It would've also severely endangered the lives of these three young women. If you fail to 
cooperate in all regards to any and all of our requests for information, written, recorded, 
taped and/or videoed, we can arrest one or all persons here for contempt of Court and for 
failing to abide by the direction of the Court or Officers of that Court attempting to carry out 
the orders of the Court. Do you understand? Now, can we please have some co-operation. 
Mz?" 
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She turned to me with a chilled look on her face. A pursed, tight mouth as though I would 
have to force it open with my bare hands if I wanted sound to emanate from it! 
 
"What exactly is it that you want?" 
 
A woman seated opposite asked as she stood, coming around the large Table with her hand 
out to introduce herself. A warm, husky tone to her voice possibly caused by a life-time of 
heavy smoking. Looking at her, I could imagine a cigarillo perched between her fingers. 
She had a certain style that some older women obtain from a life in the centre of the 'arty' 
crowd. 
 
"Marilyn Margot. I'm the pre-Production Director. It is me who has the responsibility to go 
with or bust a story for the show. How can I help?" 
 
"Does the name Sandra Wallace or Steph Peters mean anything to you? And what are the 
names, addresses and contact numbers of the three courageous young women who were 
willing to risk their lives by appearing on your show? What is the connection that permitted 
their existence and circumstance to be known to your company? Why wasn't the matter 
referred to the Police in the first instance instead of being given undue notice of its content 
being publicised before the intended airing date and what security arrangements have been 
made for the continuing future safety of the three women? Are you aware that their very 
lives could be in jeopardy due to your illegal dummy spit of the other night and are you 
aware of their present whereabouts? If so, where are they?" 
 
The woman bowed her head. Rubbed the nape of her neck slowly. 
 
"Shit! The AO's don't want much, now do they?" Sour-puss spat out from her  
seated position. 
 
Mz. Marilyn Margot turned to her. 
 
"Shut up, dear. Would you?" 
 
"We need that information plus all transcripts, videos and or all taped interview material 
that you may have of the three women. That plus what else is categorised in the Court 
Order." 
 
"Wait until 'Bent' gets down here, Marilyn. We shouldn't have to disclose jack shit!" 
 
Again, this spat out with venom by the hard-faced bitch still seated facing away from us. 
I leaned forward after clutching the back of sour puss's chair. Leaning well into her personal 
space. She wanted to get away from me though my body was preventing this. She cowered 
under my stare. I spoke into her ear. Close enough to catch a whiff of fragrance. Alluring. 
Sensual. Can you believe it? 
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"Tell me, Mz? Have you ever been raped in your own home? Over a three-hour period? 
Three ways to Sunday? Tied up so tightly that any movement causes those binds to only 
tighten further? Knowing that your Assailant is more than likely guilty of raping and 
murdering other women over the past ten years...and raping at least another five during that 
period though sparing them...with him threatening your death by ugly means if you sprout 
one syllable of what had occurred? Scared out of your little brain to even approach us Cops? 
We suspect that these three are just the tip of quite a few instances. We are talking women 
younger than you with their whole life ahead of them now too scared to even want a normal 
relationship, what-ever that may engender.... or haven't you really thought about that.... 
instead just interested in the five-minute sound byte and story. And who gives a fig about 
the women's future security and lives. Have I hit it in one, Mz?" 
 
She seemed to want to burrow down into the chair. The seat was unforgiving. 
 
We did not hear another word from her. 
 
Marilyn Margot cleared her throat. 
 
"Would you mind if we have our Legal Department look over the Order before we go any 
further, Detective?" 
 
I nodded my head. 
 
"Fine. Though time is of the essence, if you can appreciate the situation." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
The door opened and this long streak of colour seemed to materialised. He loped into the 
room and came to an abrupt halt. Looked around at the gathered throng. Uncertain. 
Appearing confused by the gathering. Not sure where he was or why he was there. 
 
He had to be close to two metres tall. Thin. In an outfit that perhaps a colour-blind person 
would don wanting to either sell chocolates for the Primary School Library building project 
or wanting to audition for the Circus. A curly mop of deep red hair that Shirley Temple 
would die for. At first, I thought that his hair was dyed, but as his Mo and Soul Patch were 
similar colours, he'd gone to a lot of trouble for a couple of days’ growth. A set of Superman 
glasses with the frames a bright green. A dark green shirt. A large bow-tie a kaleidoscope of 
colours that I expected to spin at any moment. A well-worn pair of jeans held in place by a 
pair of orange suspenders, yet they still gave the impression that they'd slip to his ankles at 
any moment. I made a point of looking at his shoes, half expectedly to see a pair of 
oversized clown's boots. Instead, a pair of very high sided, black Doc Martin's of at least 
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twenty-five-year vintage held his jeans from the expected ankle embrace. 
 
He slipped his glasses back up the sharp ridge of his nose as he shook my hand with the 
other. 
 
"Joshua Bentley. Every-one calls me 'Bent'. Now, how can I help?" A voice that seemed to 
echo from his boots, it was that low. 
 
I handed him the Court Order. 
 
He hummed and arrhed as he skimmed through the six pages of type. 
 
"Yes. Go for it." He handed me back the document and walked to the Kitchenette to pour 
himself a cup of coffee. 
 
"Bent? You're not serious. These fascists come bursting..." 
 
He held up his hand. Sipped the coffee. Gave a nod of satisfaction. 
 
"Maxie, once and you're considered brave. Twice you're obstinate and thrice you're just 
plain stupid. Let these people do their job. Give them want they want. Tell them what they 
want to hear and you'll all go home to-night and not spend the time in jail for contempt. You 
are not in the good books with the powers above with your absurd behaviour over this 
matter. You chose to ignore the advice of your legal people and put to air that absurd 
Editorial. That is why you are now facing misconduct charges....so Maxie...just shut up." 
 
He shifted his weight into the corner created by the Kitchenette cupboards and the sliding 
glass door giving access to the outside sun. 
 
Gestured for me to begin. 
 
He was staying here for the duration. 
 
"Perhaps if you pour yourself the best coffee in the building while the air simmers and dies, 
hmmm?" The man gestured with his arm. 
 
We obliged the man. Thanking him for the offer, while those still seated showed scant 
interest in our endeavours. 
 
Even the five Uniforms helped themselves. 
I couldn't verify the veracity of the statement without trying every coffee stand in the 
building, but I was willing to accept the truth of the matter. The coffee was superb. I wanted 
to immediately prolong matters in this Office so that I could get a re-fill! 
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"Now. The name Sandra Wallace or Steph Peters mean anything to you?" 
 
Marilyn Margot nodded her head. 
 
"They were two of the three women who...umm...volunteered to be interviewed. The other 
was Katherine Bell." 
 
I tossed two separate series of enlarged photos onto the table. 
 
"This is Wallace's and Peters homes. Trashed. Absolutely turned upside down." 
 
I gestured with my fingers to the absolute vandalism displayed. One would find it a little 
hard to discern this as a person's place of residence. 
 
"It shows rage. Utter rage that would not stop at murder, one would suspect. As you can see, 
threatening statements sprayed on the bedroom walls. We suspect the person who raped the 
three girls was the same person who did this. He did this after your editorial comments the 
other night...." 
 
I let that comment sink in. 
 
"This damage was done after your Editorial Preview of the other night....” I repeated. 
Looking at each of the persons sitting around the table. “You upset him. He was apparently 
of the opinion that the women where his property. That they loved and needed him. Their 
promised appearance on prime-time TV to ‘out’ him was an act of betrayal on their part...to 
his way of thinking...you do know where the women are, don't you? As part of your contract 
for them to appear on your show, you were going to provide on-going security for 
them...weren't you? Until at least the culprit was apprehended?" 
 
I suspected that that was not the case, but hoped beyond hope that they would surprise me. 
 
"If you’d caught the creep already, then none of this would have happened. Don't try this 
guilt trip on us!" Maxie spat out. 
 
I walked quickly back to her chair. Leaned into her space again. 
 
She tried her best to squirm further into the folds of the chair. 
 
"You're right. If we had him in custody, then none of this would have happened. Not until 
after the trial and conviction at least. The women would not have been permitted to appear 
on any show until that was over. Sealed and delivered with the Assailant locked up safe in 
prison. Unable to be a threat to the three women. But don't you dare try to place your 
irresponsible acts onto some-one else." 
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My voice took on a spiteful and hard tone. 
 
"There are only four people on this earth who know the most intimate detail of each of the 
three crimes.... each of the Victims.... and the Assailant who we believe is the common 
factor in all three attacks. We are still not aware of any connection between the three 
Victims... if there is or not. We may never know, thanks to your irresponsible Editorial of 
the other night. The world just doesn't stop after your five-minute story... or your sense of 
theatrical outrage. The majority of the public viewers have forgotten the story within ten 
minutes. The Victims and the Assailant will remember it for their life-times. The guy 
possibly knows more about the Victims than we can ever guess at. He has more than likely 
been stalking his Vics for between three to twelve months...he knows where they live. 
Work. Their friends. Their families. Who visits regular like and when. He doesn't need to 
see his Victims' faces to know who they are...he knows their individual scent. That's 
something that you apparently don't want to think about... or even acknowledge... that he, 
along with each of his victims, knows every aspect of each attack!" 
 
I straightened up. 
 
Looked down at her. 
 
There was still a defiant look in her eyes. 
 
I again bent to her. 
 
"If any one of these girls turns up dead, and we can prove that the rapist, the assailant, was 
responsible for one of their deaths, then I'll be back here quick smart with warrants...to 
arrest all of you for murder before and after the event...check with your Legal man there, to 
see if I can do that." 
 
They all turned to the lanky guy leaning into the corner of the room. Casually sipping on the 
coffee. He nodded his head slowly. a slight grin on his face. 
 
He was enjoying this, so it seemed. 
 
Looks of utter terror spread around the table. 
 
Marilyn Margot was still standing close to me. She bent her head and rubbed the back of her 
neck as she looked down at the floor. A sense of guilt oozing from every pore, so it seemed. 
 
Mar took over as I poured myself another coffee. The first cup had gone cold. 
"Right. I think it's about time that you cooperate with us...you should have contacted us as 
soon as you knew of these three young women's plight.... now! Confirmation of names? 
Addresses? Contact numbers? Places of employment with telephone numbers. Family and 
friends? To start off with." 
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They began to fall over themselves wanting to help. Except for Maxie who sulked in her 
chair. Her head bowed. Her long hair falling either side of her face. An occasional sniffle. A 
wipe of her nose signified that she was crying. Silently. 
 
We retrieved every copy of audio and video-tape taken of preliminary meetings with the 
three girls. Including type-written transcriptions. Several full storage boxes were lugged 
down to the Police marked Station Wagon. 
 
A small throng of employees sat around watching the proceedings. Smoking as they 
lounged in the sun on any available suitable surface. Guessing at the reasons. Absurd 
reasons floated through the air. The Cannabis plants on the roof garden the leading theory. 
 
"One last thing...." I gestured towards Marilyn Margot. "How did the three come to your 
notice in the first place....and who made the decision not to come to us with the information 
of the whole affair, before your intended screening?" 
 
'Bent' leaned forward from his corner position. He cradled the mug of coffee with a hand 
looking as though he was drawing warmth from it into his body. 
 
"I advise you all not to comment on the latter part of the query unless you wish to 
incriminate yourselves. You may answer the first part of the question." 
 
I knew that if he was on his toes, he would have advised as he did. I hoped to see him in 
action in Court one day. It would be pure theatre! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
Paul Liddell had been out for just on six weeks. 
 
Bunked up in a 'half-way house' that had seen better times. 
 
A coat of paint would have done wonders for the décor! 
 
A single room not much larger than his cell in the old stone building section of the prison. A 
bed. A chair. A Washbasin in the corner. A Low-boy to store his meagre belongings. A 
shared toilet and shower with about a dozen others down a narrow Hallway. Eat in or eat 
out. It wasn't that hard a choice as the meals provided were worse than swill. 
 
Even the pigs may have wished for better! 
 
The food inside was decidedly better!  
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And that was saying something! 
 
A man didn't need much, but he sure as hell needed more than what he had at the moment! 
 
He felt himself sliding into that 'After Prison Blues'. Bluestone Blues. Blockhouse Blues. 
There were a lot of colloquial sayings for the malady. 
 
Regimental discipline had ruled his life for just on four years. You didn't have to think, to 
feel responsible. You were woken at a certain time. Lights out ended your day. You were 
fed at the same time every day where the menu didn't stretch the cerebral processes in any 
way. You were told when and for how long your exercise period was for and when you 
were required to shower. Medical attention was automatic and cyclic unless you needed 
emergency attention. Dental hygiene was taken care of with a twice-yearly visit. 
 
Unless you were at the centre of attention for all the wrong reasons, your life was relatively 
easy. 
 
Then you hit the big, wide world where you were in total control of your destiny. Insecurity, 
depression and thinking that it was all too hard, hit many. Scheming perversely to get back 
to that cold security blanket again. 
 
In relatively quick time. 
 
Perhaps there were some Servicemen who felt the same insecure feeling of no longer being 
told what to do and when to do it when they too, emerged into Civvies Street. 
He could take a guess and be right, he thought to himself, though that malady had not 
followed him after he had done his rotational stint in the Army. This stagnation of effort, of 
very little enthusiasm that he now felt, was becoming overbearing. Worrisome. 
 
The danger signs were there! 
 
The world was big and it didn't need small time Crims crowding up a pitifully small labour 
market. 
 
He had lived on optimism while inside. 
 
Very sure within himself that if he studied hard and achieved what he had while 'inside', 
instead of sitting around wasting his time pumping iron or socialising out in the yard, then 
the world was there with open arms once he had earned his freedom. 
 
The reality, how-ever, was cruel and the total opposite. 
 
Disheartening. 
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Sure, he had a job. 
 
One that he…enjoyed, but it was not what he had aspired to while 'inside'. Teaching 
migrants the wonders of the English language and all its intricacies and beauty three nights 
a week, was a long shot off his dreamed of University Lectureship. 
 
He had thought that he would walk straight into such a position. 
 
Three Interviews thus far. 
 
At least he had made it that far! 
 
Three times supposedly on the short list. 
 
Three times struck out. 
 
His physical teaching period rather too short. Four years? Lecturing Crims? The hardest of 
hard-knock class rooms but they, the Interviewing Panel, could not appreciate that fact! 
 
Not enough experience in front of a room full of students, was the reason for his application 
being rejected. As though four years in front of hardened Crims did not count.... or was a 
disadvantage! 
 
He could hear those quiet murmurs behind his back. 
A first timer out on parole didn't bade for a long-term career span before he fell back into 
the old criminal ways. Found wanting without due cause. The question left unsaid about 
placing a former jail-bird in charge of impressionable young adults. We’d be asking for 
trouble with a Capital ‘T’! 
 
His service to his country not raising an eye-brow. Another waste of eight years! 
Just plain discrimination and bigotry! 
 
It made him angry! 
 
Angry enough to want to stand and shout at these snotty nosed men and women on the 
Interview Boards who were stifling his progress. His life. All because of preconceived ideas 
that were about the system and not the man. 
 
Tendrils...he felt the presence of invisible strands…wisps connecting him...pulling him back 
to a life that he wanted desperately to escape from. 
 
He was slumped into a large wicker chair out on the rear veranda of the Halfway joint. 
Picking frustratingly at his future that seemed to be sliding away. Listening to the soft patter 
of the steady rain on the corrugated iron roof sheeting above him. 
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An alien sound to him for so long. 
 
A beautiful rhythm that he realised he had missed for more years than he wanted to admit. 
 
It lulled him into a light slumber. 
 
'"Ciao' sends his regards. Wants to know if you've tracked down his family. 'Bout time that 
you paid him a visit. He says." 
 
Liddell lazily cracked open an eye and squinted in the direction of the voice. 
 
The man slouched in another wicker chair at the opposite end of the small veranda run. He 
hadn't even heard him step out from the inside of the House. He looked vaguely familiar. 
One of the many faces that filed around the Exercise Yard within the orbit of Joseph 'Ciao' 
Canto. 
 
It's not that he had forgotten the orders of the old man. It was just that he had more 
important things to attend to, like finding a worthwhile job. One that he had aspired to while 
on the inside. 
 
Caio's request had been pushed to the end of the line. 
 
The man stood. 
"I've done me job. You've been warned. He can get to ya no matter where you are. 
Understand?" 
 
The guy nodded his head uncertainly then turned on his heel and was gone. 
 
Liddell never saw him again, though the message was clear. 
 
Don't fuck with the 'old man'. 
 
He may be a 'Lifer' in prison, but he still had his ways and means. 
 
Tendrils that snaked out through the thick walls of the prison. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
He walked the several kilometres into town and headed for the Mitchell Library. 
 
It was pure heaven to be able to hike that far. No chains. No physical restrictions. Smelling 
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the aromas of the big city. Feeling the tempo within your very bones. Listening to the 
strident noises, the soft purrs of the everyday cacophony of the life of the city. 
 
He strode up the wide sandstone steps of the impressive Library building opposite the 
entryway into the Botanical Gardens. 
 
Asked whether he could use one of the bank of Computers. For a small fee unless you were 
on some form of Social Benefits. 
 
He flashed his 'Blue Card' and was stonily directed further into the dim depths of the 
building. 
 
He sat in front of a computer that had seen better days and typed in the NSW Electoral Roll. 
While waiting, he placed the list of names that 'Ciao' had provided him with. The wife, two 
daughters and six sons. He typed in the names. Nothing. It came back as an unsuccessful 
attempt. He sat thinking. Perhaps they had moved interstate which would help to satisfy the 
reason why they had not visited the old man since he had been incarcerated. He didn't know 
whether he could access other State Electoral Roles from here. 
 
Instead he bought up the NSW Telephone White Pages. 
 
None of the names computed. 
He sat for some moments. 
 
The old man had been imprisoned around 2000. Perhaps a little later. 
 
He bought up the Electoral Role again requesting the one closest to 2000. He couldn't 
remember when an Election had been held around that time. 1998 was the closest completed 
Electoral Role listing to the turn of the century. He entered in all the names. They all came 
back as residing at an address in Marrickville. 
 
The eight names. 
 
He copied down the address wishing that a reverse Directory was available in Australia. 
 
Apparently only the Cops were in possession of one. 
 
He bought up the Sydney Street Directory and took a copy of the area where the street was 
situated. Not that far from the Railway Station. It looked to be within walking distance. He 
was hanging out there, as there was no reason why the family would still be at that address 
and now not registered on the Electoral Roll. There were several reasons why they would 
not now be registered. The most likely was that they had moved interstate. He'd take a squiz 
at the old family abode before checking out other avenues. His mind was not really on the 
chase. Just to cross-check, he ran the surname through the White Pages Telephone Directory 
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of Queensland and Victoria for zero result. 
 
He didn't know the ages of the grand-kids, though he had surmised that most would be of 
voting age back in 1998 because of the age of the old man....and the fact that they were 
registered at that time on the Electoral Role indicated an approximate age for the lot of 
them. While the two daughters could have married and thus changed their surnames, the six 
sons, now some fourteen years on, would also be more than likely married but would have 
still retained the family surname of Canto. 
 
That logic made sense to him.  
 
But nothing had spilled from the system so far. 
 
He was at his wits end thinking of the next logical step. 
 
That was why he had decided to take a look at the old Canto dwelling in Marrickville. 
 
There were very few other options left to investigate! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
"They've been located." Mar informed me as she placed her Mobile back in its dock. 
 
"Where?" 
 
"In a Caravan Park at Wagga. The three girls and the brother of one of them who, 
apparently is the partner of Sandra Wallace or Steph Peters. Not sure. Works in the same 
office as Katherine Bell. There's the connection between the three......" 
 
I nodded my head at that piece of information. 
 
"Thank bloody Christ. That smarmy TV lot were looking at serious trouble if the girls had 
been killed...He stack up? The brother?" 
 
"Yeah, according to the local lads who have interviewed the four of them. They're being 
transported back up to Sydney, as we speak. We’ll move them into a Safe House in 
Wollstonecraft. Near the Railway Station. You know it?" 
 
"Yeah...we used it a fair bit when I was in Vice...We'll let them settle in and then hand 
everything over to the Rape Crisis Cell. What do you reckon? We can wash our hands of it 
and get back to those twelve Cold Case murders that the Locals have all but buried. It makes 
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you wonder why we weren't called in the first place, doesn't it? I wonder why?" 
 
Mar didn't respond. The tapping of the keyboard a staccato sound as she worked her magic 
on the computer. 
 
"You remember Cody Dean? The guy that they've got for assault...but not homicide on that 
latest 'Rape and Murder' case that now will take up our time? You know? The guy that upset 
your squeeze when we tried to give her a case of homicide on the guy? He's out on bail, 
pending his Court Appearance for the assault only. He was glassed last night at a Pub at 
Bondi Beach. Supposedly coming onto a woman while the boyfriend looked on...picked on 
the wrong couple for a possible threesome perhaps...what a jerk! Did you know that he is 
the nephew of Joseph 'Ciao' Canto...that piece of shit who got two life sentences about 
fifteen years back...it must be a 'gene' kind of thing, don't you reckon?" 
 
"Joe Canto...now there's a name from the past. His name was always popping up when I was 
working Vice and Drugs. A real mean mother though butter wouldn't melt in his mouth. 
Cody Dean? His nephew. It doesn’t drop far from the tree, now does it. That old man still 
runs his empire from behind bars you know...so they reckon...one mean mother!" 
 
"Huh...they sure as hell are very, wise people!" Mar commented. "I've often wondered who 
they are. Must look them up one day..." A smile on her face. 
I gave her a look meant to castrate her. She didn't flinch. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
It was a lovely afternoon. 
The sun was warm on his back. Birds twittered enthusiastically in the trees that lined the 
street. Probably Indian Mynahs, for all he knew. Nothing but introduced pests. That he 
knew. Still, their shrill presence was exhilarating in a way. Demonstrating that life was in 
full swing even here in the burbs. 
 
It wasn't that long a distance from the Railway Station. 
 
He had come to love walking through suburbia, no matter where it was. He guessed that had 
to do with the once measured orbit around the Exercise Yard. Again, and again. Restricted 
by the chain-wire mesh fencing if he was lucky enough to earn the honour of the Yard, 
otherwise the high sandstone walls were his world, where walking was severely limited. 
 
He drew close to the front gate of the premises, noticing mail sticking out of the mouth of 
the Letterbox. The House Number clearly displayed on the Letter-box. 
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He absent-mindedly grabbed for the morning's offering without really thinking about it. 
 
Glanced down at the name and address in the envelope window. 
 
Bloody bills, he thought to himself. That was something that never found its way into Prison 
life! He was on the verge of poking the envelopes back into the aperture of the Letterbox. 
They wouldn't take kindly to me handing them their mail at the front door, especially as 
most of it was Bills! 
 
He smiled to himself. 
 
Something made him step up onto the front path towards the veranda, though his feet felt as 
though they were mired in sludge. 
 
Something wasn't right, he thought stupidly. 
 
He looked down at the name. 
 
The address. 
 
"Waddayawand?" A croaky voice enquired from the shadows behind the Security Screen 
door. 
 
He hadn't even gotten close to the entry door threshold, having not even made the veranda. 
He was still on the edge of the top step onto the veranda level, feeling like a shag on a rock. 
 
The old woman had dark glasses on as though the shadows she stood in were still too bright 
for her eyes. She was stooped which only made her smallness more noticeable. What little 
hair there was hardly covered her scalp and was snow white. Her face was wrinkled and 
lined. A small nose. Once feminine lips. She held on tightly to an ancient Walking Frame. A 
woollen shawl hung from her narrow shoulders, even though it was quite warm. 
 
"Mrs. Canter? Formerly Mrs. Canto?" He swallowed hard after figuring that out. 
 
"Yeah? So, wot? Who are you? Newspaper people? Television Reporter? Ya like vermin 
around a rotting corpse. Me 'usband still in jail and won't come out until he's dead. Ya can't 
learn any more than that from me. Leave us be. Ya hear? Get off my property and leave an 
old woman in peace, will ya. Before I set me dog on ya." 
 
He offered the letters to her. 
 
She ignored the gesture. 
 
He dropped the pile of letters at the door threshold. He raised an arm in an attempt at 
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apology and retreated backwards down the front steps. Nearly tripping over himself. 
 
He staggered up the street away from the property sure that the vermin had now sniffed a 
fresher corpse. 
 
Him! 
 
"Canter." He kept repeating over and over. 
 
His head bowed as he walked quickly along the suburban footpath away from the house. 
 
"The old bastard knew all along. Why didn't he shiv me while I was inside?" He shook his 
head. "Why?" 
 
His World had just been turned on its axis and he felt as though he was walking lopsidedly 
along the concrete Council footpath.  
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
He passed a small Park near the Railway Station. Its centre point the ubiquitous War 
Memorial with the statue of a standing Digger at attention. His head bowed. Names in gold 
leaf on the four sides of the pedestal below, glinting in the sun. 
 
Turned and walked a few paces into the Park to a hard timber slatted bench seat that was 
positioned so that you looked up at the Memorial. Like thousands of similar War Memorials 
spread around the country in every town and village. He absent-mindedly wished that he 
had the contract to provide them across the nation. He sat wearily onto the Park Bench. 
 
Liddell took a sip of the soft drink that he had bought from a Corner Store. 
 
A legacy of by-gone days with hardly enough room to step around produce, bottles and 
large cans of Olive Oil stacked haphazardly. The man half hidden behind a counter stacked 
with more produce and lolly racks. The smell within the shop slightly foreign. 
 
He let his mind drift back to the day when his life had changed. 
 
He'd gone to another funeral for a mate of his former Platoon serving together in 
Afghanistan. He could never figure out how some guys would do such a thing. They'd 
shared the same scary moments. The same bloody gun fights with an enemy that you rarely 
saw. Shared the shit. The sand. The heat and the cold. The laughter and the tears. But they 
all knew that they had each other's back when it was required. To talk it out. To bury the 
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past. To climb out of the hole that in most instances, was of their own doing. 
 
He hadn't seen the other members of his Squad since the last funeral. 
 
They were all from Victoria. He the only New South Welshman in the group. As was 
always the case, they had perhaps a little too much to drink at the Wake. Drinking out 
another mate too young to die by his own hand. Going insane by the visions that only he 
could see inside his head. 
 
Idiotically, he had slumped into his car to drive home. All the way across the Border into 
NSW and onto Sydney. How bloody stupid can one man be? 
 
Way over the limit. 
 
It was hard to tell who collided with whom. 
 
Both cars seemed to veer towards one another as though the respective headlights had some 
sort of magnetism that could not be overcome. 
 
Terri Canter (Terisa Canto) died of a broken neck as she slept through a drug induced sleep 
across the back seat of the other vehicle. A seat belt the last thing on her mind. 
 
Frank Canter, (Franco Canto) the driver, died instantly. Not wearing his seat belt, he had 
come sailing out of the windscreen towards Liddell. 
 
Liddell could still see the image. 
 
Franco Canto's wife would never walk again. She had been sitting asleep in the front 
passenger seat. 
Terri's husband sustained a few scratches. He'd been sitting in the rear left passenger 
position, securely buckled up. A miraculous outcome as both vehicles were estimated to be 
doing around 80 KPH as they collided. 
 
Liddell's survival was due to a late model vehicle having all the air-bag technology and anti-
collision design parameters. 
 
Franco Canto (Now Frank Canter) had a high alcohol reading along with traces of cocaine 
and marijuana in his blood stream. 
 
How-ever, as the surviving driver, Liddell was convicted of drink driving and negligent 
driving causing death. Sentenced to a six-year period of imprisonment with a non-parole 
period of four. He was made a scape-goat by the Media with the drunkenness and drug high 
of all the occupants of the other vehicle generally overlooked or totally ignored. 
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At no time was it disclosed that the deceased were the grandchildren of a renowned Crime 
Lord and overall bad guy who was at that time, serving two life sentences. Never to be 
released! 
 
And now, Liddell felt that he and Canto were for-ever entwined in a struggle of 
manipulation and machination. Captured by tendrils that would for-ever bind the two. 
 
His heart was heavy, as he thought this. 
 
Not encouraged by any thought that he would ever be rid of the old man's influence and 
unbreakable tendrils. He could, if he wanted on some sadistic whim, have Liddell executed 
at any time. He possibly was working towards that goal. 
 
Liddell firmly believed that, and now suspected that that was what awaited him. 
 
His probable fate. 
 
The unendurable sentence orchestrated by an old, vengeance seeking crim. This sadistic 
end-game scenario far better in the opinion of the old bloke, then a quick shiv in the Shower 
Stalls at the Prison, where 'Caio' would be the Number One Suspect in the death. This way, 
it could be a year or two before the vengeful act was enacted...and who was to know the 
connection...the length of the tendrils? 
Liddell could almost hear the old bloke's chuckle. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
Mar wheeled her chair over to sit beside me and peered at my Monitor. 
 
"Ipswich. The Gold Coast. Wagga Wagga. Bulahdelah. Taree. Are they all similar MO's? 
Exactly the same? What's the connection? Are there any more?" 
 
"First things first...there is a similar crime in WA and one in Victoria though I've left both of 
them off so as not to confuse the situation..." 
 
"Not to confuse the situation? Bloody hell, it looks bloody confusing to me as it stands...did 
those other two follow the same pattern, or not? If they did in most of the detail, then they 
should be included...and this amounts to a Serial Offender to me. We should alert Abbey. 
Bring him into the loop...I think we are about to lose this Case to the AFP." 
 
"Let's ignore the imminent participation of the AFP until it actually occurs. All the Vics 
were raped. Strangled by the Perp's hand at some point during the sex act. You know the 
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story...No trace...none what-so-ever! No sperm. No useable forensic trace. No witnesses. No 
forced entry. No sign of entry through open windows. It would appear that the Perp came 
through the front door every time. No signs of lock manipulation. OK... we include the other 
two... from interstate... what or where is the connection? It's got me beat!" 
 
"Hang on Joe...the similarities? Rape and murder? No forensic trace? That's it? Across the 
nation over a ten-year period? That's it? None solved? That's the similarity? That's a long 
bow, my man. A bloody, long bow. You seem to want to make work for yourself and I, as 
your partner, am feeling as if she is being dragged by my shoe-laces into the same bloody 
mire...you hear me, Dude?" 
 
"Mar? Never call me Dude! Understand? I hate that. OK? You do it again, and I’ll take my 
monitor and say it’s out of bounds for you to look at!" 
 
She had that little grin on her face. The one that said, 'gotcha!' 
 
"That will really hurt, D… sorry, Joe.” 
 
"Remember we were talking the other day about Cody Dean, whom we had pegged for that 
Rape and Murder charge of his partner? Looks like a reduced charge to GBH with no 
evidence to really link him to the crime of homicide even though his 'priors' would indicate 
otherwise...." 
 
"Whoa, Mar. Whoa! No, you're wrong. We've talked about this before...His 'Priors' would 
indicate that he may have punched the hell out of the girl...what was her name? Chantelle 
DeBausy? Or something like that...prior to her having been raped and strangled by another 
person...wasn't he glassed the other night? Why have you bought him up, in any case?" 
 
"Reading through all the Case Notes of the similar...or close to similar Unsolved Rape and 
Homicide Cases going back for the last ten years..." 
 
"You're still not convinced of the connections of all twelve cases to one Perp?" 
 
"Not really. No... but in five of the twelve cases that we are now investigating, it would 
appear that those women felt that they were being watched. Stalked. Enough for two of 
them to report their suspicions to the local Uniform guys." 
 
"Yeah? So?" I retorted, not sure where this was going in relation to Cody Dean. 
 
Then it hit me. 
 
"If we accept the supposition that he did not kill her, then it is possible that Chantelle 
confided in him about having similar suspicions...or he, at some stage, may have noticed the 
guy doing the stalking...he'd be the type while brave enough to bash up the girlfriend, would 
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not have the balls to confront the Stalker if that be the case." 
 
"And both us...and the LAC guys before us, would not be interested in some dizzy 'other 
guy' scenario that Dean may have wanted to mention...not that we ever gave him that 
opportunity...now we very well may have a lever to hold over him. Give us what-ever you 
know of the 'other guy' and if it proves useful to our cause, we may be able to help him out 
in his forthcoming Court appearance." Mar added thoughtfully. "I wonder if he is still in 
hospital. Want me to chase him out?" 
 
"Yeah. We may very well have a very good witness who can provide us with something that 
we can use. For the first time on this matter." 
 
I felt that we had just turned a corner. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
We were seated in the Beer Garden of the Pub up on the ridge before you drive down into 
the valley to go one way to Coogee Beach. The other way to Gordons Bay. 
 
During the summer months, the Beer Garden would spill out onto the 'village green' that the 
Pub fronted. Now in the freezing depths of winter, even the outdoor seating area seemed to 
have shrunk from the cold. Only a hardy few and the stubborn smoker grace the area. 
"Bondi Pub on the Beach out of bounds, Cody?" 
 
He looked across at me with cold eyes. 
 
Mar joined in. 
 
“Look, both of you may not mind having your tits frozen solid, but I do! There's a roaring 
fire inside in the Lounge. Can't we go in there to talk?" 
 
Cody Dean nodded his head. Took a sip of beer before heading in that direction. 
 
We walked into the Pub as though our joints were frozen solid, to settle at a small table in a 
corner away from the small number of customers who were sprinkled throughout the room. 
 
"Bloody hell! It's bloody hot in here!" Mar exclaimed. "One extreme to another! That's the 
trouble with roaring fires, you can't control them much...either not enough wood, or far too 
much!" 
 
"Women......" I murmured to Cody Dean. "Nothing satisfies them. Always complaining." 
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Mar and I had discussed our strategy before seating ourselves at Dean's outdoor table. The 
debasement of females was to be high on the agenda. 
 
He smiled. Nodded his head. Took a sip of cold beer. The side of his head swathed in 
bandages. 
 
It must have been a decent 'glassing', I thought to myself. 
 
"You get discharged from Hospital? Yesterday?" 
 
"Nah. I walked out. Can't stand the smell of hospitals...and all of them Nurses pretending to 
care. I'll go back to Accident and Emergency to have the bandages changed to-morrow, I 
reckon. What do you guys want with me now? Ya got me cold. I'm gunna do time again. 
Why can't you leave me be? I got nothing for you." 
"Well...we think that you may be able to help us with the rape and homicide of your 
girlfriend, Chantelle." 
 
"Bloody hell! We going back to that! I've told you guys so many times that I didn't kill her 
but you still managed to put a collar around my neck..." 
 
"For you bashing the shit out of her sometime before she was killed...we are now sure that 
you did not kill her. We believe you, Cody.' 
 
My reassurances did not impress him. Any Crim worth his weight in gold would be of a 
similar stance. That of the Cops being the bad guys wanting to put us innocent types away 
for good. Help the Cops? Not on your bloody life! 
 
He looked steadily at Mar for some moments, then looked around the room before taking a 
sip of beer. 
 
"But you still think that I raped her?" 
 
"Did you?" 
 
"Told you arse-holes before. No way. No!" 
 
"You bashed her though......" 
 
There was silence. No denial or concurrence either. 
 
"We need your help. Understand? If any information that you give us turns out to lead us to 
an arrest for the homicide of your ex-partner, then your cooperation with this matter will be 
bought to the notice of the Court in your GBH charges. It could mean a reduction in time 
served." 
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Dean continued to look at the table. No eye contact was forthcoming. 
 
He did not believe me. 
 
We sat for some moments in silence. Listening to the soft murmur of voices. The crack and 
sizzle emitting from the large logs on the open fire. Letting him slowly digest the words, the 
assurances that we had just made. He eventually looked up at Mar. Nodded. Mar leaned 
over towards him. 
 
"Did Chantelle ever say to you that she felt as though some-one was watching her? Possibly 
stalking her? Did you ever think in seeing a person close by, that they looked familiar? As 
though they seemed to be hanging about? Know what I mean?" 
 
The guy took another sip, then finished off the glass with several gulps. Nodded at the 
empty glass to indicate that he wanted a re-fill. I rose and strolled to the Bar. Ordered the 
young man another beer and two orange juices for Mar and I. He was talking softly to Mar 
as I slumped back in my chair. I had taken off my jacket, yet still felt too bloody hot! 
 
"She complained. That's why I gave her a clip. I felt that she was trying to get out of the fact 
that I thought that she was being unfaithful...you know how women's minds work? She kept 
on saying that some guy had been driving her crazy. She'd look out of the shop in the Mall 
and he would be there. She'd get up to close the sliding door out onto the Balcony at her 
joint and she'd say that he was leaning against a bike across the road, just looking up at her 
Unit. That bullshit went on for a couple of weeks. It drove me bloody mad......" 
 
"Did you ever see the guy, yourself? Get a good look at him?" 
 
"Oh yeah. In fact, a couple of weeks after she first mentioned the dude, I was getting out of 
my car to come up to take her out for a drink. This guy was just coming out of the main 
Foyer area. Wheeling a bike. Done up in all the gear. You know? All the professional riding 
gear. Helmet. That gear that shows everything that he owned. He'd been up to see her. I 
yelled out to him. He got on his bike and skedaddled. Chantie denied that the guy had been 
up there to see her. She was bullshitting to me. I had to hit her a couple of times to get the 
truth out of her...you can take that to the Bank, Coppers." 
 
"If we get a Police Artist out to your place say, in an hour, do you think that you could 
describe him so our guy can draw an artist's impression?" 
 
"No worries...but your word on talking to the Judge?" 
 
"Cody...my word is my bond. If your sketch can lead to an arrest, then you have my word." 
 
That sounded even corny to me. Cody Dean seemed to be impressed with it though. Go 
figure the small minds of Crims. 
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"Describe him now, can you." 
 
"Arrh...a little taller than me. Say around five eight. Maybe nine. I'd say early thirties. Mid-
thirties. Skinny. No meat on him though his thighs were pretty impressive. I'd say around 
eighty, maybe eighty-five kilos. He had those poofy sunglasses on so I couldn't see his eyes. 
You know? The ones that wrap right around. And a helmet on but I had the impression that 
he was bald. Don't know why. He had a scar at the corner of his mouth. A thin, long nose. 
Had those riding gloves on. Those shoes that they wear. Looked like a real professional 
rider...the way he walked, he seemed to have trouble with his back...or his legs. He was 
bandy-legged. And he had...you know...like splints on both wrists. Lower arms. Had a bum 
bag and one of those real lightweight back-packs...it was bloody freezing cold outside, yet 
that was all he had on. Is that Bike gear warm? Seems to be, to me." 
 
"What side of his mouth was the scar?" 
 
He twisted around a couple of times trying to determine left or right. 
 
"Arrh...umm...left...yeah. Left side." He lifted his hand and felt the left side of his mouth. 
"The bike he had was one of those very expensive bikes. Not that I'm an expert, but it 
certainly looked expensive." 
 
"Why didn't you mention this before?" 
 
"If I had, would you have believed me? And besides...if I had, I would have had to admit to 
hitting Chantie on other occasions...when she drove me mad about some guy stalking her…. 
when she was having the guy on the side." 
 
That made sense. 
 
Even the dumbest Crim knows about self-incrimination. Though Cody seemed to have 
overlooked the fact while he was talking. 
 
Mar stood and nodded to me. She would organise the Police Artist A-sap. I was hoping that 
she could speak to the Shopping Centre Management to see if they had video from three 
weeks ago now, and whether there would be clear film of him loitering around the entry to 
Chantelle's place of work. 
 
She returned quickly to the table. 
 
"C'mon Cody. We'll give you a lift home. There should be a couple of Uniforms and the 
Artist there to greet us." 
 
She turned to me. 
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"The Plaza Management keep all their video for three months, would you believe. 
Something to do with Insurance claims on people slipping in the Mall. Medical bills and 
such. Insurance fraud. It's getting to be a hefty yoke, so it seems. They'll pull all the video 
that shows the shop-front. To-morrow morning they should have it ready for viewing. 
Okay?" 
 
"Good. We deserve a break. We spent too much time on this guy trying to fit him up and not 
enough time on the Vic and her world. We're now onto it, Mar. I can feel it." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
"It's not a mobile phone, Sir?" 
 
"No. No. It's my little iPod. For cool music.” Liddell placed the ear pads across the stems of 
his sunglasses that were on backwards with the lens in the nape of his neck. An obvious 
gesture to impress the Screw. The guard nodded his head. Recognised him as a good guy. 
As a former inmate who was one of the good guys. 
 
"Heh, Liddell. How you been, man? Keeping low?" 
 
"Yep. Keeping out of trouble. Trying to, in any case." 
 
"You're not if'n yer comin' to see Canto...a word? Stay away from the guy." 
 
Liddell nodded his head slowly. 
 
"I thought that I should pay the old man a visit. He gets no visitors, so's I been told. Hear's 
he's been a little under the weather. About to kark it!" 
 
"Not likely, dude. Not likely. He's gunna outlast both of us for sure." 
 
He laughed at his own joke as he waved the former Crim through. 
 
"I think you know the way, dude. Take it easy, OK." 
 
As Liddell entered the Visiting Hall, he switched the red 'record' button on. These smart 
phones can do just about anything, including shining your shoes, he marvelled to himself. 
He sat slowly at a table that he was directed to by one of the ever-present Guards. 
 
The old bloke came dawdling out through the security door led by a guard. The manacles 
were removed from one of his wrists and clamped around a leg of the table. His ankles 
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remained manacled. He looked over at the younger man without expression. It had been 
perhaps three months since Liddell had last seen him. He seemed greyer. His complexion 
more pinched. 
 
"Why didn't you just shiv me while I was inside?" 
 
No hellos. No how's your father or what's the weather like. Straight into it. 
 
"I mean......" Paul Liddell continued. "It wouldn't have made much different to your time, 
now would it? So why?" 
He looked over at his visitor. A blank expression on his face. 
 
The old man gave that smile that left as quickly as it had begun. The bad breath and 
yellowed teeth remained. 
 
"Can you imagine the ecstasy of release after being cooped up in prison only to have that 
short-lived freedom, and that ecstasy, taken from you?" 
 
He leant his head to the side. Liddell felt that he was being asked the psychological question 
of the century. 
 
"…Or knowing that it could? Just like that!" 
 
He clicked his fingers for effect. A snarl on his face. 
 
"Now that is true irony, don't you reckon? I reckon that you could imagine it quite 
clearly...and the beauty is, it may never come back to me...if you know what I mean. Shiv 
you while you were inside? That would have been too easy to organise. And I would have 
been number one suspect once the relationship between us came to be known. They were 
my flesh and blood, young man. Understand?” he leant ever so slightly towards Liddell. His 
eyes seemed to flash anger. “My granddaughter and grandson that you killed because you 
were too pissed to be able to drive. Your demise will be a little harder to solve, now that 
you're out. Never under-estimate my power, sonny. OK?" 
 
The younger man swayed back in his chair to stare coldly at the old guy. He thought to 
himself that he was looking at one sick mother. 
 
"How'd I ever get entangled with you?" He said softly to himself. He knew the answer to 
that question. Through my own stupidity, he thought. 
 
The old man answered with that snarling smile that disappeared as quickly as it had 
appeared. 
 
"Are you threatening me, Ciao?" 



 
42 
 

"Paulie. Paulie. Don't be so...how do you say? Theatrical?" He smiled a reptilian expression 
that sent shivers through the other man. "Now...there is something that you can do for me..." 
 
"Ciao, if it is illegal or unlawful forget it. I do not want to end up back inside...within cooee 
of people like you. Do what you have to do but count me out. OK? If you don't like my 
objection...tough! Do what you want to do with me, I don't care...but I'm not going back 
inside." 
 
"Paulie, Paulie. I don't know how you have come to view me in such bad light. I will tell 
you now that I am not a danger to you..." 
 
"…as long as I obey your instructions to the letter. Is that right? And if I don't?" Liddell 
interjected. 
 
The old man again tipped his head to the side. Smiled that smile. 
 
"Everyone dies, Paulie. Everyone dies. Some earlier than others...all I want is you to deliver 
a message to my great nephew...I think that is right, as I am his great uncle...he is still 
family. Cody Dean. His address is on the message. Please do not open it up to read. It is not 
for your eyes. You do this for me, Paulie, and your sins are paid in full. I will have no power 
over you in the future. OK?" 
 
"Should I believe you?" 
 
"My word is my bond, Paulie. Though no matter where you go, I will always be able to find 
you. Remember that, my young man." 
 
He held out his left hand to shake Liddell's. His right still manacled to the table leg. A look 
of surprise crossed the young man's face as a small object was palmed by the older man to 
the younger. A bit awkwardly as he was not left handed. Liddell almost dropped the small 
package as his 'palming' skills were extremely rusty. 
 
"Remember, Paulie. No later than to-night. Understand? No later than to-night." 
 
With that, the old Crim nodded to the nearest Guard who sauntered over and released the 
manacle from the table leg to place it around the left wrist of the old bloke. He stood slowly 
as though his limbs and back prevented a livelier action. He leaned across the table to 
murmur softly to the still seated Liddell. 
 
"By to-night, Paulie. By to-night. Cody Dean has been talking to the Cops. That's just not 
on. Understand?" 
 
Liddell was standing patiently in line waiting to board the Bus before he realised that Canto 
had not asked after his family. The prime reason why Liddell had made the visit to see  
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the old guy. 
 
He shook his head, wondering what manipulation was the old bloke’s intention, especially 
in light of the palmed note. 
 
He made him feel very uneasy. 
 
 
  
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
Paul Liddell walked slowly from the cavernous Visitors Room, unsure what to do. He felt 
that he would be for-ever cringing in the shadows of the old Crime Lord. His exploits, deeds 
and history indicated a man who would not bat an eye-lid as he murdered his own kin with 
his bare hands, if the script required it. To his own twisted logic. His cruelty was legendary. 
Paul didn't, for one moment believe that the association would be severed by him obeying 
the old bloke this one last time. 
 
There would always be a tendril attached. 
 
Snaking out from his past. 
 
He walked hunched over against the biting wind towards the Bus Shelter and scanned down 
the listed timetable. Unsure as to what route and bus to take to his destination to deliver the 
message, he turned to the woman standing beside him. He noticed immediately that her eyes 
were red from crying. 
 
"Excuse me. Are you OK?" 
 
She ignored his question, turning her body away from him. 
 
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to pry. Is there any chance you can tell me which bus to take, to 
drop me near the Village Green Pub on Alison? I don't know my way around these parts, 
I'm afraid. It's like an alien world to me out here, is all." 
 
There was silence for some time. 
 
She hesitantly half turned, then twisted fully around to face him. 
 
"I'm sorry for being so rude. It's just...I hope this will be the last time that I come to this 
awful place...am I OK? Not really. I've just told my arse-hole of a husband that I am 
divorcing the bastard. Surprise. Surprise. He didn't take it so good. Calling me all the 
bitches under the sun...umm...to the Village Green Pub? Hop on the same bus as I get. 
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Change at Randwick Central and catch the Coogee Beach Bus. It'll take you right past the 
Pub. I'll tell you when to get off as I'll be catching the same bus. I have to get back to work. 
Down near the beach. You visiting, too?" 
 
She jutted her chin in the direction of the Prison walls. 
 
"An awful place." She added sadly. 
 
"Yeah. Nothing worse than visiting...like you, it will be my last time, hopefully." 
"Getting out?" 
 
"Sorry? Arrh...no... doing a favour for a friend. That's all. Never again." 
 
The bus turned slowly around the round-about and came to a halt at the Shelter. 
 
The front door thwacked open and several people alighted. Rugged up against the cold wind 
coming off the ocean not that far away. All with that hang-dog look that spoke of the 
unenthusiastic task of visiting the nearby Prison. 
"Umm...it'll sit here for some time. A timetable to adhere to. I've often wondered what 
happens to those passengers who believe the timetable times that indicate where a bus will 
be at a certain time. Only to see the bus disappear into the distance as it’s on an earlier 
sequence...then it sits here doing nothing waiting for the correct time to begin the route 
again...there's something not right about that...regardless, I'm hopping on to get out of the 
wind. Care to join me?" 
 
She smiled at Paul Liddell. 
 
He saw something in the smile that was warm and inviting. 
 
Liddell laughed. Nodded his head in agreement. 
 
He gingerly sat beside the woman. 
 
Even before the bus had started up, they were deep in light conversation. Laughing and 
giggling between themselves. At the Randwick Interchange after they alighted together, 
Liddell turned to the woman and invited her for coffee at a nearby Coffee Lounge. She 
desisted saying that she needed to get back to work, though she accepted the offered 
invitation for a meal later that night. She being a local, recommended the local Club as a 
cheap but more than reasonable meal. As his stop close to the Village Green Pub came, he 
bade her farewell until later that afternoon. 
 
A warm, friendly smile and a tentative wave from each of them as the bus drove away. 
 
Liddell walked briskly across the expanse of grass that was surrounded by tall trees with 
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dense, bushy foliage. Elm or Oak he surmised, not knowing a Gum from a Rose Bush! 
 
As he stepped through into the Public Bar area, it was like entering another world. The 
inside of the Pub warm and cosy. 
 
There were scant few patrons at this time of the afternoon though the Tradies would be 
knocking off shortly. They would surely give the bar the air of thousands of Pubs around the 
country. Noisy. More swear-filled atmosphere than smoke filled of not that long ago. 
Smoking now prohibited, even in the open-air Beer Garden. 
"Yer pleasure, Dearie?" 
 
"Umm...Orange Juice, thanks." He replied. "Do you know where Scanlon Street is, love?" 
 
"Do I look like a Google Earth Rep? Look it up on yer smart phone..." 
 
By the look on his face, she retorted that it wasn't her day. 
 
"Yer don't know how to Google up the Street Directory?" 
 
He shook his head slowly. Embarrassed. 
 
"Where yer been, Dearie? Living under a rock or in the Pen?" 
 
"Neither." He replied succinctly. "Been living where mobiles are a useless accessory." 
 
She shook her head. 
 
"Looking for anyone in particular? If'n he's local, he more than likely has held the Bar up 
here on the odd occasion." 
 
"Cody Dean." 
 
"Yep, yer kin b.s. all you like, but wanting Cody Dean means that yer bin in the Pen..." 
 
"Nah...out bush, love. You can be wrong on occasions." 
 
She nodded her head. 
 
She gave him a smile that relayed a thousand words. Every one of them beginning with b.s. 
 
"Okay...but I still don't believe yer. Cody Dean, you after? An A-size sleaze. An absolute 
sleaze ball. Game enough to hit his latest but would run a mile before he got caught in a 
scrum...he’s not long ago left. If you hurry you might catch him. Up the road. That way. 
Scanlon is the next street on yer left. Cody has his head in a big bandage. A glassing 
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incident a couple of days ago, down at the Pub on the Beach. Bondi. You know him from 
inside?" 
 
She was if nothing else, insistent! 
 
Liddell shook his head as he pushed himself away from the Bar. 
 
"Never been inside." He stated. A smile on his dial. 
 
"Bullshit!" She cried as Liddell opened the door to step outside. 
 
He could feel a cold tendril loop around his neck attached to his recent past. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
Liddell turned the corner just in time to see a lad with a bandaged head enter a block of 
Flats halfway down the block. The street was lined with very similar designed blocks of 
Flats with the occasional single storey dwelling. These Flats built by the thousands so it 
seemed, in the Eastern Suburbs pre-and post-War. Dark, double brick. Dingy. Tiled roof. 
Two storeys, though as solid as Uluru. 
 
Liddell picked up pace managing to enter the small Foyer Hallway as the sound of a closing 
door echoed from the first floor. He took the stairs two at a time, rapping sharply on the rear 
Apartment door. 
 
Flat 6 of a total of eight. 
 
"Yeah! Who is it. If'n you the Cops again, then I'm not in the mood. Go away. Come back 
to-morrow." 
 
Liddell rapped again. 
 
"Okay. Okay." The door opened. "Who the fuck are you?" 
 
"Ciao sends his regards..." Before Liddell could expand, Cody tried to slam the door in his 
face. When that failed, the young man fled down the long hallway to the rear of the Flat. 
Liddell followed like a cat. Light on his feet. Surprisingly fast. Dean swung around with a 
large knife in his hand, thrusting it towards Liddell's face. 
 
Liddell backed up, holding his arm out like a cop directing traffic. 
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"Whoa…C'mon lad. Put it down before you hurt yourself. I mean you no harm. Ciao gave 
me no alternative but to come and see you. To give you this note from him...put the knife 
away, OK?" 
 
The guy was scared. 
 
Close to panic. 
Not a good combination with a bloody great knife in his hand. 
 
Liddell feigned to his right away from the knife but stepped in close to Dean's body. As 
Dean began a large swinging action with the knife, Liddell turned into the vacant area left 
by the swinging arm, grabbing the man's wrist and elbow and twisting hard. The knife fell to 
the floor. A cry of pain. Dean tried to kick out at his assailant managing to have his knee 
kicked sideways by Liddell's instep. Dean went down and stayed down. Whimpering like a 
little boy. 
Liddell picked up the knife, placing it in the sink. Grabbed Dean by the shirt front and 
deposited him heavily onto a nearby kitchen chair. 
 
"Look...I am not one of Ciao's lackeys. I am doing this under threat of death hoping that this 
one last act will rid myself of the crazy old man, though I doubt it. I have no idea who you 
are or what you are to Ciao or what is in this note, but I have been asked to deliver it to you 
in person. Before to-night. That was all. I've done my job, so's I'm outa here." 
 
The young guy sat slumped over, rubbing his elbow furiously. 
 
"He's family. Great Uncle, I suppose. Everyone in the family is scared shitless of him. So 
much so that his wife and kids changed their names by deed poll." 
 
"…maybe, but they still live in the same house. That's brains for you, eh?" 
 
"Yeah, well. The family ain't known for their intelligence...it's been belted out of them." The 
two men shared a laugh at that. The distrust and nervousness in the room dissipated. 
 
"If you're alright, then I'll be off. I've got a date for tea tonight. Here's the note from Ciao. I 
haven't read it." 
 
Liddell stood from the only other chair at the small table, noticing the Calling Cards of two 
Murder Squad Detectives on the table. He baulked, thinking he should say something. Ciao 
had mumbled about the young guy speaking to the coppers. That wasn’t on, the old bloke 
had added in a menacing tone. 
 
It was none of his business…he just wanted out. He’d done as instructed. That was all. 
Hoping that would be sufficient to be rid of the old man. 
 



 
48 
 

Somehow, he doubted it! 
 
He let himself out and started back up the hill towards the Village Green Pub and the nearby 
Bus Stop. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
Mar picked me up just after eight in the morning. My first sleep-in for some weeks. I hadn't 
endured the usual early morning run just on sunset as my ankles and shins were painful. 
 
I needed to rest up a bit. Perhaps I had trained far too hard to reach qualifying times for the 
up and coming Police Games being held in Perth in the New Year. 
 
We headed for the Shopping Mall where Cody Dean's deceased girlfriend had worked as a 
Sales Assistant in one of those Women's Clothing Shop Chains. 
 
"What is it that attracts women to sleaze-bags like Dean? Every girlfriend he's had has been 
used as a punching bag yet they keep on going back for more...and he never seemed to be 
without a female for very long. Got me beat. Now look at me..." 
 
"Dean's got it over you in smooth skinned, boyish good looks." 
 
"Maturity. Dependability and the habit of hanging off every word that the female of the 
moment may utter.... good manners. A sense of humour of exceptional range...." 
 
"How's Jennifer Stevenson?" Mar cut across my self-analysis rudely. 
 
"How long have you known?" 
 
"C'mon Joe...the two of you are like little kids at a Candy Store. Can't keep your hands still. 
Wanting to touch one another all the time. She looks at you with those big doe eyes and you 
all but melt. The bulge between your legs gets quite noticeable...and her breathing goes up 
in tempo.... her nostrils flare!" She burst out laughing. 
 
"Enough Mar. Enough!" 
 
"You been seeing her since she started in with the Salisbury Homicide Case? She seemed to 
take a liking to you as we went through the 'ins and outs' of that case for hours...so it 
seemed. The Professor. Our biggest stuff-up. Or near stuff-up, if the truth be known. We'll 
have that one hanging over our heads for years to come...does Jennifer ever mention it after 
those times? You know...pillow talking?" 
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"Ya gotta be crazy. I'm immediately asleep. She is like a......." 
 
"Too much info, Joe. Too much. I'll take that as a no. OK?" 
 
"Yeah. No... yeah, we kinda hooked up around that time when we were reviewing the Case 
though work and our Exercise regime, both you and I, and hers, caused us some pain..." 
 
"Get her to join us when she can. The more the merrier." 
 
"You wouldn't mind?" 
 
"C'mon Joe. I ain't got the hots for you and you know it. You ain't my type, big boy, though 
she could get my heart a-beating." She again gave that throaty laugh of hers that was 
somewhat infectious. 
 
I glanced at her not really knowing if she was having a lend of me or was being truthful. I 
had never thought of her as gay. Ever. But you never know in this day and age. 
 
We parked our Unmarked in the required 'Emergency Vehicles Only' bay and walked into 
the Centre Manager's Office area. 
 
A middle-aged woman greeted us. 
 
"The Manager won't be long... there’s a little problem with one of the security alarms on one 
of the Escape Doors. It won't shut off. Makes one hell of a racket and automatically calls out 
the Fire Brigade. A $560 Call-out bill for a false alarm. Everyone pays now-a-days. Please 
sit. Can I get you some coffee while you wait? From the Cafe down the mall. Not our dirty 
water. Yes?" 
 
"Yes. Thank You. That would be lovely. We haven't had breakfast yet. We both have 
white....me skim, him full-blooded. One sugar each. Thank you." 
 
Marge dived into her bag for her purse. 
 
"No, it's fine. We have a fund for visiting dignitaries...it's fine. A croissant each?" 
 
We didn't refuse the offer. 
 
As she waddled off, a grey-haired man ambled in. 
 
"Arrh....Detectives. Graeme Longbow. The Manager of this award-winning Shopping Plaza. 
Come through. I'll get our Security Officer involved too, if you don't mind. Do you want to 
wait for your coffees or get straight into it?" 
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"Let's run with it now, Mr. Longbow. We can sip as we talk. As we view the tapes." 
 
We followed the elderly gentleman into a room that seemed to be filled with a wall full of 
monitors. A very impressive sight. A solid young guy followed us in. 
"Arrh...good. My Chief Security Officer. Jason Marks. Detectives Lind and Hendricks. Can 
I leave you with him? He knows what you're looking for. Until later, Officers? Perhaps..." 
 
The Security Officer smiled. Raised an eye-brow. Waited silently until the Manager had left 
the room, closing the door behind his receding figure. 
 
"He...um...has a remarkable ability to delegate and then leave the situation in some-one 
else's capable hands to run with. As soon as he walked out that door, the matter, and you 
two Detectives, would have been automatically swiped from his memory bank..." He shook 
his head. Smiled. 
 
There was a timid knock on the door as though some-one was kicking it with a heel. Marks 
opened it. We were handed our coffees that smelt delicious. Several bags presumably the 
croissants as ordered. 
 
"Oh...I'm sorry Jason. You can have mine if you want. I'll get myself another...." 
 
"Betty. No. Please. It's OK. You know that I don't like skim." 
 
The door closed softly. 
 
He looked at the two of us sheepishly. 
 
"Mmm...it's a bit like a Dementia Ward around here at times...Umm...I'd prefer that you step 
back from the command modules while your sipping those coffees. Any spill would be 
disastrous in here. I'm sure you understand...Yes? Umm...I've gone back the three months 
and started from there. Luckily, Chantelle's shop is next to the Atrium where the multi-level 
escalators and lifts are located, so there are three cameras that give oblique views of the 
shop and the area in front. I'll run them simultaneously. Do you know what you're looking 
for?" 
 
"Yeah. Either a guy in full Bicycle outfit with helmet or a skinny guy in mufti with a bald 
head that appears to loitering around the front of the shop. Does the shop have its own 
surveillance camera set up?" 
 
"Yes, but they over-dub on a weekly cycle so it won't be much good to you. I checked that 
fact after Detective Hendricks rang me. When was Chantelle murdered? About five, six 
weeks ago, now?" 
 
"Yes. Four and a half weeks ago, to be more precise. So, the window is say from three 
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months up until then. Can you exclude everything else?" 
 
"Yes. With this digital stuff, all I have to do is type in the time-frame and it will come up on 
all three camera locations..." 
 
"Did you know the victim personally? Chantelle?" Mar asked softly as she watched the 
screens. 
 
"Yeah. Lovely girl. Bright. Cheerful. No-one had a bad word to say about her. What she 
saw in that creep, I'll never know. She came in one time with bruising to her face. Several 
times in fact, but this was the first time. Her cheek. She'd tried to hide it with make-up, but 
you couldn't hide the swelling. I offered to have a word with the prick, but she begged me 
off saying that it would only cause more grief. The boyfriend would only think that in me 
trying to protect her, he would misconstrue that she and I were having an affair or 
something! Can you believe it? I'm happily married with two kids. What an AO! I tried to 
ignore it after that...though why she stayed with him I'll never know. I would have liked to 
have taken him around the back and given him a right royal hiding...she was truly one of 
those special types of woman. What do they see in such sleaze...and what makes them put 
up with the grief? The hurt?" 
 
He shook his head. The answers would never be forthcoming. For him or I! 
 
"There. Joe? There. Can you freeze that camera and print off an image? That's him, Joe. A 
good likeness to the Sketch, I reckon...and there. On that camera location. Can you freeze 
that and zoom in for a better shot? His face? In the third camera monitor location, there. 
Freeze that. No. Roll it in slomo until I say stop. He's wearing a hair piece...that changes his 
appearance surprisingly...Can we take these discs? We'll give you replacements and copies 
of what's on them. For Court proceedings, we'll need the originals and not copies." 
 
"No worries. Give me ten minutes and they're all yours." 
 
My mobile buzzed in my pocket. 
 
"Detective Lind." I answered as I turned away from the monitors. I listened for some 
moments. "Yes. We were with him yesterday morning. With the Police Artist. To get a 
sketch of a suspected Rapist and Murderer that we are investigating. How did he die? Shit! 
Can you not move the body until we get there? In around ten, maybe fifteen minutes’ tops? 
Thanks. I'll owe you." 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
Hendricks had the siren going. 
 
We'd be lucky to be fifteen minutes from Cody's place of residence at an easy pace. 
 
"Shit! This is bloody frustrating. We can't get confirmation now on the likeness of the 
sketch or on the images that we've now got on disc!" She shouted to be heard over the siren. 
 
"He seemed pretty clear about the likenesses yesterday...of the sketches that were done...and 
if you look at the real thing on those videos compared to the Artist's Sketch, they're pretty 
close..." 
 
"Yeah. Right. But what good is that in a Court of Law. Fucking zilch...yes, Your Honour. 
We will swear on a stack of Bibles that our witness, who has committed suicide prior to us 
obtaining written and taped evidence of him agreeing that that person depicted in the Police 
Drawing is the person who was stalking his girlfriend...who by the way, was regularly 
bashed up by our witness before she was raped and murdered...zilch! You know what I 
mean? You ever wonder about this case...twelve rape and homicides across the country in a 
ten-year period that we seem to be treading water on. Every little piece of information that 
we have gleaned in the past couple of weeks seems to end in a dead end...as though some-
one is watching over us and pulling the rug out from under us at every turn. You know? As 
though there are tentacles…. Tendrils attached that pull something away from us as we get 
close…. Get what I mean?" 
 
"Mar, you're becoming paranoid...next you'll be sprouting conspiracy theories including 
Alien intervention or some such drivel." 
 
"Do you believe in them?" 
 
"What? Aliens? Give me strength!" 
 
There was silence except for the insistent shriek of the siren. 
 
"I mean...if they were of sufficient intelligence to be able to make it halfway across the 
Galaxy to visit us, why hasn't there been a large sighting of them...you know, like this huge 
Space-ship thrumming over Sydney...or New York...like in the Movie. Besides, what have 
we got that they need that warrants their million-light year journey to reach us...without 
them then making contact...." 
 
"They’re just checking us out for a later invasion…. I heard a bloke on TV once say that he 
doubted that they would look like us...statistically, they would look more like the most 
populace race on Earth...." 
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"What? An Insect form?" 
 
"No... a virus or a Bacteria..." 
 
"No wonder they don't want to have contact with us...I'd want isolation if I looked like a 
Bacteria." 
 
We both giggled like young schoolgirls. 
 
We parked our Unmarked haphazardly at the kerb some properties up from the murder 
scene Apartment block. 
 
Crime Scene tape stretched like a spider's web with the spider on 'Speed' as he had 
performed the trick. Trailing a blue plastic tape from his anus as he proceeded around 
anything that would hold the tape up. Trees. Signposts. Parking restriction signs. Wheelie 
bins, even the bumper bars and roof racks on cars. 
 
After signing in on the Crime Scene Log Book, we mounted the stairs following the heavy 
two-way traffic of forensic scrub clothed personnel as they came and went. We stepped 
gingerly into the Hallway knowing that we had been on the premises less than twenty-four 
hours previously. 
 
"Arrh...your faithful servants have been awaiting your royal presence patiently, My Lords!" 
Harold George Wilcox murmured sarcastically. "This is the what? The third or fourth Crime 
Scene that you have wandered onto, as though you are prospective Real Estate buyers 
looking for a bargain basement property. Brutally murdered body included! You people 
need to be a little more on the ball. I think a note to your Superior on your continual 
tardiness should do the trick. You lot are all the same." 
 
"Morning Harry George. A little chilly perhaps?" Mar parried with a smile plastered across 
her face. 
 
She knew that referring to him as she did, got up his nose. He would prefer the salutation of 
Mister Wilcox! 
 
That she would never utter! 
 
The Chief Medical Examiner completely ignored us from that moment on. Instead turning 
to his Assistant with a string of instructions. The main one to quickly remove the body after 
our casual glance was completed. Caramine Lees looked at the floor while these instructions 
were posted, then watched the pompous bastard as he waddled up the Hallway out of the 
Apartment. 
 
"Carmy......" I kissed her on the cheek. "Your itch is being attended to by another, so I have 
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been reliably informed. Your betrayal will not go unpunished." 
 
"Joe. How are you. I hear that there may be one Murder Dick involved with a particularly 
attractive, high flying member of the DPP......is that true Joe?" 
 
"Carmy....you know that gossip never passes my lips.... I wonder who that would be, 
though. If the rumours were correct?" 
"I wonder..." She smiled her brilliant smile. "...you and Marge also seem to have left 
remnants of yourselves at this crime scene. Is that correct?" 
 
"Now that was quick. How did you manage that?" 
 
"Our pompous arsed Boss maybe a complete head-ache, but he knows what strings to pull to 
get our gear updated. A couple of new pieces of equipment, the Internet and very clear 
fingerprint examples. Plus, evidence of several other Police Force personnel that I hope you 
can verify.... we have identified them also for the exclusion exemplar files." 
 
"Yeah. No worries...it was suicide? Right?" 
 
"It would seem that my illustrious leader is not so sure...but it will be one of four. Suicide. 
Assisted suicide. Murder or an open finding." 
 
"Assisted Suicide. What? That's a new one on me at a suspected homicide scene. Or 
Suicide..." 
 
"It seems that another person may have been present while the act was being 
performed...one Paul Samuel Liddell. DOB 15 January 1979. Formerly a soldier of 
distinction who did two tours of duty in Afghanistan. A Commando in fact with high 
distinctions in close combat exercises. In the firing line in 2001 and 2002 before leaving the 
Army to become a High School Teacher in English Prac. and Literature. Spent just on four 
years of a six-year sentence for driving with an above prescribed alcohol reading, plus 
negligent driving causing death. According to his record, he was an exemplary prisoner 
gaining a Professorship while inside and conducting English writing, spelling and grammar 
to other inmates to while away his sentence. Nothing but excellent reports according to the 
Parole Board...and the Prison Administration." 
 
"You've found all that out while you've been sitting here...even confirming our 
fingerprints...what are we needed for?" 
 
"An occasional nosh and a body for hire in dire circumstances" She giggled her little girl 
giggle that was contagious. "One thing...a note found on this very table. It had been folded 
up extremely tightly as though it had been a 'palmed' exercise..." 
 
She handed Mar an A4 clear evidence bag with a yellowed paper sheet sealed inside. 
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"One fingerprint. Thumbprint actually. One Paul Samuel Liddell. Another on the inside 
slightly smudged which would negate its evidential importance in Court. After a little 
fiddling, we are more than confident that the fingerprint belonged to one Joseph 'Can Do' 
Canto, aka 'Ciao' Canto. Doing double life at The Bay......" 
 
I whistled my surprise and astonishment. 
For my entire career commencing in Vice and then as an Undercover Drug Squad jolly, the 
name of Joe Canto buzzed around us like an annoying fly who would not take the hint to 
bugger off. Anything illegal was Canto's honey pot. “Can Do” Canto, he was known as. 
Purported to be a bit of a thrill seeker when it came to getting up close and personal when 
killing someone. His crimes caused a furore throughout Sydney and the nation for their 
cruelty and abject disrespect for common decency of human life. That was how he started 
his career. A stand-over muscle-man and gun for hire. It took almost sixty years for the Law 
to finally pin the tail on his ass. Only possible by former 'mates' and business associates 
who, after all this time so it seemed, were getting a little sick of the man's propensity for 
sadistic feats. It seems that most of those supposed mates have all met with 'iffy' deaths or 
straight out foul play since their cooperation with the Police on the matter. 
 
Apparently low on the over-all Police priority list to delegate sufficient police time to 
investigate. The suspicions though, would always be laced with the truth. All “Can Do” 
Canto's work, even while incarcerated. 
 
"Would it be possible that Liddell is one of Canto's foot soldiers on the outside?" Mar 
suggested. 
 
"Yeah. Possible." 
 
"He's known to still manage his empire from inside. He seems to have control over little 
puppets doing his dirty work on the outside. Liddell could have been recruited while inside. 
It would not be above odds." 
 
"Mmm....OK. Fill us in quickly on what you've got so far...and can you print out a photo of 
Liddell...and I don't suppose that you can give us an address, now could you?" 
 
"My Crime Scene is my Office, my lover. Laptop. IPad. Internet NBN stroke Wi-Fi 
connection and a little Printer...surely, they must be able to combine a Printer and Laptop 
into the one implement...now that would be the bees' knees...when are you guys going to 
enter the twenty-first century? You have to at least get yourselves an iPad to do away with 
those funky little Note-books that scribble stuff into. These implements are a God-send.... 
Okay, enough! All this gear wasn't meant that we could natter at a Crime Scene more than 
we did in the old days.... a large knife in the sink has Liddell fingerprints all over it. On the 
handle, as though he were holding it thus...also prints on the blade as though he had been 
holding it thus. Both sets of fingerprints and full palm prints of Liddell on the front door as 
though he is forcing the door open. Evidence of a scuffle over there near the sink..." 
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"How did Cody Dean die?" 
 
"OD...won't know for sure until we do the autopsy, but the baggies found near his body 
would indicate at least three, maybe four 'E' tabs.... plus, a small bottle of JB to wash them 
down.... that is too much ‘E’ to take in one hit. Guarantee to kill you." 
 
We followed Lees into the bedroom to look at the body lying on the bed. Comfortable. 
Sound asleep. At peace, as though that may be possible in this dirty Bedroom. That's what it 
looked like except for the colour of his face and spittle and awful brown gunk that still 
flowed and bubbled from his mouth. By the smell, he had vented his bowel and bladder. 
 
"Any indication of Liddell's presence here in the bedroom?" 
"No. None. Just out in the Lounge come Kitchen and Dining Room combined….and at the 
front door." 
 
"Any indication on the body that would indicate a forced holding down of the body and 
possibly forced ingestion of the tablets and alcohol?" 
 
"No. None....but I won't know for sure until the PM." 
 
"Time of death?" 
 
"Hard to tell accurately, as both windows were fully open. Bloody cold last night. Perhaps 
between twelve and three this morning. A more accurate estimate may.... I repeat, maybe 
possible with the autopsy." 
 
"Any fingerprints on the window frames?" 
 
"Only Dean's. No-one else’s." 
 
"Evidence of any other person in this room?" 
 
"None that we could find. A fair amount of seminal fluid on the bed sheets but one could 
suppose was deposited by hand...if you get my drift. And it wasn't fresh." 
 
"Who discovered the body?" 
 
"Gentleman down stairs. A Painter and Decorator. Couldn't wake the Vic so he put a ladder 
up against the outside wall to climb in through one of the windows...it rained a bit last night. 
Came in through the windows and leaked downstairs staining the gent's ceiling. A Mister 
Bono Cassaventus. He awaits your attention in Flat Number Two downstairs...last I heard 
from one of the Uniforms, he was still a bit shaky." 
 
"Mmm...OK...we'll look in on him on the way out. If he suicided, why take the trouble to 
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open wide both windows? If it was assisted suicide, the same question? Ditto if it was 
murder…. That note...can we take a squiz while you whir out those photos and the 
address?" 
 
"Already awaiting your attention...." 
 
"Ain't Science wonderful...you can arrange transportation of the body when-ever. OK, 
Mar?" 
 
She nodded her head as she walked around the bed. Bending over the corpse for a better 
look. She then picked at items that had been placed on a kitchen chair beside the bed. On a 
small Lowboy Cupboard. She wandered into the Bathroom. A poky, dirty affair that didn't 
seem to get much use. She lifted the Toilet lid. Lifted the cistern top. Opened the small 
mirrored Shaving Cabinet to peer at its contents. Very little and nothing of importance. 
Walked back out into the Kitchen and pulled out drawers, open cupboards. Looked at 
several books and magazines that were scattered on the threadbare Lounge facing the only 
thing of value. A large flat screen TV that looked relatively new. She sat into the Lounge. 
The springs sighing their resentment. 
 
I handed her the note after I had read it. The windows situation worried me. That and the 
fact that only three to four e-tabs were in the flat. If he had those, there should have been 
other drugs noticeable. 
 
I walked through the Flat again, looking into every nook and cranny looking for the stash. 
Carmy had also asked herself the same question and she and her team had done a similar 
unsuccessful search of the place. 
 
Marge read the note aloud. 
 

My boy 
You pledged on the grave of your dying mother 
that you would stop this silly thing with your 
girlfriends. You will always be nabbed for it, no 
matter what you do. Cops aren't that stupid. 
Genes may be stronger than any-one imagines in 
such things, but when I give my word it is 
honoured. Remember your last stay inside. It 
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wasn't pleasurable, now was it? No matter 
which Pen you end up in I can arrange for you to 
be like that suckling pig with a stake in both 
ends. You'll need a tube of toothpaste every day 
to try and get rid of the taste out of your mouth 
and for your entire stay you will not be able to 
sit down comfortably. Remember how it was last 
time, even when I could protect you. A man's 
word and his pledge on his dying mother's grave 
should mean something. 
My word is my bond. 
And I don't talk to cops. The decision is yours. 
Make sure you make it right this time. For your 
sake. 

 
"What do you reckon? Delivered by Liddell who stays around long enough to see the guy 
carry out Canto's instructions. Holding a knife as extra incentive. But what I don't 
understand is, why is Canto, with his history as a complete AO and Psychopath, upset by 
the actions of Dean. I'll go along with him being peeved about Dean talking to the 
Cops...but...how did the old bloke know about that...and the time-line is extremely tight, 
now isn't it? Not even the Bush Telegraph is that bloody quick!" 
 
"I guess it might have something to do with honour and the word of the thief being 
respected...you know how it is with some families from the 'Old Country'. Yeah...the time 
line does seem a little tight...although we don't know for how long the old bloke has had to 
organise this. It could have taken some days. Weeks even...which means that he would have 
prior knowledge of his grand-nephew wanting to talk to us...make sense?" 
 
Mar shrugged her shoulders. 
 
It really didn't matter. Our young witness was dead. What he may have known and relayed 
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to us only days ago was of no use to us. A Paul Liddell, a former con, would be our next 
person to speak to. 
 
He had some involvement in the present set-up and would be charged.  
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
He was groggy, awoken from a deep slumber by the incessant light knocking on his door. 
He croaked out a 'come in' as the door opened and the Overseer of the Halfway House, John 
Chambers, stepped lightly into the cell sized room. 
 
"Cops. Out the front. Murder Squad Officers. Want to talk to you." 
 
"Me?! What about?" 
 
A shrug of the shoulders, the response. 
 
Liddell swung his feet from the bed noticing that he was still fully dressed and he still had 
his boots on. 
 
"Christ," He thought to himself. "I was really buggered." 
 
He checked that he hadn't taken his wallet, his phone or his keys out of his pockets when he 
had fallen onto the bed this morning. No. Everything was where it should be. He could still 
smell her subtle aroma. Her womanhood on his body. He didn't want to take a quick shower, 
afraid that the evening before may be washed away with the soapy water. He wanted to 
keep her scent with him for as long as possible. He had trouble believing that something so 
nice, so attractive, so alive had entered his life. 
 
"Paul Liddell. How can I help you?" He offered his hand as he came out into the Entry 
Hallway of the Home. 
 
"Paul Samuel Liddell? Recently released from prison after spending almost four years 
inside?" 
 
"Yes...I’d rather that part of my life was left behind… what's up?" 
 
"Were you at Flat 6, 142 Scanlon Street, Randwick Heights last night? In the company of 
one Cody Dean who resides at that address?" 
 
"Yeah...if you know to ask, then you know the answer. I was there late yesterday afternoon. 
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Not last night. Yeah. We had a bit of a run-in, but everything was OK when I left...what's 
up?" 
 
"Paul Samuel Liddell. You are being arrested on suspicion of murdering..." 
 
"Whoa! Who did I murder...and when?" 
 
Liddell seemed to give way at his knees. 
 
I grabbed him to hold him up and steered him to a sofa chair. He seemed to sink into its 
depths. I thought then that this was the first time that I had ever heard a suspected felon ask 
the question in such a manner. Usually the Crims want to firstly deny the act, then ask 
forcefully who they supposedly had killed. The clever ones, the repeat offenders used the 
word allegedly. The question of time rarely entered their minds. 
 
I glanced at Mar. 
 
She nodded her head having being surprised by the response also. 
 
Liddell wanted to lift his feet to run. To flee. The most obvious automatic reaction for the 
warrior class. But that invisible force that kept his feet mired to the sludge that had 
enveloped his feet for as long as he had been released was greater than his will to run. He 
sat there instead. Slumped over. Defeated. The past was not some ethereal dimension of 
memory but a huge monster with multiple limbs. Tentacles. Lashing out, striving to 
entangle, to ensnare. Its tendrils lassoing around his neck. His chest. For-ever holding him 
in its embrace. 
 
He would never be able to free himself of its embrace. Relinquish his past. It was like some 
tattoo emblazoned on his forehead for all to see. A Devil's number. Suddenly he realised 
with horror that 'Ciao' Canto had the last laugh. How the whole thing had been orchestrated 
he didn't know. It would take some time for him to learn all the facts. 
 
"Who?" He feebly asked, though he could guess at the answer. 
 
"You have the right to remain silent. However, whatever you chose to say maybe..." 
 
Liddell tuned out. Sat there numbly as they placed hand-cuffs on him. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
"Would you like a coffee?" 
 
Liddell had sat motionless in this cubby-hole of a room for over an hour, he thought. More 
than enough time for him to get his thoughts in order. 
 
'Ciao' had manipulated the entire chain of events. 
 
The old bastard knew that he would find out the truth about the people that had been killed 
in that accident that had started the whole thing. The sleazy, old bastard knew that Liddell 
would want to confront him. Puzzled by the knowledge of no retribution while he shared 
space with the old guy inside. 'Ciao' obviously had some sort of power and influence over 
the young Cody Dean and he could foretell the entanglement, the complicity of Liddell 
upon Dean's death. The way that the Cops would react. Him being a Crim himself. 
 
The Cops would always zero in....the ex-con was always the first suspect, especially as his 
fingerprints were in the Deceased residence. 
 
His saving grace was his alibi. 
 
'Ciao' could not have manipulated that one wonderful night and the almost immediate aura 
that resonated between he and Sandra Ramsey. Known more affectionately as Dee. After 
some obscure 1960's American Actress. Apparently, she looked very much like her. This 
fact embarrassingly confessed. Then she had giggled, he remembered. A beautiful sound. 
 
Even under these circumstances, when-ever he thought of Dee, he couldn't help but smile. 
 
"Coffee? How do you have it?" 
 
The question cut across his thoughts. He nodded his head. 
 
"White with none, thanks." 
 
The two Detectives came back into the room. The aroma of coffee filling the space. It was 
good coffee. The Air-Conditioning whirred up sending a chill through the room but 
evaporating the stuffy air. The two plopped into chairs opposite Liddell. Sliding his coffee 
across to him. Placing several Manila Folders, a four ring Binder and a small Note Book in 
front of each of them. Cops are like that, Liddell mused to himself. They need all the props. 
 
Obsessive compulsive. 
 
He had trouble keeping a grin from splitting his face at the thought. 
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"Right. For the record...it is eleven thirty-two in the morning of Thursday the tenth of May, 
two thousand and fourteen. Present are Detective Grade 2 Marjory Hendricks and myself, 
Detective Grade 3 Joseph Lind. We are interviewing Mr. Paul Samuel Liddell, recently of 
the Halfway House called Dewitt House, Dewitt Street, Kensington. We are interviewing 
Mister Liddell in regards to the homicide death of one Cody Dean on or about midnight the 
previous evening, Wednesday night, May the ninth at his place of residence on Scanlon 
Street Randwick Heights. Have you anything to say in your defence, Mister Liddell?" 
 
Liddell took a sip of coffee. 
 
"Nice. Surprisingly. You have my mobile? There is some taped information, conversations 
that will go a long way in explaining my presence at Cody Dean's place yesterday afternoon. 
Could you get it for me? Perhaps if you hook it up to one of your ‘you-beaut’ machines in 
the next room, there will be no chance of it being erased, heh?" 
 
Both Mar and I were flummoxed. 
 
This was not how it should go. 
 
Any Defence Lawyer worth his salt would not offer up such information if it meant that it 
was worthwhile to the Defence case. 
 
"Arrh...Paul...do you wish to have legal Counsel? It is your right. If you have concrete 
evidence that may prove your innocence, I would suggest that you speak with a Lawyer first 
up, before you divulge any further information to us. Understand?" 
 
Liddell thought this over for some moments. Shook his head in the negative. He was 
confident of his own innocence and the ability to make the Detectives see reason. 
 
I excused myself from the room to fetch the mobile phone. The sound and video-tape 
Technician in the next room hooked the smart-phone up to a secondary recording device 
that allowed the digitised information to be played and recorded simultaneously. We sat in 
silence as we heard the tape. For some reason that even Liddell could not explain, he had 
also pressed the record button as he mounted the stairs to Cody's Flat. 
 
The entire interaction between the two was successfully recorded, down to the sound of the 
door closing and the sound of steps lightly skipping down the terrazzo steps of the Flats. 
 
The room was in silence for several minutes as we all mulled over what we had just heard. 
 
Mar broke the silence. 
 
"Paul, you do realise that those tapes may prove your innocence to you...but they also prove 
that you were at the place of residence, that you did indeed force your way into the Flat, that 
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there was a scuffle, yes, and that you did handle the knife...it does not prove your innocence 
in causing or cooperating in the death of Cody Dean." 
 
Liddell looked bug-eyed at Marge. 
 
That feeling of the mire, the sludge began again. 
 
This time it was up to his crutch and rising fast. 
 
"Arrh...umm...I caught the 4:50 bus down to Coogee Beach. Don't they have some sort of 
video on them buses now? For security reasons? And I met Dee Ramsey inside the Club at 
about 5:15...that should also be on their security tapes. I’d met Dee at the Bus Stop outside 
The Bay. We agreed to meet for a meal later that night. At the Club. We stayed there until 
around maybe eleven after which we went to her place.... the lift Foyer has cameras too...it 
would show the two of us entering and then leaving together this morning..." 
 
"Her address?" 
 
"Umm...I don't know. It wasn't far from the Club. We walked there. Up the hill from the 
Club. Around the first corner towards the ocean. A block of about seven storeys. Light 
coloured. Very large balcony areas that curved around the front of the building. Fantastic 
views of the Beach. The coastline..." 
 
"What does she do for a living?" 
 
"Part-time Clerk with the Private School on the other side of the Beach and a Cleaner..." 
 
"Who can afford to rent an Apartment that, the way you described it, would be in the six 
hundred a week category. Easy. Maybe closer to a thou!" 
 
Again, he looked bug-eyed at Mar. 
 
There was the beginning of panic in his eyes and in the tone of his voice. 
 
I for one, believed that this guy had fallen into an intricate web from which there was no 
escape. It would seem that the more we discovered, the more the degree of guilt fell on the 
man. 
 
He was starting to believe the same thing, so it seemed. 
 
"She drove me home this morning. A late model Ford. One of those little hatchbacks. White 
with grey upholstery...there's a security camera...several in fact, around the Halfway House. 
One of those surely should have videoed me getting out of the car...surely." 
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The wind was going out of the guy's sail. The last said with a pleading edge to his voice. 
 
He seemed to slump further into the chair at each turn. Liddell again felt the sludge mark 
rising up his body. Could Dee have been a bunny from 'Ciao'? She too, following 
instructions in order to get out from under the shadow of the man. This whole scene out of 
some Hitchcockian plot. After all, she had admitted to being a Visitor to the Pen the 
afternoon that he had met her…. No more than a week ago! 
 
Nah! The old man wasn't that clever; was he? 
 
"That style, model and colour of car is used a lot by Car Rental Agencies..." Mar was being 
the Devil's advocate. Shooting down Liddell's every comment wanting him close to the 
edge. 
 
"What is the estimated time of death?" He asked quickly. 
 
"A little hard to pin down...between midnight to around three is the present take on the 
matter. Maybe the Autopsy will narrow it down...that really doesn't help you now, does it? 
Even if you had stayed at the address that you claim, you could have crept out, used the 
woman’s car. It’s not that far between Coogee and Randwick Heights. Cody Dean’s 
address." 
 
The man seemed to slouch even further into the chair. Surrender written on his face. 
 
Mar eventually bought the Interview to a close. 
 
The man would be held on suspicion of murder until Arraignment was organised. It would 
seem likely that due to his previous history and the fact that Bail could not be met, the guy 
would be placed back in Prison until his day in Court. He'd be transported there sometime 
this afternoon. The Holding cells downstairs were bursting at the seams. 
 
Half the number in those Holding Cells would be transported out with Liddell. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
"I feel sorry for him. And that is the first time that I can actually say that. About an alleged 
murderer...." 
 
Hendricks turned the corner and headed up the incline to the Club. 
 
"Yeah...it's all wrong...there's the Club. Let's go and see the Manager and get a copy of their 
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videos." 
 
They parked in the car parking area under the club. The area was relatively empty this time 
of the morning. 
 
Introduced themselves to the Shift Manager who took them to the small Security Office 
with its multiple screens recording in real-time even at this time of the morning. 
 
They fast tracked the videos that showed the two enjoying each other's company. 
 
She was an attractive, statuesque woman. Early to mid-thirties. Long blonde hair rolled up 
in a care-free roll as though she had just done it. An expressive mouth. The eyes of an 
excited young teenager. Clear skin. One of those women who leant into you, or touched you 
when she spoke. When she laughed, which was often, behind a self-conscious hand, her 
nose wrinkled up. Conservative though modern attire. Not expensive though the dress 
accentuated her figure. She seemed totally unaware of the occasional glance her way by 
other Club patrons. It was obvious even in 16X speed that there was a connection, an aura 
between the two. It only seemed to get stronger as the night progressed. The woman had 
maybe two wines with her meal. Paul Liddell drank water. Even as they sat near the 
panoramic window that looked out over the beach and the ocean after exiting the Dining 
Area, they drank very little. Too busy talking, laughing and gazing into one another's eyes. 
Lightly touching one another often during their conversations. 
 
They organised with the Security Manager for copies to be made available. 
 
They sat in the car for some moments. 
 
"OK...what now?" 
 
"That address of Dee Ramsey. Just up the hill. The first on the left." 
 
Mar shut her Case Note Book. Gave out an exclamation of air. 
 
"If I had a guy that was so obviously enraptured with my presence like Liddell is of her, 
then I wouldn't let him slip from between my legs all bloody night!" 
 
"Mar... how bloody crass. And you go on about men and their minds in the gutter!" 
 
"You saw it, Joe...you could actually feel it, for Christ sake." 
 
"This it?" I half leaned across Mar in the Driver's seat to view a light coloured, six storey 
Apartment Block that had expansive balconies that allowed views of the Beach right around 
to the rocky headland on the southern extremity. 
"It's the only Unit complex on this street with big curving balconies and painted a light 
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colour, Ace...pretty swank for a Cleaner and part-time Clerk. Where did she work?" 
 
"Don't know about the cleaning job, but she works part-time at that Private Catholic Girls 
School. You can see it from here. We'll go there next. Did you get onto the Transport 
Department about the buses?" 
 
"Yes. Randwick Depot at around four this afternoon. They'll have the full video copy of that 
route trip." 
 
They looked around the Foyer area for cameras. There were two positioned in opposite 
corners. 
 
"We'll get a copy...if they're connected..." 
 
"Can I help ya?" 
 
A door had opened in the far rear wall of the Lift Lobby. A stout middle-aged man with a 
ring of jet black hair around a bald spot that reflected the light came towards us. Grey 
stubble that reinforced the lie of the black 'halo'. Dressed casually. 
 
Holding his hand out. 
 
"Brendan Joyce. The Manager of these Serviced Apartments. How can I help? You looking 
for long term or short term arrangements. You're in luck actually, as it is the off-season. Too 
bloody cold to be near the beach...can't do much in the middle of winter. Although there's 
plenty of good Restaurants within walking distance. The Club which serves a good meal 
also. Your luck is in, as we have about sixty percent vacancy...take your pick..." 
 
I held out my ID card. Mar did the same. 
 
"Oh! Police...arrh...no dead bodies here I can assure you." The smile at his own joke dried 
up quickly leaving the guy looking slightly embarrassed. 
 
"Sandra 'Dee' Ramsey. Do you know her?" 
 
"She in trouble? Murder Dicks...nooo...she's not the type to get into trouble. A hard-working 
girl. Honest. Trustworthy." 
 
"She may be able to help with our enquiries. Have you a Home Address for her?" 
 
"Sure...though you'll get her this afternoon over at the Girls' College. She works here as a 
Cleaner most mornings. When the complex is full she works on the week-end too. Works at 
the school three afternoons a week. A good worker. No complaints...hold on, I'll get an 
address for you." 
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He disappeared back into his Unit. His would have a view of the rear of the joint. No 
Manager of such an establishment could afford to have the ocean views. 
 
"Short term lease...overnight perhaps? What do you reckon?" 
 
I shook my head. 
 
"Nah... she would have the Master-key perhaps. Possibly ashamed of her digs. Maybe she 
has a husband...no... he’s in Prison according to Liddell...she's already placed the papers to 
divorce him...we need to check that point...perhaps family maybe. Has used this ruse just 
the once...maybe." 
 
"There we are. She lives up the hill. Near the Village Green Pub. A pokey little place that 
she shares with her mother. Her husband, who is one right arse-hole, is in The Bay. She 
should be rid of him while she has the chance...she has hinted at it, actually." 
 
"Thanks for that." Mar took the sheet of paper from him. 
 
"Sure, she's not in any trouble? Is she?" He asked again. "I don't need trouble here." 
 
"Mr. Joyce. I can assure you that Dee Ramsey is in no way connected to anything illegal. 
We just want to see if she may have witnessed an incident that occurred last night. Down 
the road from the Club. That's all. To corroborate another innocent party's statement on the 
matter. OK?" 
 
"Thank God. Really good cleaning staff are as rare as the proverbial, if you know what I 
mean. She's practically irreplaceable. Thank you, Officers." 
 
We walked out into the dim sunlight. 
 
Scudding low, grey cloud hinted at further rain. 
 
"You're a softie, Joseph Lind." 
 
"What...?" 
 
"You really didn't want to ask about the cameras.... thinking that may have got her into 
trouble in a big way. Am I right?" 
 
"You're just a smart arse...I noticed that you didn't bring it up either...hmmm?" 
 
"C'mon. The School. The School." 
 
"Maybe no. It's getting on. Why don't we do the Bus Depot first. Then sit up near her place. 
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If she is a Clerk, she'll either knock off around four. Maybe five. We'll spot her walking 
home. I don't think she lives that far from Cody Dean's place. I wonder if they knew one 
another. He was a regular at the Village Green Pub. Maybe she drank there." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
 
 
"Sandra Ramsey?" 
 
"Yes?" 
 
She turned to face us. 
 
I noticed that she placed her feet in a standard 'alarm' judo position. I gave her time to read 
my ID card. 
 
"This is my partner, D2 Marjory Hendricks." 
 
Mar flipped her card at her. 
 
"Oh! Yes. OK. How can I help? My soon to be not AO husband been bashed up again? No? 
Or has he done the bashing? Is he dead? That would be too much to ask, I suppose." 
 
"Um...can we follow you to your place?" 
 
She glanced nervously down the street in that direction. Turned to look back at the Pub. 
Rubbed the back of her neck with her left hand. 
 
"Um...any chance we can sit in the Pub... or your car perhaps?" 
 
"The Pub sounds like a good idea. The roaring fire will take the chill from our bones." 
 
"Know it then. Been there, huh?" 
 
We sat at the same table that we had sat at whilst interviewing Cody Dean the day before. 
The Bar Maid came over with Orange Juice for Mar and I and a beer for Dee without being 
asked. 
 
"Yer making a habit of visiting and talking to my regulars. You'll bloody well scare them all 
away you know, if'n yer keep it up. Precious few to start with. Hi Dee...you need a job, 
Dearie? Could do with a hand, big time!" 
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"When?" 
 
"Say, start around six so's I can have some time off. You can start straight after your School 
job after yer make some tea for yer Mum. Until Closing time. You know when that be. Let's 
say one night a week and Saturday night. To give me a rest. Let me know after yer finished 
with these two coppers, eh?" 
 
Dee shook her head. 
 
"It's good for the soul when you know that your honesty and work ethic causes you to be in 
demand. Brendan Joyce had nothing but good things to say about you...I don't know though, 
how he'd react in knowing of your...shall we say, covert arrangement last night." 
 
"You guys speak to BJ. Shit! I think I'll need the Pub job now. For sure." 
 
"No. I don't think so. We advised him that we wished to speak to you over a matter that you 
may have witnessed last night. To validate another by-stander's recollection. In no way did 
we implicated you in anything illegal or unlawful...true...and we did not mention that you 
may have used Apartment Six B on the Sixth floor from around eleven PM to close on five, 
maybe five-thirty this morning...though those lobby cameras may get you in strife." 
 
She lowered her head to hide her eyes. Finally, she looked at Mar. 
 
"They don't work. The video recorder is broken. He's waiting on approval to renew the 
thing." 
 
"From whom?" 
 
"The Club. They own the complex...what is it that you want from me?" 
 
"Cody Dean..." I didn't see the Barmaid bringing us new drinks. She leant across me to 
deposit the full glasses on the table and to pick up the empties. 
 
Straightening up, she began in a clear, shrill voice. 
 
"That AO!" The old girl spat out. "I heard that the sod was killed last night. Good riddance, 
is all I say. The world is a safer place without him. What do you reckon, Dee? You had a 
run-in with the little bastard a while back, didn't you?" 
 
Marge hated these types of Interviews where people on the periphery, butt in to spoil the 
flow and concentration. The annoyance on her face was noticeable...hopefully only to me! 
 
"Thank you...arrh..." 
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"Franny Wilkinson. The owner, with my husband, of this establishment. Anything you want 
to know about him, come and see me. I'll tell you a secret or two about him...that's for sure! 
When yer finished with Dee...I'll tell you, love." 
 
Franny wandered back to her station behind the Bar. Turning to attend to customers that had 
built up on the Public Bar side. 
 
"You knew him? Cody Dean?" 
 
"Who didn't. Especially if you had a drink or two here on occasion....and you were female. 
He thought that you were easy meat, especially if he thought you good looking and to his 
liking. He was a bloody bully. He'd smash his girlfriend in the mouth...here...in front of 
every-one...if he thought she was looking sideways at anyone else. I took him outside and 
gave him what for one night when he tried to hit on me. His girl sitting over in the corner 
watching, would you believe. It took him something like three months to walk back in here 
again...right after he came out of prison for bashing up his previous girl. What a sleaze-bag." 
 
"Do you know Paul Liddell?" 
 
A smile came to her face. Her expression immediately softened. She relaxed somewhat, and 
twirled her half-drunk glass of beer. 
 
"Yeah." 
 
Not what's he done. He Ok? Nothing like that, as though she knew his worth. His existence 
being fated to hers. 
 
"Was he with you all night?" 
 
"Yeah." She looked down at the table. She was embarrassed. 
 
"We had a meal at the Club. No fancy Restaurant for either one of us. He's pretty skint. And 
I don't like to throw my money around. We went Dutch. A great night. Good. Yeah, good." 
 
"What time did he leave you?" 
 
"We stayed together all night...at the Apartments. That's the first time that I've ever done 
that. You won't tell BJ, will you? I could lose my job there...it's just that...I live with my 
mother...and I knew...if you know what I mean..." She glanced at Mar. "I knew that there'd 
be fireworks...I just knew. There was...umm...electricity in the air. Know what I mean. A 
great guy...he's not in trouble, is he? He's paid the price. He is not like most of those guys 
who come and go through the revolving door of the Prison system...he is a kind and gentle 
man. Very thoughtful. He fought for his country, you know...got some medals for bravery." 
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"What time did the two of you part company?" 
 
"We met inside the Club just after five. Left around eleven I think. We were together all 
night. Let me tell you. I drove him across town this morning around five. Then I came back 
here to start the cleaning job at the Apartments at six..." She shrugged her shoulders. 
"What's this about?" 
 
"Did you know that he was with Cody Dean yesterday afternoon?" 
 
"Yeah. He told me. He left Cody's place and went straight to the Club to meet me...you don't 
think that he had something to do with Cody's death, do you? Nah. No way. Not on. All he 
did was deliver some note to Cody from some Crim still in jail. That's all...we had a 
wonderful night last night...please don't spoil it for us. Please?" 
 
“how did you know about Cody Dean dying?” 
 
She looked at me as though I was stupid, raising her arm to point towards the Bar where 
Franny was holding court with several of her regulars. 
 
“Franny. She said something about the AO dying last night. You’re asking questions around 
last night. Two and two always makes four… was he killed by some-one? And you think it 
was maybe Paul? No. Not on. Leave him alone. He’s the first decent person to step into my 
life for oh, so long.” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
Abbey swayed back in his chair. 
 
We'd just spent close on an hour going over every facet of the case up until our meeting 
with Dee Ramsay earlier that afternoon. 
 
It was well after six. Dark as the ace of spades outside. Pelting rain pummelled the Office 
windows. The night staff had settled into their shift. 
 
"You believe her...and him?" 
 
"Yeah...and not just because of their supportive statements...I don't think that he is capable 
of it...and if the truth be told, what is his motive in standing there shoving 'E' tabs down 
Cody Dean's throat? The initial PM Results do not support such a scenario in any case. 
Caramine Lees phoned us not long ago." 
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"Some sort of payback to “Can Do” Canto perhaps? A service that “Can Do” hired him for. 
As a payback for a favour given, perhaps" 
 
"No. No. I don't think so." 
 
“Boss, I reckon that there will be a suicide verdict handed down on the death of Cody 
Dean…” 
 
“Why are you so confident of that fact…your Suspect could have something to do with the 
death.” 
 
I shook my head. He was doing his normal thing, playing the Devil’s Advocate. 
 
“That note from Canto…. the inference was that the last time that young Cody was in the 
Bay, Canto had looked out for him. Protected him. The type of person Dean was, he did not 
like any form of rough stuff on himself, even though he liked to hand it out to women…. 
only women. Canto made it quite clear…. or at least inferred it, that because Dean was 
helping us with our enquiries into the brutal homicide of his latest squeeze, which was a big 
no-no according to Canto, his protection may not be so forthcoming once he was sentenced 
with the assault of that woman. That would scare the shit out of Dean…and he would know 
that the old man could arrange a lot worse….so he saw only one way out…as the old man 
suggested in an obtuse way.” 
 
Abbey looked up at me. Nodded his head several times. 
 
“I can live with that. Make sure that is spelt out in your report for the Coroner. The young 
bloke would have been shitting bricks about his return to the Pen…. yep…. that sounds 
good to me.” 
 
I stood and walked to his door. Mar following. 
 
"So why were you so quick to arrest him on suspicion?" 
 
I stopped. Turned back to him. Ran my hand down the furrow on the side of my scalp. A 
gesture that was becoming more of a habit when I was thinking. An unconscious thing. 
 
"Circumstantial evidence...he was in Cody’s Flat and the fact that he is an ex-con..." 
 
"That's the main reason, isn't it? Really. When you skin the banana. Because he is an ex-
con. Don't get me wrong, I've made the same mistake, come to the same conclusion myself 
a number of times because the guy was an ex-con...but...you both had a precis of his time 
inside...exemplary...so unlike most...the vast majority of inmates serving multiple years’ 
sentences...that should have kind of stood out for you.... the two of you. It did for me. I've 
cancelled the Court time and arraignment for to-morrow already and issued an instruction 
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for his release around ten to-morrow. I want the two of you to be there to pick him up. Take 
him out for a meal. Apologise to him. And then take him home and tell him to get out of 
that Halfway House as quickly as possible. Even offer him a place for him to stay...” he 
looked down at his hands. Frowned. “After the Professor Salisbury case, I thought the two 
of you would tread a little more lightly. I'm more than disappointed in your recent 
performances based on pre-conceived notions that you may hold. Consider yourselves on 
notice...now go home. Be at the Prison gates to greet him to-morrow morning." 
 
With bowed heads, we began to file from the Boss's Office. 
 
"Um…Joe? One other thing before you leave. I have seriously thought about handing the 
Rape and Homicide murder cases over to the AFP as a matter of priority. I'll give you ten 
days from next Monday to see if you can crack open the case. If not, then away it goes 
which, as you know, goes against my very grain. Out!" 
 
"Do you think he was pissed at us, Mar?" 
 
"Shut the fuck up, Joe. Just shut up!" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
A Guard from the front gate came over and tapped on Mar's window. She wound it down. 
 
"Yes? It's all right for us to park here, isn't it Officer?" She asked as she showed him her ID 
Card. 
 
"Yeah. Not a problem." The Guard replied as he straightened up. "You waiting for a 
release? 
 
"Yes, as a matter of fact..." 
 
"It won't happen for a while yet. We have a lock down situation inside. A Lifer bought it. 
We're not too sure whether it was an accident, natural causes or other means if you get my 
drift. Maybe an hour or two. Do you want to wait or can I give you guys a bell when the 
'Lock Down' is lifted?" 
 
"Umm....we'll wait a bit longer. See how we go. Who was the Lifer?" 
 
"Umm...not supposed to mention...but you guys are OK. Joseph 'Ciao' Canto. Couldn't have 
happened to a nicer guy. From what I hear, he bled to death...in the shower block this 
morning...good riddance. I only hope that he suffered, if you know what I mean." 
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The Guard hurried back to the warmness of his little Office. Mar wound up the window. 
 
"He wouldn't, would he?" I asked. Afraid of the answer. 
 
"Mmm...well, here's a guy gets out to begin a new life confident that what he's done inside 
will stand him in good stead. Then he realises the entanglement and reputation that being an 
ex-Con means and the chances of breaking free of the encumbrances appearing to be grim; 
but he was willing to wing it. To try. Doing a favour, hoping the strings would be cut only 
to realise he could very well have been involved in a grand manipulation of devious 
cleverness in the death of Cody Dean. Falls in love for the first time in his life, only to 
possibly find himself sharing the same exercise yard as his protagonist. His Manipulator. 
With him thinking that the love of his life will never warm his bed again...payback? 
Possible. Even probable, as he is an expert unarmed combat participant...what have we 
done?" Mar asked sadly as she turned her head away from me to peer out through the rain 
splattered window. 
 
I thought that I could hear a few sniffles. As though she was silently crying. 
 
We sat there for close on ninety minutes before I went to check with the Guard. He was not 
of any help, indicating that it now looked like foul play and the Lock Down could go on for 
some time. 
 
I opened the car door and slid into the passenger seat. Did up the seat belt. 
 
"Let's go Mar. They have no idea how long it will be. Could be hours. I've left my mobile 
number. He'll ring us when and if Liddell comes out any time before four." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
 
 
"Mr. Sanchez? We rang you yesterday evening. I'm Detective Lind and this is my partner 
Detective Hendricks. Can you spare us the time? Some minutes, that's all." 
 
"Yes. Yes. Come through. I’ve been expecting you. Do you mind if I include our Publicist 
and Legal Officer?" 
 
"Not a problem, though our questions, I think, will be somewhat, innocent and broad." 
 
We all squeezed into an Office that would comfortably seat two. 
"What is it that you actually do out of this Office?" 
 
"Um....We are like a Lobby Group, I guess. Representing all the Amateur, semi-Pro and 
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Professional Bicycle Riding fraternity of the State. Around Australia actually. As you can 
imagine, Brian Traminer here, being our Legal Officer, is always very busy...with so many 
bicycle accidents on the road...um...we collate and broadcast to all Clubs of all the major 
events nation-wide, make sure that the media are on top of those events, special events such 
as Charity rides and the like and the prescribed routes of any special rides...like this week-
end we have an extended training ride from the Crossroads Hotel down to Goulburn and 
back on the motorway. We arrange for the Courtesy Vans, Breather Stops, drink and food 
vans and medical vans and of course, the safety vans that keep pace with every pod of 
riders...those Double 'B's are usually pretty good but we find Caravaners are the worst 
culprits when it comes to giving at least a metre clearance when they overtake Riders." 
 
"So, you're in touch with all the Bicycle Clubs State wide. If we need your help in 
identifying a certain person, you can arrange the necessary description, perhaps several 
photographs and a sketch of our man to be distributed State wide. Is that the essence of it?" 
 
"Nation-wide, if that is what you would prefer." 
 
Marge took out the various photographs and an A4 sheet with a detailed description under a 
coloured sketch of the suspect. Our names and mobile numbers. The Murder Squad central 
number and the Crime Stoppers number. 
 
"Nationally would be beyond our wildest expectations....it would appear that he may have 
committed similar crimes over a ten-year period in WA and Queensland." 
 
"What type of crime? I notice that you're Murder Squad Detectives." 
 
"We'd rather not elaborate, if you don't mind. Perhaps the less you know, the better it be." 
 
"Yes...he certainly has all the right gear...and the bike that he has, is top of the range Pro-
quality. Not cheap." 
 
He gazed closely at the Shopping Centre photographs, before offering them to the other two 
staff members. 
 
"Umm...We can get these things sent off by to-night...um...is there any way of recouping 
our expenses...especially if we send it out nationally...that would involve the majority of 
Clubs that we have on our books. Something over a thousand!" 
 
"Yes. Yes, of course. We wouldn't like to see you out of pocket." I was a bit miffed. While I 
was not one you would call computer illiterate, all it would take would be an “all e-mail” 
direction with it left going automatically for a couple of hours. Nothing more. Even I knew 
that much on Computers and e-mail protocol. None the less, I slipped one of my Calling 
Cards out of my pocket. 
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"Send your Invoice to that address, Attention to me, and we will authorise the expenses 
involved within thirty-one days...if, I may add, the Invoice seems reasonable and not over 
the top...after all, State Bureaucracies do have a Master to answer to." 
 
I tried to relay this with a coolness in my voice. Wanting to get the message across of my 
slightly pissed off stance. 
 
As we stood to leave the Office, dancing two-step around each other to reach the door, my 
mobile buzzed then began playing Stairway to Heaven at 150 decibels. Or so it seemed in 
such a confined space. 
 
"Detective? This is Officer-in-Charge Bert Bant at the exit gate at The Bay. Your release 
fellow? He thanks you for your offer but will find his own way, thanks very much...with 
somewhat of a dismissive tone. Get my drift. He doesn’t want to know you, OK?" 
 
"Yep...I guess I can't blame him. Thanks for that. See ya." 
 
Mar turned to Sanchez as he let us through the flap of the counter in the outer public area. 
 
"How soon, do you reckon?" 
 
"Couple of days. With the week-end starting to-morrow, there is a fair chance of something 
popping up within that time-frame. All the Clubs have training runs sometime over the 
week-end so all participants should be aware of the information no later than to-morrow I 
reckon. Good luck with it, Detectives. Until next time." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
It had been Abbey who had propped his backside on my desk just as we returned from our 
daily one hour exercise regime just on knock off time who had suggested the step. 
 
"You know..." He had begun. "It would appear that this guy is some sort of Pro-Rider or at 
least high amongst the amateur ranks in the Bicycle riding fraternity. I've chased out the 
major Lobby Group come National oversighting body for just about every Bike freak who 
dons latex gear to ride his bike summer or winter. Give them a try for identification of our 
suspect. It might be worth your while." 
 
Hoping that our phones would be rung of their hooks at least on the Saturday, we came into 
work. Claiming overtime. 
 
So confident in fact about being snowed under with calls were we, that we arranged for two 
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additional Telephonists to be located on the Crime Stopper Hotline for the week-end. An 
additional Telephonist was also positioned on the Murder Squad office number. 
 
We were less than thrilled with the result. 
 
Totally pissed in fact 
 
Over the entire week-end, we received just on two hundred calls nation-wide. Half of those 
were crank calls. Over half the remaining were mistaken identity and only one turned out to 
be half true. 
 
A name. Kevin Lord. A Heavy Machinery Operator. 
 
Nothing helpful from the over one thousand Bicycle Club fraternity nationally. There were 
several saying that they had seen the guy...no... more of recognising the bike! Sometimes 
tailing a Club training pod but never catching up or wanting to be involved with the group. 
 
Sifting painfully through all the calls took over two weeks. 
 
The name Kevin Lord came up zilch! Nada! Nothing! SFA! 
 
This is when any Officer of any Police Force world-wide, sinks to his lowest. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
It was close on four weeks after our initial over confident gambit of contacting the 
Australasian Road Bicycle Riders Foundation that we found ourselves sitting in one of the 
vacant Interview Rooms with D2 Peta Daniels and her partner D3 Helmut Schmitt. 
 
Schmitty was close to retirement and going out soon. 
 
The quandary with that was who to team Daniels with. She was, without doubt one of the 
most proficient Interviewers of felons that I had ever seen. She refused, quite rightly, to be 
teamed with one of the younger recruits that were cycled through the Squad Room to see 
whether they were suited as Murder Dicks. She would make the best mentor and Teacher in 
the entire Squad! At her level of D2, she could not be so partnered according to our 
“Protocol and Procedures Manual” that the hierarchy seemed to either forget or fling in our 
faces depending on the circumstance.  
 
To be used unfairly as a Training Officer at her grading, was out of the question and against 
Policy and Procedures. 
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The simple solution was to promote her to a D3 or 4......Problem solved. That was just too 
easy for some to even contemplate! 
 
This was an absolute travesty of justice as, like Marge, the two of them were without doubt 
the best Teachers in the Office, and far better Murder Dicks than at least 60% of us mere 
male detectives who were at least one level above them. This may not seem like much, but 
the pay gradings jumped significantly from D3 and above. 
 
We would often arrange joint 'think tanks' with Daniels and Schmitty when cases seemed to 
dissolve into the mire of stagnation. And vice versa, them with us two. 
 
"Road works." Schmitty murmured. 
 
"Sorry?" I asked. Not sure of what he had said. 
 
"We know that this Lord fellow is a heavy machinery operator...or so we are led to believe. 
We thought that he may be some sort of amateur or semi-professional bike rider at one stage 
and that is why he was around the country a lot. That, it would appear is not the correct 
interpretation...so...heavy machinery operator...mines? He could be one of those 'Fly In, fly 
out' guys which would explain Perth. One would think. But it does not explain Ipswich, 
Ballina, Wagga or Bulahdelah. Branxton? That's in the Hunter Valley with mines close 
by...but the others? The Gold Coast. Victoria. One could surmise that major road works may 
cover all bases...we know the dates of the crimes...see if there is a corresponding major 
roadworks project in each of the areas...like a motorway extension...or perhaps a major town 
by-pass project that falls within those dates...City and suburban Councils. Perhaps the Main 
Roads Department maybe the best bet...and you can bet that Lord maybe an alias to con the 
Taxation Department." 
 
"Perhaps even the larger Engineering Firms that would specialise in those major roadwork 
contracts...we know that the Pacific Upgrade Project jumps from one site to another.... why 
is that? Wouldn't it be easier to start at one end and just keep on going until they get to 
finish in Sydney?" Mar added. 
 
"That involves logic and forward planning which is far too easy for the experts. They've got 
to show how good they are." 
 
"No....it involves a priority system of erasing the black spots first. If that involves jumping 
up and down the length of the highway, so be it….and the costs. Some sections would seem 
cheap per metre to others. So the lengths are also selected on cost parameters depending 
how much is in the bucket at any given time." 
We all looked at Schmitty as though he had grown a horn in the middle of his forehead. 
That was too logical to make sense! 
 
"Anything else?" 
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"To rule out…say...major mine development...except I'll bet my house on that being the 
place of employment in WA." 
 
"The pertinent Councils would know the score on that at the same time that we ask the 
question on major road construction. Maybe the oversighting body on the Pacific Highway 
construction. There’d have to be such a body, huh?" 
 
From the initial feeling approaching defeat, the air was suddenly filled with a new-found 
sense of purpose and excitement. 
 
Another corner was being negotiated. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
We decided to come at it from both directions. 
 
While Mar probed the bureaucratic labyrinths of Local and Shire Councils which was like 
predicting the growth rate of lawn grass during a dry spell, or the middle of a cold winter, I 
concentrated on the expertise and records of the larger Civil Engineering firms. 
 
It was realised that all this would do no more, no less, more than likely, would be to identify 
those large projects under way within the same time-frame of the homicides. It may result, 
hopefully, in identifying our mystery 'man' as working on those projects at the same time. 
Purely circumstantial, I know, but without conclusive evidence of the Perp's presence at 
each of the crime scenes, then anything that we could muster, was better than nothing. This 
frustrating and boring process basically kept us Office bound for another two weeks. 
Drinking copious amounts of coffee and becoming bleary-eyed, suffering from fluorescent 
light 'burn'! 
 
This was the bane of most Investigating Officers. Nothing but boring, methodical probing. 
 
The one saving grace was our exercise regime down in the Sub-Basement Gym. It became a 
three period a day exercise. With the correct oversighting, my shin and ankle soreness 
became but a memory. 
 
I was down to the 'W's in the list of large Civil Engineering firms whom I thought maybe 
able to help. 
 
Walbacco Civil Engineering and Construction Company. 
 
I was put through to a middle management chap I could only surmise. A Mister Matthew 
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Banner who listened politely to my spiel without interrupting. I had the feeling that he had 
either fallen asleep or was busily playing Spider Solitaire on his desk computer such was the 
depth of the silence. 
 
"Which other Civil Engineering firms have you consulted?" He asked. His voice echoing an 
air of enthusiastic interest. I went down the list of the major players. 
 
"Yep. You got most of the big boys who do such projects Australia-wide. What, they 
couldn't help?" 
 
"They promised to look up their records...we'll get back to you shortly, was the over-riding 
agreement." 
 
"Don't contact us, we'll contact you. Bloody annoying that! Just a suggestion. If there would 
be one guy on any large road project who would not only know the correlation between 
those towns to any large Civil works in progress corresponding with those dates...and who 
would know who the Heavy Machinery Operators were by name...it would be the particular 
Heavy Machinery Project Maintenance Officer-in-Charge and the Project Safety Officer. 
We have two of the best in the business coming in from Darwin the day after to-morrow for 
the monthly Project report...a major extension to the RAAF Base up there including the 
doubling of the runway length to comply with Yank specifications. They've been in the 
Industry since Eve figured out what a weenie was for. They'll be busy for most of the day, 
but I'll check whether they can give you some time late in the day...they can delay their 
flight back out. Ring you back in about fifteen." 
 
The man was as good as his word, ringing back bang on the quarter hour. 
 
"Can you be at our Offices at Mascot at three forty-five the day after to-morrow? Ask for 
me....no worries?" 
 
"Thanks for that. We'll see you then." 
 
I had only hung up when a pen went sailing passed my head. 
 
"This is crap!" Mar exploded. "This is wasting our time and our energy. C'mon, Joe. I'm 
going for a walk and a decent coffee. You with me, boy?" 
 
We sat towards the rear of the outside Café area. Just a glimpse of the main revolving door 
into the Police building. Mar was venting her rage and frustration at the stagnation of the 
Case. And the complete lack of evidence that put the Perp at each Crime Scene. And the 
bureaucratic bullshit that a lot of the Councils went on with to deflect having to delve into 
their records. 
 
A Court Order maybe the only answer, depending on the lay with Banner and his two 
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cohorts flying in from Darwin in two days’ time. 
 
"I mean...who is so squeaky clean, so obsessive about their personal hygiene that they do 
not leave any trace at a rape scene...I know that he tied the girls down pretty tight so that 
movement was almost impossible, but the guy must wear one giant condom completely over 
himself to stop any trace occurring...not even a sweat globule, or a bit of spittle for Christ's 
sake." 
 
"One cool dude..." I countered. "The perverse opponent of the yellow Wiggles...but…. if 
this is our guy, it makes you wonder as an OCD freak, what he really thinks about being a 
Heavy Machinery Operator. You know, with all that dust and dirt…" 
 
“They live in an air-conditioned cocoon sitting on top of those giant machines, don’t they?” 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t know. How the generations are becoming a pack of 
woozes, it seems to me. 
 
This bought us both to a giggling fit. Elaborating on a guy in a man-sized condom 
completely enveloping himself. I glanced up at the entry door into our building. 
 
"That's Liddell. Paul Liddell, isn't it?" 
 
"Yeah...I wonder what he's doing here? We owe him one, Joe. I'll shout the guy a coffee." 
 
She spoke over her shoulder as she began to walk swiftly to the man who was now standing 
transfixed, unsure of his next move. 
 
"You're a cheap woman!" I called after her. 
 
She angrily waved a hand to shut me up as she strode up to Liddell. She indicated with a 
wave of her arm that we were having a break and would he care to join us for a coffee. He 
relented and strolled to our table. Pulling up a chair and slumping into it as Mar ordered 
another coffee and fresh top-ups of ours. 
 
"What you doing in this part of the world, Paul?" I asked as he settled in. 
 
He shook my hand then ran his fingers through his hair. 
 
He seemed troubled. 
"There you are." Mar offered as she placed a coffee in front of him. He nodded his head as 
thanks. 
 
"Um...I wasn't so sure...um...I went to the local Cop Shop yesterday to put in a complaint. A 
report...but they seemed so...who gives a shit! And when it was known that I was an ex-
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crim..." He shrugged his shoulders. "I'm getting more than concerned. I mean, I could 
jeopardise my parole conditions if……" 
 
"What about, Paul. Look, we owe you one. If we can help...gee up the local guys, what-
ever, then we'll give it a shot for you. What's bothering you?" 
 
"Dee is being stalked by some weird guy in bike-riding gear and a top of the range bicycle. 
He comes into the Public Bar...only when Dee is on...on a Monday or Saturday night. Sits 
there sipping on a lemon squash...or an OJ...staring at her. It's escalated as she noticed him 
in the grounds of the College the other day and opposite the Service Apartments...she even 
saw him opposite our place the other night. Just staring up at our Flat. I tore out after the 
guy but he skedaddled on that bike of his. Dee is scared that I may catch up with him and 
belt the shit out of him...I bloody well would, but it would contravene my Parole conditions 
and I'd be straight back behind bars...anything you guys can do for us. Scare him away or 
something...it's getting a little spooky." 
 
Mar looked over at me. Put her head on the side as though asking a question. Was it too 
good to be true? That was what she was asking me silently. 
 
"Is he by himself? Does he talk to anyone else? There are a lot of Bike Riders who 
congregate at that Pub on the week-ends...is he with a Bike Riding Club?" 
 
"Not that I've seen. He seems to be a bit of a loner. I've seen one or two guys go up to him 
and start talking about his bike...he shoots through. Just like that. A real anti-social creep in 
the extreme." 
 
Mar was chaffing at the bit. Her eyes were bright. I reckon her skin was tingling. She was 
up and at him right that minute if common sense hadn't weighed her down. 
 
"Paul, we'll go and see the local lads. See if we can give him a bit of a scare. One 
thing...both Mar and I may drop into the Pub when Dee is working behind the Bar...to have 
a look for ourselves. Tell Dee, and remind yourself, that if you see us, not to give any 
recognition of our presence, OK? Yeah...and the old girl too. The Manager. When she 
speaks, half the suburb hears what she says. So, give her a heads-up also." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
There was Daniels and Schmitty, Mar and I facing Abbey. Seated in his Office. As often 
was the case on such occasions, Abbey was standing peering out the window to the Park 
and river below. Jiggling loose coin in his pocket. 
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"We're close, Boss. We're both sure of it!" 
 
"That statement doesn't help your cause, guys. You still haven't got a bloody name......" 
 
He flung his arm about in frustration. Perhaps mixed with a little anger. 
 
"…And there is still no bloody connection between our suspect...this alleged neighbourhood 
stalker and the twelve national crimes except that a number of them mention sometime 
before they met their Maker that they knew that they were being stalked......the 
identification of your alleged Perp was made possible by a witness who is now dead. What 
else?" 
 
He spun around to give us a stony stare. 
 
'"Remember? I gave you a maximum of ten days before I hand the Case over to the AFP. 
I've been very lenient. It's been close on twenty days...and still the case swings about like a 
loose pendulum on speed...I need more than your positive feelings that you are on the 
verge...tell me, it would appear that this guy is one cool customer. He appears to build an 
energy within himself that the woman that he has picked out is somehow his life's 
partner...in his eyes. He is so methodical, that in twelve cases, not one iota of trace has been 
found. Do you expect that he will spill his guts just like that? Confess all his sins as though 
he's in Confessional!? That's not gunna happen...so. How do you intend to crack the case, if 
indeed this guy is your man...and be very careful, what-ever you now say may very well be 
the last comment that you make on the matter? Understand? And please, please don't tell me 
that you intend to use Dee Ramsey as the patsy. The cheese to attract the rat.... that would 
give you some problems in a Court of Law with an accusation of entrapment, one would 
think. And place the woman in a very harmful situation that could go terribly wrong. I 
would not endorse that strategy." 
 
He took a deep breath and sat heavily into his Office chair. 
 
The four of us had discuss the plans for some time. We knew that we were on thin ice with 
the Case. Our strategies had to be approved by Abbey before scant resources were utilised. 
 
I glanced at Mar. 
 
It was my call. 
 
"From what we can surmise on the suspect, he is a 'Wannabe' of epic proportions. Although 
he has shown anti-social behaviour and will not commit himself to any form of discussion 
with strangers, we think that he would be blown away by a famous Australian Pro Bike 
Rider. Some-one who has won medals at the Olympics or Commonwealth Games. Some-
one who has won a stage of the Tour De France perhaps. We believe that such a person may 
be able to befriend him.... accompanied by an Undercover Cop of course who partakes in 
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Amateur Bike competition. We believe that they may be able to get into the suspect's 
world...into his mind...under his defences." 
 
"…and ferret out a confession on all homicides? Half your luck. Those guys in their tight 
latex riding gear couldn't hide a wire even up their arses...." Abbey shook his head. 
 
I continued as though his comments were unheard. 
 
"We can also organise a sting with the local guys. RBT guys to be outside the Pub on one 
night doing RBT on the patrons as they exit the Pub. The need for ID cross checking 
wouldn't seem out of place, so a name and an address would be forthcoming. Bike Riders 
can be charged with 'Drink driving' too, so it wouldn't look out of place. From then on, close 
24/7 surveillance with perhaps a quick look inside his premises. If anything of suspicion or 
culpability is found, by then we should have enough circumstantial evidence to obtain a 
Court Order for a proper search of his premises and property. All we would need is trophy 
items taken from the other girls...perhaps photographs of them as he stalked them. Clothing. 
Underwear. Jewellery. Anything that would link him with the other homicides...this type of 
guy likes something like that..." 
 
"What? You suddenly have become Australia's expert in the field of serial rapists, stroke 
killers? Yeah? Where did you glean that piece of bullshit from, Joe? The monthly Women's 
magazine? Mmm? Okay...okay...I gotta be softening in my old age. I'm not keen on 
knowing about illegal entry. I didn't hear that and quite frankly, if the sting bears even an 
iota of a hint of guilt, then I reckon I could get a Court Order in any case. The last thing we 
would want to do is spook the guy...OK...let’s see what transpires with your meeting with 
that Civil Engineering firm and organise the RBT guys for a cross reference of the ID as it 
seems that he very well could use a series of aliases. I'll give you another ten working days, 
then it’s gone. Now out. You have work to do." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
We drove down to the Offices of the Civil Engineering firm. 
 
Asked for Mister Matthew Banner.  
 
He walked quickly out to meet us. A young, clean faced, handsome ball of energy who 
showed us through to a small Office. All the walls were covered with large Building 
Schedule graphs. Rolls of Construction Drawings were piled on a large Plan Cabinet. Two 
Laptops sat open on his desk which was clean except for a phone and a mobile phone in its 
base. Two framed photographs of a typical suburban family. Husband and wife and two 
young kids. Two dogs. 
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"Right. We are all busy people, so let's get down to it. I took the liberty of filling Stein and 
Billitz here on what you Detectives are looking for. I'll let them have the chair, so to speak." 
 
Bill Stein was a bull of a man. Close to two metres tall and seemingly just as wide. An 
honest, open face with a quick grin. A happy go lucky type of guy where nothing would 
seem to faze him. An outdoors man with a hint of Islander blood. 
 
"Right. Let's start from ancient history. Perth. Two extremely large civil engineering 
projects. The Southern Expressway link through Mandurah to Bunbury with a light rail 
corridor in between the south and the north direction roadways. Ditto a similar project 
called the Northeast Transport corridor. We had sections of both of those contracts. Umm… 
Ipswich? The re-alignment of the highway over the Range to Brisbane. We held the main 
civil contract. The Gold Coast? The duplication of the Gold Coast highway from Brisbane 
to the Coast. Plus, the rail corridor. We had the major bridge-works and approach roads plus 
the major civil section of the railway line to...shit...I forget!" 
 
"Rabina." Bill Billitz offered. 
 
Stein laughed at his error. 
 
"Getting too bloody old...where was I? Ballina? The Ballina By-pass. We held the roadwork 
contract but not the bridges, viaducts or ancillary works. Bulahdelah By-Pass. We missed 
that one. Wagga Wagga? Again, we held the bridge approaches and ancillary civil works. 
Branxton? A tight one. The Newcastle By-pass. We held the bridge approaches and minor 
earth works. Campbelltown? The south-west rail duplication. We held the main civil and 
earthworks contracts.... have we missed any? No? Yes...The Victorian contract...an inner 
city cross-tunnel project. A bastard of a project that we really should not have priced out. It 
went well over budget and we are still waiting for the Government to honour their debt on 
the job...arrh...yes...Taree. We missed that one also." 
 
Mar skimmed a shot of our suspect over to the two men. They scanned the photograph 
carefully. 
 
"What's he supposed to have done?" 
 
"Can you identify this man...we would like to have a few words with him. Hoping that he 
can help with our enquiries..." 
 
"The standard spiel...you're going to a lot of trouble and going back years for just a few 
words with him...on bloody enquiries...and you're Murder Squad Cops..." 
We ignored the comments to sit stony faced looking at the two. Nodding our heads slowly. 
 
Both men looked at one another before shrugging their shoulders. 
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"OK then. A brilliant Dozer Operator. These big bastards can run none stop on some of the 
projects. To have any sort of downtime with them because of mechanical failure or 
breakage can involve big bucks. We'd like to be able to do what the Yanks often did during 
the War. If one of those mothers broke down, or any large earth-moving piece of equipment 
karked it, they'd just push it out of the way...usually over a bloody cliff! You get to know 
very quickly which Operator has a lover's feel for their piece of machinery. 'Onya' was one 
of the best. We always asked for him when we were awarded a new Contract that involved 
multiple lines of D9's. He would always take up the lead role. He was that good...and yes, I 
can confirm that he was on every one of those projects just mentioned. I'll give you a print 
out when we're finished, detailing the dates and location of his work schedule and 
environment. Where there are gaps, he was either on holidays or having been taken up by 
one of the other Civil Engineering firms...that's also included. It's a tight little club actually, 
and once a guy gets a reputation for his skill and finesse... he’s in demand. It's worth the 
money in the end…. even if he demands big bucks." 
 
"You talk in the past tense...and what do you mean by the 'lover's feel'?" 
 
"Just a saying…but some guys do have that sense when they're at the limit of the machine's 
endurance...or breaking point...or strength...it's a sense. Not abusing the Machine...almost 
coddling it...Can't be taught. You either have it or not. 'Onya' had it in spades. He's been 
lying low now for...quite a while with what a lot of guys suffer from when they spend too 
much time...long shift times...on badly vibrating machinery. Apart from deafness. Carpal 
Tunnel and spinal problems. He got that in spades too. Earned a small fortune for a lot of 
years..." He glanced at his mate for confirmation. "…yeah. Ten years that he drove the 
Niners. And Graders and Scrapers…. that we know of. He started with another Engineering 
Firm where he learnt the ropes." 
 
"Onya?" 
 
"Yeah." 
 
The other man harrumphed and took over the dialogue. 
 
Bill Billitz too, was a big man. Bald as a badger with a ring of dense, curly, grey hair 
erupting from his open shirt. His arms were massive and heavily tanned. Again, grey hair 
covered the arms down to tufts on each of the finger joints. Alert blue eyes that were 
permanently squinting. A wide friendly smile. Yellowed teeth of an ex-heavy smoker. 
Hands that could almost hide bowling balls in them. A stomach that was starting to break 
free. 
 
"Onya bike...he was a queer bloke, actually. Hard to take. Extremely anti-social. Didn't mix 
well. All the guys would hop in the buses together to go back to the overnight camp sheds. 
Onya would ride his bike. Meal breaks you would see him pedalling furiously up the road 
surface...come back, have about two litres of cold water. Half a dozen bananas. Put his Bike 
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up near the cabin and away he would go. Bang on the clock every time. A Boss's dream 
employee..." 
 
"Real name?" 
 
"Joseph W Canter Junior. He's got a Unit...a bloody big Apartment at Coogee Heights if my 
memory serves me correctly. Glorious views by all accounts. The money made available by 
a Grandfather, I think from memory. His family lives in Marrickville. That was his 
forwarding address in case of an emergency." 
 
My skin began to tingle. My heart rate jumped, I swear. I gave Marge a glimpse, nodding 
my head. We had our man and the family connection made me want to jump in the air in a 
Toyota jump! 
 
"Canter and not Canto?" 
 
They seemed to stop in mid-stride, thinking about the question. 
 
He glanced at his laptop. A Flash-drive was sticking from its side. 'Heavy Machinery 
Operators' emblazoned on the top of it. This was a guy who recorded every detail. 
 
"I seemed to remember that he changed it to Canter some years back. I'd have to obtain the 
Tax Records to be able to remember what the name was that he had prior to changing 
it...could be Canto...not too sure. Sorry." 
 
I nodded my head. Flipped my hand to signify that it wasn't that important. 
 
"Did he use any other name?" 
 
"Not with us...but it was a....it was known to be done when they contracted out to another 
large Engineering Firm...or three. A lot of Operators did it.... helped with the tax burden. 
Understand, these guys could be earning better money than me or Steiny here." 
 
"You got his address?" 
 
"Yeah. Telephone number. Mobile. Tax file number. Medicare number......car registration 
number. Make. Model and colour..." 
 
"That would be bloody helpful. Yes. Bloody helpful." 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
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It had only just gone seven when we elbowed our way into the small Lounge area where the 
huge log fire was blazing. It was stifling hot and stuffy, as though the flames had eaten all 
the oxygen in the air. 
 
A table in a far corner had been reserved for us. 
 
I pretended to head for the toilets but detoured and made my way up the private stairs into 
the B & B part of the Hotel. A corner room had been given to us as a sort of ‘stake-out’ 
position. It gave us a clear but oblique view down onto the open-air Beer Garden and the 
usual Saturday 'spill' out onto the wide, front footpath. It at one stage, had been standing 
room only earlier in the night. It slowly became deserted after the RBT guys had done their 
'trick'. Now one or two of the hard-liners sat at the small aluminium tables puffing their 
heads off. A beer nearby. The only area apart from the Village Green expanse opposite 
where smoking was permitted. It was actually, Council owned.  
 
It would only be a matter of time though. 
 
After talking to the guys on duty, I wandered back down to Mar who had taken off several 
layers of clothes, so it seemed. The room resonated with noise and rowdy conversation. A 
guy strummed on a guitar and crooned into a microphone in a far corner of the Public Bar. 
 
No one was paying attention to his supposed broken heart. 
 
"How'd it go?" Mar asked as she leaned across the table. 
 
"I wonder why the Bike Brigade stop here for a couple, when they're halfway through their 
training route...to me it doesn’t make sense. The RBT guys have not long left. A little over 
the top by all accounts. But they achieved their goal. They got our Suspect interested 
enough in a former giant of the Australian Pro-Riding fraternity to be gobsmacked by his 
presence. He asked for a 'selfie' apparently. Our Undercover 'riding buddy' with said star 
suggested something better. For a cup of coffee our star would pose with our suspect and 
sign the produced photograph if our suspect had the right camera, the right computer gear 
and a Printer at his home. Our suspect fell for it like a teenage Swooner agreeing to 
everything that the star wanted...we await the report of the quick squiz through our suspect's 
place of residence. The RBT guys also copied our suspect's Photo ID License and saved the 
spout into which our suspect breathed for a blood/alcohol analysis. Said spout is being 
rushed to our Forensic Lab as we speak for urgent DNA analysis. A bloody good night all 
round. My shout and let's enjoy the meal, huh?" 
 
"He's back." 
 
"That was quick!" 
 
"It doesn’t take long to take a couple of digital 'shots', download them, fiddle with them and 
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print out your preference for our star to sign...plus a quick coffee...I guess there would be a 
certain apprehensiveness on the part of our suspect in allowing strangers, no matter how 
famous, into his lair...especially when the guy is so anti-social. His lair would be out-of-
bounds to every-one, I guess. Regardless of how famous the guy might be...and I'll lay a bet 
that he was feeling lost without seeing the love of his life...the latest that is...you picked up 
on the fact that all his victims had long blonde hair? Or at least blondish hair? Including the 
trio who were merely raped by him?" 
 
"What do you think this Detective of extraordinary talent does in his time off but mull over 
the details of the case continuously......" 
 
"In other words, No! Eh, Sherlock?" 
 
"Well...if the truth be known...it's funny when you think about it. Us men seem to be 
enraptured all our lives by the one style of woman. Her looks or colouring or her 
characteristics..." 
 
"Hah! You'll take anything in a skirt, you would!" 
 
I gave her a look meant to tie her to the back of her chair. 
 
It didn’t work! I’m losing my powers. 
 
"No, true. I seem to be attracted to a broad general type that shows similarities in looks and 
personality...and even the way that they dress...." 
 
"You're full of shit, Joseph Lind...it's called the “Mother Syndrome”. You men are so 
transparent. Anyhow, a bloody brilliant outcome on such short notice to organise. An 
official letter of thanks signed by the Commissioner, should be forthcoming to all those 
involved...what'da'yer reckon?" 
 
"That you women too, suffer from a similar malady called the “Father Figure Syndrome" 
 
If looks could kill, I should have been dead meat quicker than an Abattoir killing by now. 
 
"…Guess...sure...a good thing...but that's so bloody off-putting. Scary in fact. He hasn't 
taken his eyes off Dee the entire time since he came back into the Pub and bought another 
OJ. How was your meal? Paul Liddell has just walked in. What time does this joint close?" 
 
"When every-one leaves by the back door or are booted out...my meal? Very good, though I 
think that the Chef may have been ordered to try a little harder with our selection. That table 
behind you had the same and it wasn't half as good as ours. Another drink?" 
 
"Should we?" 
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"Yeah. We're not officially on duty remember..." 
 
"How does that work? We are being paid for our time. Yeah? And we're in an official car. 
No alcohol. Remember?" 
 
"So, that's a no?" 
 
"No. I've only had one in what, two hours. Ta. The same again, please." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
"Right. I'd like to once again thank all those involved on the Saturday night sting. The time 
scale to organise the whole show was collapsed into a ridiculously short period that I do not 
want repeated. Unfortunately, because of its success, that will never be ruled out in the 
future...so watch yourselves. We're bound to come a cropper sooner or later." 
 
There was murmurs of agreement to Abbey's words. Everyone involved had bent over 
backwards to organise the charade and to ensure its success. 
 
"Now, what did we achieve? Firstly, the RBT guys, represented in fine form by Schmitty 
and Daniels….and a couple of Uniforms from the local Station." 
 
"We were able to get a DNA sample of the suspect...and we confirmed that his name is 
Joseph W Canter Junior. Ditto his place of residence." 
 
"Right...our undercover personal guard to our world famous former Pro Rider and Gold 
Medal Winner who needs to be again applauded for his sterling acting abilities." 
 
There was laughter all through the Murder Squad Room. The youngest Murder Squad 
Detective, Simon Burke, stood to applause and cat calls. Mostly to do with his physique in a 
set of Lycra Bike riding gear. 
 
"The quick squiz that I was able to conduct on the excuse of using his toilet, showed sets of 
photographs blue-tacked to an entire wall in the spare bedroom. Also, I noticed several 
outfits...like the Phantom's uniform.... or Cathy Freeman’s running gear in the Sydney 
Olympics, that basically covered him from head to toe, hanging from the side of a cupboard 
in the room. I wasn't willing to take any shots with my mobile for fear of the flash alerting 
the guy...the Bathroom Shaving cabinet had a pile of Viagra pill packets, a huge array of 
different condom styles, an electric hair clipper and two male wigs drying above the shower 
arm." 
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"With what we already have learnt of our suspect, I think that we have enough to obtain a 
Search Warrant. Possibly by this afternoon. So, let’s plan an early morning raid. We've had 
eyes on him now for a week, so we are pretty sure that he doesn't ever get out of bed until 
the dawn breaks. His riding appears to be an absolute minimum. I'd say due to his back 
problems. I do not want to involve a SWAT team. It's on the sixth level so too many people 
yelling at the top of their lungs could cause general chaos. There's only one way in and one 
way out unless he wants to take the 'Big Step'. He doesn't appear to be the type. He's too 
much into his own safety and existence. Heavily protected Uniforms from the LAC at 
Coogee and maybe Randwick plus say about half a dozen of the Murder Squad members 
here should suffice. He has never shown a propensity for violence with knife or 
gun...against males...and we are pretty sure that there are no fire-arms attributable to 
him...Wednesday morning of next week just on sun-up. Seeing as how we are in the middle 
of winter, that would be about six thirty. Maybe seven at the latest. We have photographs of 
the building, street scape and the Lobby area, lifts and fire escape stairwells. Let’s run 
through the standard operational procedures for such a raid...and go over it until we have it 
down pat. OK?" 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
"Sit, Paul. Sit. Thanks for coming." I signalled the Waitress for another cup of coffee. 
"Anything to eat?" 
 
Liddell shook his head. 
 
"Did you get him?" He asked nervously. 
 
"Yeah. Trussed up like a turkey four ways to Sunday. Like his Grandfather before him, we 
are confident that he will become a 'Lifer'. Never to be released! He hasn't said a word but 
he doesn't need to. What we found at his place more than makes up for his silence. It links 
him with the twelve rape and Homicides across Australia over the past ten years. 
Incontrovertible evidence. Indications are that there are several more that will keep us busy 
with the Missing Persons files for a while. Several more Rape incidences over the five that 
we know of also. His passion for photography will be his undoing. A complete portfolio of 
each girl from the time that he 'discovers' each of them. You can see the fixation develop to 
an obsession...then perhaps reality bites as each of them, in the majority of cases, has a 
long-term boyfriend. I would think that is the catalyst to take their lives. Because he feels as 
though they have betrayed him. The shots that he takes after his crime is completed are not 
staged at all. Impersonal. Cold. More like shots that our Forensic Crime Scene Photographer 
would take...so that shows a complete reversal of emotion from when he was stalking each 
victim. They are now impersonal objects, not the love of his life as they once were..." 
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Liddell felt a shifting of weight. A large object being removed from his shoulders. His feet 
felt free of the sticky sludge. 
 
"How has he got into each of the girl's residences?" 
 
"That's anyone's guess at this stage...but it is something that gnaws at me...a loose string. I 
don't like that. There is one thing, Paul. The DNA evidence indicated a familial male 
connection to 'Can Do' Canto. 'Ciao' Canto. Possibly his Grandson..." 
 
The wall behind the two Detectives came alive with Liddell's past. Images flashed that only 
Liddell could see. Several serpents, snakes, worms and curling smooth tendrils leapt from 
the images searching him out. To encircle his waist. His neck. The weight shifted squarely 
back onto the man's shoulders. His feet once again felt mired in the dank morass under the 
table. He was unable to lift his feet from the floor. 
 
“Canto’s grandson! You wouldn’t believe it. Tarred with the same brush, huh?” 
 
"Speaking of the old man, that's a strange thing, Paul...It would appear that his autopsy was 
rather negligently performed according to some. 'Can Do” Canto's that is. Though those 
words wouldn't be repeated in official circles. Good riddance is the preferred and majority 
opinion. His Death Certificate has cause of death as a Heart Failure. There are rumours that 
indicate that it should have read 'Death by Drowning'..." 
 
Mar slid a transparent A4 Evidence sleeve across the table towards Liddell. 
 
"What's this?" Liddell asked without really looking at it. 
 
"You should know Paul. It is a 'palmed' note. You've seen one of those before. I think that 
you should read it. Carefully, as that is the only one in existence...there are no copies. 
None...and only Mar and I have laid eyes on it...we managed to pocket it as the leading 
Cops of the raid into Canter's place of residence the other week." 
 
Liddell looked down at the page hardly seeing the words. 
 

Dear Son,  it began. I believe that my life is in danger and 
will end very shortly. The subject of our discussion this 
day when you visited me will be my murderer. I have 
believed in you from the day that you were born and 
consider that you, of all my seeds, are the most like 
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myself. We love the chase. The destruction of life. 
My last Will and Testament has been altered to allow 
you to benefit with the majority of my Estate. For this, 
you should avenge your Grandfather's death by the 
taking of the most precious gift from this man. She 
apparently would be to your liking. Your style of 
woman. 
I leave it in your capable hands. 
Your Loving Grandfather.  
 
 
A chill went down Liddell's spine. 
 
The serpents seemed to lunge madly off the wall. 
 
"He... arrh... he, umm... could control and manipulate so easily, so it seems. So bloody sure 
of himself in that way… that he had some type of hold over people... an evil man." Liddell 
stammered out. 
 
Not sure where this was going, but dreading what was squirming inside. That his whole life 
was about to be turned upside down. Again! There was no use in trying to escape, though 
the two Detectives sitting opposite him seemed to be at ease. Comfortable. Not on edge. 
 
He looked around at the rest of the Cafe's patrons. 
 
None looked like Cops to him, but you never knew. 
 
"As you were manipulated by him." Mar murmured softly. 
 
"It's an interesting thing, Paul...apparently, there was a difference of opinion on the damage 
done to Canto's skull. Sure, his Death Certificate states that cause of death as a Heart 
Attack...but in fact, he may have drowned in the shower. This was explained to us that in 
falling, he may have done some damage to his spine that left him partially paralysed...with 
his mouth open under a full shower spray...unable to move. A slow and painful way to die, 
huh. Perhaps I should say that it couldn’t happen to a nicer guy." 
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I took a sip of coffee. Mar slipped into the account without the narration breaking. 
 
"It has been ascertained, that in slipping in the shower, his head came into contact with the 
rear tiled wall of the shower stall first, which caused him to lose consciousness and fall to 
the floor where he hit his head harder on the tiled floor. But the skull has an amazing ability 
to show which blow was the initial blow. Which was the harder blow. Some thought that it 
possible that the first blow, hitting the wall, was the more major blow causing the greatest 
damage. It has been speculated that that blow could only be caused by some-one smashing 
Canto's head into the wall...not he slipping on the wet tiles of the shower stall. It would 
appear also that there was no indication of slipping...did you know that it is possible to 
insert a very fine shiv...like a meat skewer into the thoracic region of the spine that causes 
temporary loss of power in the legs. If carried out improperly, it can cause permanent 
damage. Or even death, so I am led to believe. If done correctly, it can cause temporary 
paralysis. That area of Canto's back was not examined that carefully. Postulation has 
indicated that is perhaps, how he drowned. The shower head on full bore forcing water 
down his open mouth. This in turn would lead to heart failure." 
Liddell had stopped looking at both of us. Instead he concentrated hard on lifting his coffee 
mug to his mouth. Plainly focussing hard on not showing that his hands were shaking. 
 
"Where were you around that time, Paul?" Mar asked quietly. "You were inside at that time, 
weren't you? Overnight? Anywhere near or in the shower block that morning? Apparently, 
the cameras steam up when too many shower heads are turned on with no cold water. Word 
has it that there were few inmates in the shower block at that time...that can indicate the 
chance of foul play, if one wanted to be suspicious." 
 
Liddell continued to look at the table, shaking his head slowly. 
 
"That was some time ago. I couldn't tell you." He murmured. 
 
"Couldn't or wouldn’t? Wise, Paul. Very wise." 
 
She moved the encased note closer to Liddell. 
 
"I think you should take that and destroy it, Paul. Umm....this will be the last time that you 
will ever hear anything on this subject...Canto was cremated. His ashes given to his elderly 
widow. The case is closed Paul. Get Dee...I understand that her mother is in a Nursing 
Home with a sad prognosis, so I'm led to believe. Move interstate, away from this place. 
These memories. Your Parole Officer is aware of your wish to move Interstate. He has 
made the necessary arrangements where-ever you would like to go...on our authorisation 
and responsibility. We think that it is time for you to go, Paul. Good Luck in all that you and 
Dee do in the future." 
 
Liddell looked at both of us for some moments, unsure of the veracity of the words. Half 
expecting to feel a heavy hand on his shoulder at any moment. The feeling of encirclement 
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by long cold tendrils slipping around his ankles. 
 
"Paul, you deserve a better life with Sandra. We both hope that you can achieve that dream. 
You deserve that chance. We won't be seeing you again. Good Luck." 
 
I leant across the table to shake his hand. Mar stood and stepped to his side, kissing him on 
the cheek. 
 
"Good Luck." She repeated softly, looking earnestly into his eyes. 
 
Liddell slowly stood. Rolled up the palmed note and stuck it in the inside pocket of his 
jacket. He still wasn't sure...to be told to have good luck in the future. He shook both our 
hands again and nervously muttered a thank you as he slipped quietly but uncertainly from 
the Café. 
 
"How do you feel, Joe?" 
 
"Marvellous. This is how all cases should make you feel when they've been put to bed. Feel 
like a top up?" 
 
"Yeah. Why not. I'm not going back to work to-day and neither are you...what's Liddell 
doing?" 
 
"Hmm? What?" 
 
"Liddell. Look at him. It looks as though he has gum stuck to the bottom of his shoes and 
can't get it off...either that or he is practising to become a member of the Department of 
Funny Walks." 
 
The man was lifting his legs as high as he could as he marched across the plaza area. 
 
"Nah... It’s almost as if he has loosened his feet from some sticky morass...or something." 
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