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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
Things were getting a little desperate. 
 
I didn't have enough credit on my plastic to replace the almost empty bottle of Scotch in my 
drink cabinet which was the top drawer of my desk. And the second top drawer. And the 
bottom drawer. 
 
I was down to drops. 
 
I was thinking of putting cold tea into one of the empty bottles so that people wouldn't get 
the wrong impression. That I was a drinker. A full bottle of amber fluid regardless of its 
veracity as a 'good scotch' would at least give the impression that I was not a habitual 
tippler; wouldn't it? 
 
Not that there were lines of people snaking through my office. 
 
All would-be clients. 
 
Or connoisseurs of the fine fluid for that matter. Unscrewing caps to sniff the contents to 
assess my degree of 'good taste' in Scotch! 
 
I was trying to make the errant spring of my office sofa come bed leave my private parts 
when there was a light knock at the door. 
 
It couldn't have been the Cleaner for he had by-passed my office for several weeks now due 
to a small amount owing. By me. To me it was chicken feed; to him a princely sum as he 
had a wife and five kids to feed. 
 
When I say, it was chicken feed, it is all relative I guess. In talking to the Cleaner about it, I 
described it as chicken feed. When I think about my financial situation it may have been 
thousands of dollars. I didn't have enough to cover it if it was a thousand or a measly fifty. 
Consequently, it could be chicken feed or a king's ransom depending on your stance. 
 
I still didn't have enough to feed chickens, but that perhaps was about to change. 
 
Hope is a mighty strong motivator. 
 
So is hunger and a thirst unsated for a good Scotch! 
 
I bolted upright from the couch as though the errant spring had nipped my privates. 
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I picked the several occasional pillows up off the floor and flung them back onto the sofa 
hoping that my aim was true with a few hiding the bulge of the wayward spring. 
 
I straightened my tie but didn't tighten it. The macho look of a loosened tie appealed to me 
and it gave the impression that I was hard at work; or so I thought. 
 
I wrestled into my thread-bare suit coat. 
 
The coat didn’t match the jeans that I had on. 
 
For the fourth day in a row. 
 
They were just starting to get comfortable. The jeans that is! 
 
But it was a look considered ‘in’ by the ’in’ people of latte coffee habits. 
 
I'd read somewhere that you should never wash your Jeans for the life of them. Some Big 
Jerk of a Jeans Manufacturer had said this as gospel, much the same way that the first 
Chapter of the Bible describes that the Earth was created in six days straight. If that is 
gospel, then the Top dog in Jeans must also be right! 
 
Anyhow, it saves me heaps at the Laundromat for the life of my Jeans! 
 
I was half way across the room heading for the door, hope springing eternal that a big 
paying client was on the other side. 
 
With raised voice, I invited whom-ever lurked behind the Office outer door and the operator 
of the light knock, to enter. 
 
Hoping.... no wishing painfully that it was a paying customer as I needed to re-stock my 
drink drawer and I was down to my last pack of cigarettes. 
 
You can guess how desperate I was by the number of times that I have repeated and 
described my situation. 
 
I yelled out again. 
 
Possibly over-enthusiastically. 
 
This I knew was not a good practise for several reasons. 
 
The main one being that I am an ex-jockey and as every-one knows jockeys usually have a 
voice one or two octaves above masculine and macho. But if you have ever ridden a horse at 
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full gallop for quite a few races than you will understand. I know that I am small of stature 
and rake thin but that used to be of enormous benefit in my previous occupation. 
 
It is often more of a hindrance as a Private Detective! 
 
I stood only 5'1'' in the old scale. 153 centimetres in the new decimal language in stocking 
feet. Slightly less again in bare feet. I have no idea why I mentioned that as I have never 
worn stockings in my life! 
 
As I reached for the door handle, the door opened towards me and she seemed to drift into 
my office as though she was on roller skates. 
 
Tall. 
 
Exceptionally tall. But any-one over 160 centimetres in height is tall to me. 
 
She was close on 180 tall. Admittedly in quite high heels. A beautiful slim figure. Large 
eyes that pulled you in and let you read her soul. I hadn't enough experience yet at soul-
reading but I thought that I saw a few sentences. They were dark blue. The eyes that is. Not 
the soul! An upturned perky nose. A smile that made you relax; making you feel like the 
most important man on earth. Auburn long hair that framed a Hepburn face. Perfectly 
symmetrical. A little older perhaps than what you would have thought at first glance. She 
was no teen doll. But I’m no spring chicken myself although I hide my age well... if I wear 
my hat low over my brow like they did in the Thirties Movies! 
 
I think that perception has more to do with my small stature than a youthful, boyish face. 
 
She wore a low cut, halter neck dress that showed more than enough cleavage. I would 
contemplate giving up sucking on cigarettes for perhaps something of more substance. 
 
She had two that were of more substance. 
 
I was never breast fed as a babe in arms. 
 
Perhaps that is why I have this fixation! 
 
As always, I didn't get to finish my appraisal of her superb form. 
 
I don't know what it is with most chicks. They seem to think that I am undressing them 
when I'm just being observant. It is one of my most useful characteristics and has assisted 
many a case to a successful completion. 
Well, a few from memory. The few that I've had! 
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A husky voice of a smoker. 
 
“Are you Lofty? Hills? The Private Investigator?” 
 
A tone of incredibility, even disdain in her voice after she had made a point of surveying 
me. A look down the nose as she looked me up and down. She then quickly surveyed my 
meagre, thread-bare surroundings. 
 
I'm certainly not Agatha Christie's Poirot, that would be painfully easy to discern, I thought 
to myself. I don't have a curly black moustache. 
 
“Clem Hills at your service,” I said with a false sense of bravado. “Lofty to friends and 
clients alike. More to do with the word-play on my surname than my actual height.” 
 
As though this fact needed an explanation. 
 
Light banter comes easy to me, especially so when I am trying to impress a beautiful 
woman. One I hoped silently would also become my next client. 
 
A slight bow and a wave of my arm to invite her to the chair at my desk. 
 
I would have clicked my heels together except that I was wearing a pair of canvas deck 
shoes. Click they don't! Besides, every time that I tried to 'do' the clicking heel thing like 
some Hollywood actor of note and panache, I usually stumbled and would almost fall over. 
 
I knew that she was intelligent as she had a copy of Tolstoy's 'War and Peace' tucked under 
her arm. 
 
I knew that she was observant too as my Office Door has 'Clem ‘Lofty’ Hills Investigations' 
in gold leaf sign written at eye level. 
 
Her level more than mine. 
 
The Sign-writer instructed to position the sign-age at eye level. Unfortunately, the dude was 
well over the average height of 173 centimetres.... well, that was the standard height for an 
Australian male in 1963. It would appear by the height of every child now in their teens, 
that they all are eating their Weetabix for breakfast, as you get no change out of 180! 
 
She again looked nervously around my Office. 
 
She screwed up her nose as though there was an unpleasant odour lingering. 
 
It couldn't have been me as I had washed my armpits three days before. 
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Perhaps it was my choice of furniture. 
 
Throw-out Vinnies at best. Thirty to forty-year age vintage at best guess. Maybe a little 
older, in the Antique era. Threadbare is a genuine indication of age, isn't it? 
 
The décor obviously wasn't to her liking. 
 
No accounting for other peoples' tastes and the fact that they may be able to afford better. 
 
I can't afford better. 
 
As I said, I'm down to drops in the bottle... and an empty packet of cigarettes. 
 
She cleared her throat. 
 
“Before I discuss my reason for wanting to see you, could you direct me to the Ladies? I 
shouldn't have had that large mug of coffee at Gloria's trying to get up the courage to come 
up and see if you can help... but here I am!” 
 
A little girl's tinkle giggle that made her even more beautiful. 
 
I must have had a vacant look on my face or else I was still ogling her breasts, as she 
cleared her throat again. 
 
“Mm... the ladies?” 
 
I blinked several times, jerking myself back to reality. I think that should be jolting as I'm 
not into smut. 
 
'A client, hopefully a paying client and prettier than a horse to boot,' I thought to myself. 
 
“Most certainly.” I beamed as I hurried across my Office to re-opened the front door. 
 
Hope sprung eternal. 
 
I could almost taste the first nip from a fresh bottle of Scotch. It certainly wasn't cold tea! 
 
“Down the corridor to the left past the Lift Foyer then to the right at the end.” I indicated 
with a wave of my arm. 
I hoped that she wasn't like me spending my time, a long time in fact, sitting on the Loo 
reading. I could be waiting for weeks while she read her book. It was that thick! I started to 
close the door behind her receding figure. Thought better of it and left it slightly ajar so that 
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I could peek at her figure from behind as she progressed down the corridor. Her stilettos 
click-clacking a steady retreat on the polished timber flooring. 
 
All jockeys love horses. 
 
Their moods. Their power. The way they trot, canter and gallop. The way they smell even. I 
especially love the way the rump seems to sway, to tighten as a horse walks about. 
 
But the sway from behind from this chick made me forget all about horses. 
 
She turned her head and with some panic I closed the door quickly. Quietly. I was annoyed 
at myself. I felt like a sleaze, not because I had enjoyed the vision, more that she may have 
sprung me ogling. 
 
Madder still for me forgetting about the beauty of horses in preference to her. 
 
I took a quick squiz around the Office. 
 
I bent down to pick up several day's copies of the morning paper from the floor to deposit 
them on a growing pile behind the door. I opened both windows that gave me an attachment 
to the outside world and what the weather was doing. No distant city skyline just a dim 
light-well of rough brick walls and windows evenly spaced on all four sides. To be fair, at 
ground level it was a smokers' paradise. A spindly tree marked the centre of the light well. 
The tree anaemic. Battling still for its continued existence. It had grown some, I must admit 
the few years that I had been in residence. More than likely though its root system clogged 
with nicotine leeching into the soil around its base from discarded cigarettes. The raised 
garden plot around its base bare of any other living plant for as long as I'd been here. 
Poisoned by the same stuff that I was sucking into my own lungs. 
 
It just went to demonstrate that my lungs will be free of any garden weeds also! 
 
And trees will never take root there! 
 
The building itself owned by the Horse Trainer from whom I got my majority of rides in the 
old days. I paid minimal rent but then I figured so I should as the building was pre-WW1, 
lacked air-conditioning, heating, reasonable lighting, and amenities and did not conform in 
any way with modern Building and Fire Regulations. But it was centrally located down near 
Chinatown and I loved the 2-man Lift that had to be original. I loved it though I could make 
the outside quicker walking down the steps that circled around it instead of riding it down 
the three floors to the Entry Foyer. It rattled, groaned, swayed, and screeched its way up and 
down. It had a character of its own and though it continually bridled against its use by all 
the building's tenants, it had never broken down as far as I knew. 
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There were two loud reports of a gun firing. 
 
Bam...bam. 
 
In quick succession. 
 
Pistol shots. 
 
I leant over my desk to open my gun drawer. 
 
As it should be; locked. 
 
I rushed into my illegal living quarters to my Tall Boy. A beautiful Edwardian original. The 
only wardrobe in the room. My bedroom, kitchenette, and wash basin one room apartment. 
Kind of tight. Claustrophobic, but it beat paying rent somewhere else and having to travel 
back and forth from the office. 
 
On the back of the cupboard door were several keys on hooks. Everyone having tags clearly 
marking the purpose of each key. I have a tidy mind if not a security conscious one! 
 
I grabbed the blue tagged key clearly marked 'gun drawer' for my gun drawer, ran back into 
the Office, unlocked it, draw my licensed Glock from its soft leather shoulder holster, 
checked the magazine, flipped the safety, put on my hat out of habit, and slowly opened the 
door. I looked in both directions, up and down the corridor which was a bit stupid as my 
Suite was at one end. There was no more corridor past my suite to the right, just the door to 
a marked fire escape stairwell. 
 
I couldn't see anything through the small crack of the ajar door. 
 
I opened it further and slipped into the Hallway. 
 
At the far end a figure stood, legs apart facing away from me. Both arms were straight, both 
held a little away from his body as though he was asking a question with his shoulders 
shrugged up like an Italian asking 'What's a madda?' 
 
A gun held loosely in his left hand. He was tall, taller than my new Client. As wide at the 
shoulders as I was tall. His body tapered from his shoulders. A work-out freak for sure, I 
surmised. A lot stronger than I. Tight jeans, expensive. Laundered. No ‘ironed-in’ crease, 
though. That’s a definite no-no! A suit coat tailored to his body. Buttoned up. White gym 
boots with no socks by the look of it. Slick black hair that fell just below his coat collar. He 
was looking down to his right at the floor. I thought that I could make out a stiletto shoe, a 
foot and part of a shapely leg poking out from around the corner to the Ladies and Gents. 
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“Don't move....” I screamed. 
 
A little nervously. 
 
This was after all, my first confrontation with a killer with both of us holding guns. 
 
“Don't move...” I yelled again as I crept sideways like some geriatric old man Crab down 
the Hallway, my gun held in the proper two handed position. 
 
My eye looking down the length of the barrel. My back to the Corridor wall. 
 
“Don't move...” 
 
For effect this time as I doubted that he had moved an eye muscle. 
 
I peered into the stair and Lift atrium. 
 
No-one was there, so I continued to sidle towards the stone-still figure. As I've already said, 
my voice is an octave or two higher than macho. When I am nervous, it goes up even further 
so what comes out resembles a mouse on steroids or the worst case of adenoid troubles you 
are ever likely to hear! 
 
Or one breathing helium gas! 
 
Hardly the tone to command some-one not to move. With a gun, still in the hand! 
 
“Put the gun gently onto the floor with the safety on. Kick it away and sit down with your 
back against the wall. Your hands on your head.... Do it!” 
 
Said for effect. 
 
I'd seen that said in plenty of Movies. 
 
The Stud obeyed. 
 
You could have knocked me over with a feather! 
 
I walked slowly up towards him completely overshadowed by his bulk, even though he was 
now sitting as I ordered. I kicked the gun further down the hallway. 
 
I’d seen that done in the Movies too. 
 



11 

Unlike the Movies, it didn't skid that far. I took another swing. It moved another foot or two. 
I figured that was far enough as the amount of attention that I had given to kicking away the 
gun, was more than enough time for the guy to stand and run! 
 
Surprise, surprise, he didn't move a muscle. Sitting like some stone, Gym junky Buddha 
with his head lowered. His hands held tightly on top of his head. 
 
I wondered what the next step was. 
 
I peered around the corner at the beauty who had only recently graced my humble office. A 
bullet wound to the chest with another to the forehead. Dead centre! A large blood pool 
staining the floorboards. 
 
She was staring up at the ceiling with a somewhat surprised look on her face. 
 
I looked up and silently agreed with her that it needed a re-paint. It was never likely to see a 
paint brush for as long as I lived though. She would never see it happen! 
 
I looked back at the dude. 
 
“You did a good job. Who was she?” 
 
He looked down at his lap. 
 
“She was coming out of the men's.” As though this explained everything. 
 
“What? You shot her because she had used the gents?” I asked incredulously. “Perhaps the 
Ladies were fully occupied and she couldn’t wait.” 
 
Pleased with my logic. 
 
“It’s been known to happen, you know.” I added caustically. 
 
He looked up at me as though I was crazy. 
 
The thought also crossed my mind. It didn't seem to be the right thing to say under the 
circumstances, but I'd run out of clever witticisms. 
 
He seemed to gather his thoughts 
He shook his head slowly. 
 
“She was my girl. Suzie Sapphire. That’s not her real name. She changed it by deed poll 
when we invested into the club. We own the Blue Sapphire Room together. She sings and 
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socialises with the patrons. Hires in other acts. Mostly Blues and light Jazz artists. I run the 
joint. Keep the creeps out. Pay the bills. Order in the grog and the food. Boss the chef 
about…and the Bar staff too. You're Lofty Hill?” 
 
He glanced up at me. 
 
A sad look on his face. 
 
“I was coming to see you. To hire you to find her. She shot through about a week ago, I 
don't know where. I didn't shoot her.” 
 
“Yeah, well, you were holding the gun." 
 
I changed the subject, which I'm likely to do. 
 
"Her coffee’s hardly gone cold.” I countered. 
 
Indicating that I thought a week’s absence was nothing to get your knickers in a knot over. 
Even the cops would say the same thing of an adult! 
 
“Perhaps she wanted a break?” I continued. 
 
He shook his head in the negative. 
 
“Maybe she had a sick Aunt….” 
 
Leaving the innuendo to dangle. A week ain’t that long a time. 
 
“It's none of my business whether you shot her or not.” I added. “That’s up to the cops. 
What's your name?” 
 
“Baron Labinski......” 
 
“Not one of the Labinski brothers from up the 'Strip'?” 
 
They were heavies into just about everything so the rumours indicated. Duke Labinski was 
the Sergeant-of-Arms or do they call them CEO’s now? For the White Skull Bikie gang. As 
I said, heavy dudes. Not worth your while getting involved. Their Ma and Pa had sick 
senses of humour otherwise why name your two boys Baron and Duke! 
 
“Don't confuse me with my brother. I'm a respectable Businessman....” 
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“And a colourful racing identity to boot. Looks like you don't have to employ me now. 
That's saved you a hand-full.” 
 
I waved an arm towards the body. 
 
My gun still on display. 
 
“You obviously found her yourself! And done something about it. To my way of thinking, a 
tongue lashing should have sufficed...two bullets to the head is a bit drastic, you know.” 
 
A disgusted tone in my voice as I realised in that instance that I had two prospective paying 
clients on the same morning and I had lost both. 
 
Life can be so cruel. 
 
“I didn't shoot her. I’ve told you that already. All I saw was some guy for a second as the 
fire escape door closed on him.” 
 
He pointed to the Fire door that was a duplicate of the one adjacent to my Office at the other 
end of the Corridor. 
 
“I wanted you to find her because it was not like her to disappear. To not tell me where she 
was going. Or why. She didn’t tell me anything. She seemed fine the last time that I saw 
her. We love each other. She wouldn't do that to me.” 
 
Trying to answer every question and innuendo that I had said aloud. Getting muddled. He 
started to put his hand into his jacket. 
 
“Hang on, mate....” I ordered. “Nice and easy now. Take your hand out of your jacket! 
Now! Slowly!” 
 
I'd moved into a crouch several metres from him. Legs apart. Gun held tightly. Pointing at 
his chest. I could feel the sweat pop out on my forehead. He withdrew his hand. An 
envelope held between finger and thumb. 
 
“A cheque for 10K plus 5 for expenses. I'll bump it up another 10 for you to find who killed 
her.” 
I took the envelope gingerly from his outstretched hand, slipping a cheque out signed and 
made out to Clem Hills Investigations for $15,000. Without so much as an eye-blink, I slid 
the cheque and envelope into my coat pocket, not wanting to say the obvious; that the cops 
will do the job quite adequately. As if reading my mind, he muttered that because of his and 
his brother's unfounded reputations, he doubted that the cops would get past the obvious. Or 
even want to. Another hood off the street. He was going to jail for murder. 
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I didn't need to agree with that statement out loud; but I did. 
 
I can be a bitch at times. 
 
A moment of clarity than occurred, as they say in the classics. 
 
“If you didn't shoot her, then who-ever did, knew that she was coming to see me. From what 
she said in my Office she was unsure if she should cross my threshold, so to speak. Wasted 
time by having a coffee at Gloria's down the road. a bit. So, her killer not only knew that she 
was going to see me about something but he...or she...also knew that she would want to go 
to the Ladies not long after finishing her coffee. Who-ever that was, sure knew your lady 
quite well.” 
 
I was more than pleased with my reasoning. Another trait I thought proudly that had been of 
benefit to my relatively new profession. I'd like to call it horse sense! 
 
I crouched down in front of Baron Labinski now positive of his innocence. Again, it was 
purely horse sense. 
 
“You have no idea where she's been for the last week.” 
 
It sounded more like a statement than a question. 
 
He looked down at his hands now in his lap. He shook his head. 
 
“She hasn't been near my digs above our Club. Or the Club for that matter and there is no 
sign that she has been at her place either....” 
 
“She has her own joint?” I asked. 
 
I heard shouts and movement on the ground floor. 
 
Old George giving loud instructions to use the Lift, not the stairs. I doubted that the Cops 
would obey the suggestion. Perhaps a couple might. The charade by Old George for my 
benefit, bless his cotton socks! 
 
Old George was my mentor's Uncle, and had been the Concierge, the 'Keeper of Secrets' for 
the Tenants of this old building. It has been said that Old George had sat on Joseph's knee 
while Mary was swearing her lungs out giving birth in a Stables and not a Delivery Ward! 
 
Allegedly, he is that old! 
 
The open-framed concertina door of the lift screeched open. 
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“That's the cops.” I whispered urgently. “Where's her joint?” 
 
My voice now a whisper into his ear. Me completely at his mercy if he so felt inclined to 
sucker punch me and flee from the cops. 
 
He reached into his coat pocket and took out a chain with keys on it. He took one key off 
the clump of keys and handed it to me. 
 
“That'll get you into the Foyer. You'll also use it to gain entry into the Lift Lobby and again 
in the key way beside Level 47A sign inside the Lift. The lift when it gets to her floor will 
open straight onto her entry foyer. The Lamond Tower not far from here.” 
 
I raised my eye-brows at the location. Gave a low whistle. 
 
The grape-vine had always been excellent around the Race Course. 
 
It still was. 
 
I'd heard that the latest addition to this city's skyline had been constructed with suspect 
finances. Dirty money. Regardless, it was now one of the best addresses in town. As if he 
could read my mind, he stated matter-of-factly that he shared that Apartment with her when 
he could get away from the Club. Pointing at the key. Level 47A was one of two multi-level 
Penthouses on the upper-most floor with superb views in just about every direction except 
west for the Apartment, he informed me matter-of-factly. Not a boastful note in his voice. 
 
I stood up placing the key in my fob pocket. 
 
“Don't move. Don't make a sound or say anything to the cops. You know the drill without 
me telling you so. Ring your Solicitor now. Don't mention to even him that you have hired 
me.” 
 
I backed quickly away from him. He still sitting on the floor with his back against the wall. I 
tucked my gun into my pants belt at the small of my back. It was bloody uncomfortable like 
a burr is under a saddle for a horse. I had no choice. They don’t miniaturise a Glock to fit 
the size of the man who is carrying it. It was still a bloody big gun to me! 
 
To tell you the truth I rarely pack; speaking in the vernacular. 
 
The shoulder holster on my skinny frame sticks out like a third boob on a Circus freak. 
Tucked into the small of my back it still shows up through any coat that I might wear, even 
an oversized leather Bomber Jacket which is my most favourite coat in all the world. I’ve 
been told that that jacket looks ridiculous on me, but I’m running out of options in the 
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fashion stakes. Or how else to hide a gun when I want to carry. What the heck, the jacket’s 
warm in the middle of winter. 
 
Unfortunately, it had been a warm Autumn so far so I hadn’t got the thing out of the 
cupboard yet. 
 
I fast walked my way back to my Office to lock the outer door. Then silently I slipped out 
through the adjacent Fire Escape door just as the cops would have been drawing level to my 
floor in the rickety-rackety lift. I wanted to take a squiz in Suzie Sapphire's Apartment 
before the cops made a mess of things. It wasn't as though I fully believed the Baron, but he 
had given me a cheque promising me more if I was willing to carry out further 
investigations into the killing. 
 
I have never taken money under false pretences and even if I only made a cursory attempt at 
proving his innocence, I at least could sleep soundly at night for making that attempt. How-
ever meagre or half-hearted my snooping may be! 
 
I felt that my logic on the matter could not be faulted. 
 
I at least believed in that moral position. 
 
My parents had brought me up right! 
 
I was proud of that fact. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
They'd both died paupers. 
 
My dad suddenly. 
 
Unexpectedly. 
 
In prison. 
 
Grafton. 
 
His life cut short by a shiv expertly thrust straight into his heart. Up under his rib cage. 
No-one has ever gone down for his murder.... or even suspected. 
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I thought I knew who and why after several years of asking surreptitious questions. 
Sneaking about. Listening. Knowing when to shut my gob. There would come a payback 
day. I knew that for sure. 
 
You had an oath of duty to repay the cold-blooded murder of your father, regardless of how 
close or not you may have been to him at any time. 
 
I hardly knew the man. But that's not the point, to my way of thinking. 
 
He was still my old man! 
 
I can't remember us ever being relatively well-off with money never a problem. Once my 
Dad went down, my Mum and the rest of the tribe were out on the street. The wealth that we 
supposedly had, obtained by illegal means suddenly and mysteriously disappeared. 
According to the cops and the Court, they had a right to make my Mum and seven siblings 
as poor as church mice and just as homeless. They took the lot not caring, so it seemed, 
about our welfare. That was an absolute bummer and for several years we had to rely on the 
charity of others before Mum got back on her feet running a brothel for a family friend of 
ours. 
 
She shot down in a hail of bullets sometime later. 
 
Just as she was making it work, knowing all the ins and out of the business. 
 
Suspected but never proven that a Bikie gang wanted to establish their own joint in the area 
and no amount of cajoling would convince the brothel owner to quit the location. To get 
things going their way, they tried a bit of strong-arm tactics. Shot my Mum. A bit over the 
top I would contend. What-ever, they were known for that type of impromptu pro-active 
response! It seemed to be enough though. The Owner closed shop immediately after and 
moved to the Gold Coast. A quiet retirement life cut short by a hail of bullets when he tried 
to again open shop on some-one else's turf. 
 
Again, nothing proven, but another Bikie gang was suspected, wanting to expand their 
territory. 
 
I was fourteen at the time of my mother's death. Several years after my Dad's incarceration. 
 
A chance suddenly appeared for me as a stable-hand, which out of desperation, I grabbed 
with both hands. Wanting to escape this world on the edge of society where the cops always 
suspected the worse and you being the instigator, little boy or not! In age and stature. 
 
The Trainer in question known more for his shady connections than his winning ways. 
 



18 

He had been good mates with my Dad though. 
 
A favour repaid supposedly. 
 
That was some thirty years ago, and I found that I loved the job and more than that, loved 
horses. 
 
I seemed to have some sort of affiliation, a sense of what a horse was thinking that 
eventually became a well-worn rumour around the track and with other Trainers. I was 
snapped up, stolen from my shady employer who seemed to want to keep me as a Strapper 
with no other future role thought of. The guy who convinced me that I had a future in the 
racing game was one of the most successful and honest Trainers in Australia. 
 
That is not a paradox, but a truth. 
 
Most are not shady characters. 
 
He took me under his wing. 
 
A Strapper and Stable Hand and then quickly an Apprentice Jockey. 
 
For about fifteen years I was quite a successful Rider for him alone until several falls in 
close succession sucked me of my nerve. And my enthusiasm. 
 
After those couple of falls and some time in hospital, I'd mount a horse even to do some 
gentle training exercises and all I could see was flying horses catapulting, somersaulting, 
and hitting the ground around me with sickening thumps and whumps of escaping hot air 
from their huge lungs. Other riders sailing through the air and the massive form of a horse 
falling toward me as I lay paralysed on the ground. The only thing that saved me was a stiff 
front leg of the horse that I had been riding that careened her massive body away from my 
frozen form by millimetres. The horrible and surprisingly loud crack as that front leg 
snapped. The death of this thoroughbred now assured. I will be for-ever certain that the 
horse knew exactly what was in store for her but she chose to hold those front legs stiff to 
avoid my still form saving me from a horrible death. 
 
She suffering that fate instead. 
 
The Trainer, through connections, got me a job with the Race Course Security Group which 
meant that I could still stay around the industry that I had come to love. I would watch out 
over the race goers, milling with the crowds on the look-out for Pick-pockets, Conmen, 
winning ticket-stub thieves, and the usual Barfly come con-artist. And the habitual drunken 
bully and yobbo spoiling a good day out by most of the racing fraternity. 
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I became somewhat of a celebrity in this role. 
 
I don't stand out in a crowd. It never occurred to me that my small stature would be enough 
to make me almost unnoticeable. Invisible-like. I now always think that I can lose myself in 
the crush; and often do! 
 
My mentor, friend and former employee bank-rolled my introduction into the world of the 
Private Investigator some five years ago. I still do the security role on the Course when-ever 
there is a race meet in town as this is my steady meal ticket. Otherwise I couldn't survive. 
 
Although there are lean times, the success stories are there. Okay...they're rather lean too! 
As a PI and as a Course Detective. But I usually get by with a winning tip if things get 
desperate. 
 
Yep, I love the life, especially when I still get the chance to walk around a Race Course on 
race day. Talking to riders I once competed against. The young ones coming up. Giving 
them tips on how to handle certain rides. The sassy ones. The lazy ones. The impatient ones. 
The over-confident fillies taken down a peg or two before they could win with confidence. 
Most horses need to know the feeling of losing before they can get that winning feeling. 
Listening to the hidden language of the horses as they prepare themselves for their race. 
Stirring up the stable hands and strappers. Getting the occasional inside tip on a sure bet. 
Mingling with the common folk, the hoi-polloi, and the movers and shakers of industry, the 
law, and politics. I now know them all and they can be good to know. 
 
An advantage. 
 
More than one case has come my way because of this attachment, this common bond of 
racing. And more than one clue gathered the same way. 
 
My siblings? 
 
After our Mum died, we drifted apart. 
 
To tell you the truth, I can look at them now and wonder on the linage of several of them. 
Their sire. Three of them I reckon may have full sibling status, while the other four, I'm not 
too sure about. I'll never do any sums and think when Dad wasn't there for fear of 
discovering something uncomfortable. But to think too hard about the subject only casts 
dispersions on my poor Mother's soul, so I do not lose sleep over the dilemma. 
Both my sisters are interstate. Somewhere. Married I guess. One brother is in prison, 
another in a shady past-time down south which one can safely assume will end eventually in 
tragedy. Two of my younger brothers own some sort of Pub or two in Bangkok and Manila, 
just two breathes this side of the law. 
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The youngest brother by quite a few years is a Solicitor and a rising star in local politics. 
We keep in touch. Him and I. We never mention the other siblings when we chat, which is 
not that often. An occasional beer with one another when he is in town at the more 
important race meetings. Nothing else; as though he wants to keep some distance believing 
the common fiction of PI's being a little on the shady side...or perhaps suspecting that I 
represent a half-brother, God forbid! 
 
Surprisingly, he has steered several small jobs my way, though a Kindergarten kid could 
have solved them. But they paid well and on time. He sometimes hints at further consults. 
He's a good kid. Heading in the right direction with a brain and a streak of compassion and 
empathy a mile wild. 
 
I'm rather proud of him though admitting this fact would never do. 
 
As though by comparison, my achievements in life in staying away from what one could 
call a hereditary flaw was so much less successful than his chosen path in life. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
The Lamond Tower was within walking distance of my building. 
 
I made good time to the latest architectural phallic symbol of town. 
 
Standing on a street corner that gave views of the superb tall structure, I thought that my 
entry would never go unnoticed either by a Lobby Attendant or at the very least, some 
security cameras overseeing every ingress point. 
 
I was not that enthusiastic in letting the police know of my entrance into the building. 
 
As I got nearer the large Foyer area, neither was the case as though the Owners, Financiers 
or Designers of the building had been instructed on what security arrangements should be 
adopted within the Entrance area. The comings and goings of the tenants or Apartment 
owners and visitors alike were not of any-one's concern. Especially one could assume, by 
the cops! Go figure. But a quick squiz up and down the street showed well-positioned traffic 
cameras which also would take in the expansive front Entry Foyer of the building. The cops 
aren't stupid knowing that if rumour is correct, a substantial number of 'colourful identities' 
had their town apartments in this complex. 
 
Because of my size, I was sure that a blind man could identify my entry into the tower, so 
there seemed little point in a furtive approach. 
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Bold and brazen was the order of the day. 
 
Automatic glass doors. Highly polished grey marble with a white marble tile pattern 
throughout the expansive Foyer area. A bank building would be envious of the design and 
finish. A separate secure Lift lobby with six lifts. Three on each side of the Lobby. One Lift 
for the exclusive use of the Penthouse Apartments on the uppermost floor. Not a person in 
sight. No Security Supervisor or pseudo Receptionist seen. Not even a Counter or desk 
arrangement though there were several doors leading off the main central Lobby area. All 
clearly displaying 'No Entry' sign-age. The vast Foyer area lightly furnished with bulky, 
expensive leather lounge suites dutifully guarding solid glass block coffee tables. The latest 
edition of the Financial papers and magazines strewn onto their surfaces, but to the trained 
eye, they meticulously placed to give that impression. 
 
To one side a bank of Mail Boxes only accessible from the large Foyer area. Built into a 
wall of stone that curled lazily amid square corners and right angle lines. 
 
The stone wall continued and protruded out through one of the large glass panels to curl 
around a lush garden of ferns and palms adjacent the main entry doors into the complex. 
 
There was a posting slot in each of the mail boxes. A small glass panel that allowed you to 
view the inside contents without unlocking the door. A bloody brilliant idea. A box for each 
Apartment in the complex. Each Apartment number clearly sign written. The door of each 
mailbox having a very secure looking lock. A glance through the glass panel of mailbox 
number 47A indicated that there was some mail inside. I tried the key of 47A slightly 
surprised that it opened the letter box. 
 
A lot of thought had gone into this aspect of the building design. 
 
Security-wise. One key fits all. It wouldn't surprise me if the same key gave entry into the 
Basement areas. The private parking allotments. 
 
I wondered whether this was a good omen for things to come. 
 
I slipped on my leather gloves as I wondered to myself why Baron had not thought to check 
the mail as he had checked the apartment for any sign of Suzie. 
 
Another point to keep in mind. 
I jotted that point down in my little 'log diary' before continuing. 
 
Then again, the suspicious and enquiring mind of a Private Eye was akin to the mind of a 
Detective. Very similar. These little gems become second nature to a good operator, if I 
must say so myself 
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Looking at the cancellation date stamp on the various sized envelopes, the mail not 
collected for over a week. Since the time that the Baron had said Suzie had gone missing. It 
was obvious that she had not visited here since the date of her disappearance. 
 
If she had, surely, she would have picked up her mail. 
 
Something else popped into my head. 
 
The copy of War and Peace that she had under her arm? 
 
I did not remember seeing it anywhere about her body near the entrance into the Loo. 
 
I closed the mail box after selecting what looked like personal mail as against the normal 
business letters, placing the four envelopes so identified into my inside coat pocket before 
jotting down the latter point into my log diary and replacing the other mail back into the 
box. 
 
I didn’t know how long I would have the Penthouse to myself, so I used the key to gain 
access to the Lift lobby then once I turned the key inside the lift, the door closed and I 
rocketed skyward at an alarming speed. In utter silence with the floor indicator blinking the 
passing floors at what seemed like light speed! The internal dimensions of the lift were 
more than adequate for the two Penthouse Apartments that it serviced exclusively. Almost 
Goods lift dimensions. Probably built for that purpose I thought to myself. Made sense. 
Apartment 47A accessed from one side while 47B the opposite wall of the Lift 
. 
The lift did go to B1 through to B6 which were presumably the underground parking levels. 
 
I will never again complain of the slow, rickety, rocking, jerking, screeching progress of my 
beloved antique open lattice-sided elevator. A true beauty! The gentle speed attained of a 
long-gone era. One that not even a pregnant woman would be frightened of. 
 
I am sure that I achieved a state of weightlessness as the lift came to a sudden stop at the 
47th. level. 
 
I was not looking forward to the trip down, based on that! 
 
The elevator doors swished open with a quiet hush onto a lobby as splendid as the ground 
floor lobby area. If not more luxurious. Sparkling black marble on the floor. Not tiles but 2-
3 metre square slabs of the stuff judging by the joints. 
 
I stepped into a world that I could only dream of, where every furniture item and finish 
seemed to have a large tag that screamed 'You will never be able to afford this in your entire 
life-time!’ attached to it. 
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Even the indoor planter boxes screamed luxuriance to such an extent that I had to take a 
closer look thinking for an instance that all the plants were plastic such was their over-all 
condition and appearance. 
 
I wandered through the over-large sunken Lounge area wading through the ankle deep white 
carpet to take a closer look at the largest flat screen TV that I’d ever imagined was 
available. It appeared to be able to slide down from the ceiling to a more comfortable 
viewing height blocking out the majestic view through the floor to ceiling double glazed 
window panels. 
 
The uninterrupted panorama was a 180º vista from a northerly aspect through the east to the 
south. 
 
An expansive terraced area also offered this same view though I did not dare to venture 
outside even though every large glass panel could be slid aside to open the inside to the 
outside terraced area. The balustrade around the entire terrace area including the external 
wall of the 10 metre two lane lap pool was thick clear glass. The entire length seemed to 
have no visible vertical support, horizontal handrail for added bracing or vertical bracing 
and even though the panels were 150 centimetres tall I suffered vertigo just by the effect. 
The glass was a good 25 millimetres thick. It would have cost big bucks just for that. 
 
It's not that I fear heights, quite the opposite in fact, but when one would take a wander 
across that Terrace after only just awakening, I bet the first thing that comes to mind is that 
there is no barrier between me on the 47th. floor and the roadway below! 
 
I like that security barrier of having a railing on top of the glass. Perhaps even a couple of 
uprights to give the impression that the glass be suitably strengthened and braced. Who 
cares if a minute part of the vista be lost to a stainless-steel handrail? Glass has a tendency 
to be brittle, snapping at the most inopportune moments, like when you maybe leaning 
against it and it suddenly decides to fail.... 
 
I backed away and continued to amble through the Apartment. 
 
Most of the colour was from the various plant gardens, occasional pillows on white leather 
lounges that you didn’t sit on, rather you sat into, and a variety of spectacular jaw dropping 
modern art montages and sculptures. Many looked vaguely familiar as though I may have 
seen them previously in the Contemporary Art Museum. There were two large glass coffee 
tables. The glass was 50 millimetres thick with the surface curved to form the upright legs at 
both ends. I could not lift either of them. They were that heavy. 
 
There were several Women’s magazines strewn across the surface of both. 
 
The Kitchen and Bar eatery would have made any chef of some repute green with envy. 
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There were two Ovens and two microwaves. 
 
Why? 
 
I would never know! And perhaps I would never entertain that number of people who 
required that the meal be prepared in two Ovens! 
 
Got me beat! 
 
A stove top that looked as though it could double as a BBQ and possibly did! A double sink 
unit that you could almost swim in with a Dish Washer underneath. Counter tops of grey 
speckled granite that you could prepare a feast on. 
 
And skate-board on after you cleaned up the food scraps. 
 
A large two door frig that you practically walked into that held several bottles of water, a 
dozen stubbies of beer, a punnet of fresh strawberries, several tubs of yoghurt, a dozen eggs, 
some Apples, Oranges and bananas in the vegetable Crisper and a large jar of Vegemite in a 
door shelf. It could accommodate a darn sight more! The adjacent upright Freezer section 
had a generous supply of Instant Dinners, frozen vegetables, corn cobs, pizza slabs and 
various meats packaged and labelled for single serves. 
 
The electric wine cooler was shy by two bottles of being full. Bottles of reasonable pink and 
yellow Champagne and a good variety of white wines, both dry and sweet. The large walk-
in Pantry was well-stocked with a large variety of packets, sachets, glass storage jars, cans, 
and bottles. All neatly stacked with labels facing out. Not a plastic container in sight! An 
end wall was a mini Wine cellar made from thick terracotta pipes stacked on top of each 
other. 
 
A good selection of Reds. 
 
I took a bottle of Merlot. 
 
1992. 
 
From Margaret River, Western Australia. 
 
I knew it’s price at around $100 a bottle. 
 
All the other drawers and cupboards above and below the Kitchen benches filled with the 
various implements of mealtime requirements. All obviously top of the range utensils, 
glassware, and china. 
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Nothing looked as though it had been utilised to prepare a meal, though. 
 
It was sterile. 
 
There was a door adjacent to the entrance into the Dining Room that revealed a short 
corridor. To one side a Utility Room with top of the range Washing machine and Dryer and 
all the paraphernalia needed to clean, iron and launder clothing and to keep the Apartment 
sparkling. On the other side was a large Powder Room with the normal Loo, a bidet, and a 
double wash basin. A shower cubicle large enough for a dozen people. The external wall 
again was a floor to ceiling double glass panel. 
 
You could look straight down to the roadway below. 
 
Forty-seven floors. 
 
I scratched my head wondering why some-one on this floor would like to expose their 
private parts to the milling crowd below. I certainly wouldn't, but I guess each to his own, 
huh? 
 
I didn’t get too close! 
 
I doubted that privacy would be a problem, but if it was, that panel too, had captive blinds 
that were adjustable just in case there happened to be a low flying plane passing by at that 
instant that an orgy was in progress. I dismissed this thought immediately. If you were in the 
middle of an orgy, the last thing that you would concern you, would be a low-flying plane! 
 
Not that my experiences in life had extended that far! 
 
I cannot be accused of having no imagination, though. 
 
I back-tracked to walk through the Kitchen into the Dining Area. 
 
It too had superlative views through huge floor to ceiling sliding glass panels with captive 
blinds. The floor boarding a continuation of that in the Kitchen. The rich deep red of Jarrah 
hardwood. The Dining Room table was again thick clear glass that seemed to float. It 
supported on a chrome metal frame suspended from the ceiling by two small diameter 
chrome pipes (?) cables (?). Not a table leg in sight! I leant against the glass surface with my 
hip. There was no movement and for the life of me I couldn’t figure out how the table was 
braced to prevent such an action. 
 
There could be no hanky-panky underneath this table that would go unnoticed! 
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It seemed obvious that the Architect or Interior Designer had shares in Pilkerton Glass! Or 
he had very decadent views etched in stone! 
 
There were ten chairs evenly spaced around the table. Again, several large Art pieces 
obviously original, decorating two of the walls. There was a very large antique dresser on 
the far wall. Nothing else. This piece was the centre-piece of the room along with the 
incredible floating glass table. 
 
I love some antique furniture especially early Colonial and this was a handsome example of 
that period. Very expensive indeed. Professionally restored. 
 
I looked through the drawers and opened the doors. 
 
Nothing unusual hidden within. 
 
It was as if the entire Apartment was some type of Exhibition Unit. A week-end visit by 
hordes of inquisitive rubberneckers wanting tips on Interior Design or wanting to view how 
the other half live. 
 
There was not a thing out of place. 
 
No marks, smears, or dust anywhere. 
 
It was impersonal. 
 
No evidence of any personal little memento, photograph frame or knick-knack. 
 
Cold. Calculated. Unlived in. Unloved. 
 
Philosopher me. 
 
The Great Sentimentalist! 
 
I stopped to scratch my head. Here I was taking the tripe out of this multi-million-dollar 
Apartment. If I could explain my humble abode, I think the Laundry in this edifice would be 
slightly larger than my one room residence....and fifteen grades of sterility more than my 
dust whorled existence. 
Okay, I might have been slightly envious...just a tad! 
 
I back-tracked to the top of the two steps that led down into the sunken Lounge and climbed 
the steps to the second level. These stairs too, fabricated of thick clear glass with the treads 
protruding so it seemed from the adjacent wall of slate pieces. A handrail of clear glass. You 
felt as though you were going to fall through at any moment. Or as though you were 
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walking on air! Again, not a mark on the steps that may have indicated that some-one else 
had ever negotiated these treads. 
 
There were two bedrooms on the upper level with their own large Ensuite and walk-in ’his 
and hers’ wardrobes. 
 
Each Bedroom was a mirror reflection of the other in all regards even down to the colour 
scheme, bed linen and towelling in the Ensuites. Each Bedroom was close to twice the size 
of my entire Office suite. A king size bed and a two seater Queen Anne sofa the only 
furniture. The bedroom associated with the ‘lived-in’ look of the Ensuite and the walk-in 
robe had a recessed shelving section over the bed head that held surprise, surprise a few 
small photograph frames, an antique ’Mickey Mouse’ alarm clock, several books on 
Military History and ‘his and hers’ Cartier watches, both dripping with diamonds. 
 
I pocketed these. 
 
Some may accuse me of being a thief...or a Kleptomaniac. Me? I'd say that I was an 
Opportunist. When opportunity knocks and you don't answer the door, you're either deaf, 
ignorant, otherwise indisposed or not at home! 
 
I would never classify myself as any of those. 
 
You could have held a Ball such was the free floor space in the Bedroom which again was 
carpeted by the same ankle deep white carpet as the Lounge area. Again, one wall was 
entirely floor to ceiling double glass panels that slid apart giving access onto large terraces 
with the same clear glass balustrade as downstairs. 
 
I did not venture outside. 
 
I did a cursory but thorough examination of the Ensuites and Robes. 
 
Not a Target or Big W label in sight. All upmarket with notable name tags. Expensive 
underwear. Sexy lingerie. Both ‘walk-ins’ almost full of clothes. Casual and formal. Not a 
trackie-dackie in sight. Shoes hand-made. Top of the range. His and Hers. A shared 
jewellery box that overflowed with gold. 
 
It seemed a certain bet by the size of the Men’s gear that I looked at, that this was also 
Baron’s abode. 
 
He failed to tell me this fact. 
 
I wrote this point in my log diary. Took a chunky gold chain from the Treasure Box and 
slipped it into my coat pocket. The pockets were beginning to sag! 
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The Ensuites had ‘his and hers’ basins on a continuous granite bench. Heated towel racks. 
Open shelving loaded with the fluffiest, most expensive towels. 
I rummaged under and around for any contraband. 
 
A Shower recess large enough for four people again with the clear glass panel giving a view 
of straight down. These people had some sort of genital fixation… or the Architect who 
designed this building did… in a big way! 
 
The medicine cabinets behind large mirrors accommodating the usual flotsam found in most 
peoples’ homes. Some of hers. Some of his. No prescription drugs. A few alternative 
medicine bottles and tonics. Different mouth wash bottles. Hers held also a clever pull-out 
arrangement of at least two dozen small drawers and receptacles holding a vast array of 
cosmetics. The expensive brands. I searched through each mini-drawer. Each container. 
 
I opened the top of the cistern. 
 
No hidden contraband or drugs. 
 
I could not be accused of tardiness or not being thorough in my initial search of the place. 
 
But time was a-wasting, as they say. 
 
I wandered into the last room of the Apartment. 
 
A Study/Office that seemed to jut out past the side of the tower building itself. This truly 
had one wall of glass that looked straight down. 
 
I did not venture too close. 
 
The entire back wall taken up with shelving stretching from floor to ceiling groaning under 
the weight of a huge selection of books. Most were either Military History volumes through 
the ages or Biographical. Of every important Politician, Despot and Ruler who ever existed, 
so it seemed. There was also a smattering of popular classics but not a single novel written 
in this era. 
 
I pulled out one of the thick volumes. No-one so it seemed had ever opened the book to read 
its contents. No curled pages on the spine. No turned over corners. 
 
In a lower shelving corner, there were two computer towers. I switched both on. Wireless 
connection. The other two walls centred by again the ubiquitous thick clear glass desks of a 
similar design to the coffee tables in the sunken Lounge with the 50-millimetre-thick clear 
glass curled at 90º at each end to form the leg supports. A black leather swivel chair at each 
desk. On one was a cordless phone and stand, a wireless keyboard, a large flat screen 
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computer monitor and several small glass photograph frames. I pocketed one of a group 
setting that maybe worth a more thorough scan later. Behind this desk on the wall were 
several landscape paintings of the Australian Outback grouped together to form a 
beautifully balanced montage. Off to one side and not in the centre. 
 
The way I would mount original paintings if I had the choice. 
 
Opposite this wall was the other similar clear glass desk and expensive leather chair. A 
mobile phone charger and stand. No mobile phone in sight. A wireless keyboard. A similar 
sized flat screen computer monitor. No photograph frames. Behind this desk on the wall 
were similar original paintings larger than those on the opposite wall arranged in an ordered 
balanced way. But centred on the wall. 
 
An indication of the different characters of each of the persons who used this area. 
 
There was a two-seater black leather lounge off to one side adjacent to the glass wall as 
though a respite area from the drudgery of the Office and its computers. 
 
A superb view was again on offer. 
 
The Airport with its finger landing strip jutting out into the bay looked at arm’s length 
away. 
 
The international container shipping terminal with its huge travelling gantries dock side 
made more massive by its seeming proximity. 
 
A very expensive looking and large Telescope perched on its tripod meant that you could 
search for hours while lounging in comfort in the leather lounge. I was tempted to peer 
through the eye piece, but again the 47 floor drop on the other side of the windows deterred 
me. 
 
I didn’t venture to that end of the room, staying some metres away from the huge double-
paned picture window; well within my comfort zone. 
 
I was surprised that the computers were not password protected and after trawling through 
various folios I copied all folios created or added to a month before Suzie Sapphire 
disappeared, up to the present date onto a Flash-drive. One of the computers linked to 
another that I assumed was located at the Blue Sapphire Room. While this operation was 
occurring, I rummaged through a line of drawers built into the shelving unit at waist height. 
Apart from the usual paraphernalia associated with any Office operation there was nothing 
out of the ordinary. I assumed therefore, that there were no paper back-up files of the 
information stored in the computer ’C’ drives. Or if there was, which is standard practise, 
then it wasn’t in this Apartment. I removed the Flash-drive and put the Computers into sleep 
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mode. I knew that the Cops would be able to locate, identify and retrieve what I had just 
done so there appeared to be no reason to go through the process of turning them off. 
 
I took a quick squiz around and headed for the lift. 
 
In the Entry Foyer, I slipped one of my deck shoes off and placed it at the door jamb of the 
Fire Escape door. To hold it ajar after I had entered the stair-well. I surprised by the smell 
emanating from the $20 Target special shoes wafting about! 
 
If I had been caught in the stair-well I would have to walk down the entire forty-seven 
floors to exit the building. 
 
I vaulted down four flights of stairs to the next available Fire Door. I could not open this 
door from the stair side as per Fire Regulations. I was aware though that I had descended 
two floors. That meant that the Fire Escape Stairwell for Apartment 47B configured in a 
double helix arrangement for want of a better description or was located on the other side of 
the Lift-well. Each fire stairwell gave emergency access for each alternate floor. 
 
This also meant that the only way that any-one could access from 47A to 47B or vice-versa 
was through the two-way lift arrangement. 
 
With the correct key. 
 
Or by invitation. 
 
I had to place the key in the key way in the Apartment’s Entry Lobby and turn it just to call 
up the Lift. It had not moved from its station and was sitting patiently waiting for my egress 
from Level 47A. That meant that the Lift did not automatically go down to the Ground 
Floor to await its next command. 
 
The doors closed again with that gentle hush but the Lift remained stationery. I again had to 
insert the key into the relative 47A key-way, turn it then press the button for my intended 
destination. 
 
Level B1. 
 
I only glanced out of the open Lift door when I stopped at Level B1. 
 
My guts a sodden heap on the floor between my legs. 
 
I am sure that there is also a dent in the ceiling that corresponded to the shape of my head. I 
am sure that I again momentarily lifted off as the lift began its rapid descent. Me being left 
behind in the world of weightlessness! 
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I did the same for Level B2 through to B6. 
 
The cursory glance at each level indicated that the first two levels were secure Storage Units 
with Levels B3 through to B6 parking bays. 
 
There was an assortment of vehicles not just of the luxury type, though the $100K models 
and above definitely outnumbered the models that the plebs could afford and drive. 
 
I ordered the Lift back up to Level B1. 
 
I had wanted to look through the Storage Unit for Apartment 47A sure of my suspicion that 
the same key would gain me access. But I felt that I may have over-stayed my welcome. I 
walked over to the Fire Escape Door clearly marked, confident that this would take me 
directly outside to the side-street and not the main thoroughfare that the Apartment Building 
fronted onto. 
 
I noticed prudently located black security camera domes that gave views of all areas on this 
level. 
 
This confirmed for me that it was a safe bet that all other areas including the Lifts had some 
sort of surveillance equipment. I didn’t doubt either that every time that I inserted the key 
into any of the key-ways this too was being digitally recorded. 
 
I made the outside, crossed the street, and was walking towards my Office when three 
unmarked ’D’ cars, a forensic Unit and two Cop cars pulled up at the front of the building. 
 
I didn’t doubt that I would be quickly identified by the cops as the person who had gained 
entry into the building using Baron Labinski’s security key. And that I had spent some time 
in the Apartment. 
 
Depending on how the Police investigation was going and who was heading that 
investigation would determine how long it would take for a Warrant to be issued to search 
my Office for anything that I may have lifted from the Apartment that maybe incriminating 
to my Client. 
 
My need to protect my Client paramount. 
That is how the cops would view my little sojourn. 
 
If I were in their shoes, so would I! 
 
I viewed it slightly differently from my side of things, at this point in time. 
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I did not give a fig about the guilt or innocence of my Client. I was still trawling for clues 
letting them fall where they may. My tenure was to find who killed Suzie Sapphire. 
 
That was the short and tall of the case, as far as I was concerned. 
 
Anything suspected of being lifted from the Apartment before, during or after this case was 
solved was due to light-fingered cops. Not I! 
 
I quick-walked back to the Office detouring slightly to my Bank building to deposit the 
$15K cheque into my account requesting an urgent clearance. This would still take 48 hours 
even after paying a fee for expeditious handling. 
 
What a bloody rip-off! 
 
A cheque generally should take no more than 3 or 4 business days to clear at the best of 
times in this age of digitised banking procedures. 
 
I tried vainly to explain to the pretty young thing across the counter from me that this was 
not the best of times for me. The pretty young thing stood there with a concerned look on 
her face trying to give the impression that she cared about my grave situation. Me with a 
well-practised pained look on my face. She seemed not to be able to hold the concerned 
look for long as it rapidly disappeared. A well-practised friendly smile replaced the scowl of 
concentration. The smile now unwavering as she explained by rote the clearance procedures 
for any business cheque. 
 
She knew I knew that she really didn’t give a hoot about it. 
 
Any of it. 
 
Not one iota! 
 
I couldn’t wait another 2 or 3 days longer than the 48 hours to start to draw on the funds so I 
agreed to the ransom demands. This placed me further into the red on my meagre over-draft. 
 
The bank obtained still more penalties and fees on this arrangement! 
 
I should have become a Banker instead of the renown successful Private Dick that I am to-
day. 
 
The cheque I still optimistically believed, was unencumbered. 
 
I would have that fact confirmed within 48 hours. 
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Either way! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
As I approached my building I could see that there were still plenty of Cops about. 
 
I pushed through the quaint revolving door that on days of blustery cold sou' westerlies 
coming straight off the snowfields, protected the Lift and stairwell atrium from ice-bergs 
forming. The cold temperatures still crept in, but the howling wind was kept at bay. 
 
I sauntered over to the Concierge’s cubby-hole. 
 
A look of surprised innocence on my face. 
 
A beautiful act in case some police officer was looking; or within earshot. 
 
“What’s going on, George?” I enquired. 
 
A shrug from the wizen old man. A jut of his jaw. 
 
“A dead body. Two shots. Your floor. A woman. A singer from the ’strip’. So’s I bin told. 
Where ya bin?” 
 
Economy of words. 
 
Economy of breath. 
 
He took my mail from its pigeon-hole behind his seated form and passed it over the small 
counter top. He really didn’t want to know of my whereabouts. It was just his way of saying 
‘G’day’ or ‘afternoon’. His hand trembled. I doubted from this morning’s to-do. Or old age 
for that matter. More than likely because of the proximity to all these cops asking him 
questions. Too many questions. He hated any form of prolonged conversation. Or having to 
give any form of information to the cops. 
 
He was old school, was Old George. 
 
“Bills?” 
 
“Bills.” He replied in confirmation. As though this was always the extent of my personal 
mail. 
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Old George, it is claimed, first warmed his seat when the building had been completed. 
Around the time of the Boer War I reckoned! It is also claimed that he had not missed a 
day’s appearance since in his little cubby-hole and that his ties to the old crime bosses of the 
town still lingered. I don’t know about that, but he had given me background information of 
those of by-gone days that had helped in a few of my cases. It was he who had supplied the 
last bit of information, and the most important, that confirmed the identity of my father’s 
killer. And why. The tentacles of crime linked generations, families, and family friends. It 
was the parasites, hangers-on and ’associates’ that for-ever changed. They were the ones 
who were dispensable. Easily replaced. Either because they were the 'Fall Guys' and always 
ended up in Prison or their lives were mysteriously ended. Their bodies dumped in unknown 
graves as a sacrifice to the status quo remaining. 
 
I glanced around the Foyer area. No cops within hearing distance. 
 
“George….” I spoke quietly. “Put this stuff in the private bin will ya? Till I ask for it.” 
 
I slid out the Flash drive, the bottle of Merlot, the envelopes, the watches, and the chunky 
gold chain and the one small photograph frame that I had taken from the Apartment. 
 
George placed them silently into a large envelope and bent to place it some-where under the 
counter. I knew that he would later put them in his 100-year old safe which had pride of 
place in his Bedroom. Mainly because the thing was so big and heavy it couldn’t be moved 
else-where. Without huge costs and a lot of effort. Old George swore by the fact that it was 
tamper-proof, fool-proof and would survive any attempt to crack it. Even with explosives! 
 
I had no reason to disbelieve him and this arrangement was not mine alone from what I had 
heard. 
 
As I had slid Suzie Sapphire’s hopefully personal mail from my coat pocket I had this 
adrenalin charge. There had been some dozen or so letters in that mail box. All Suzie’s. This 
seemed a little strange since the amount and type of clothing in Baron Labinski’s ’Walk-in’ 
robe was quite substantial. From my trained but careful rummage, I reckoned that it was a 
safe bet he resided at this address. Not one envelope though had his name on it. I doubted 
also that Suzie would have been a great fan of Military history; or political figure 
biographies. And although her presence had been noticeable within the Apartment, the over-
all feel of the joint was, if anything, masculine! 
 
I jotted down that I needed to know of the home address that Baron had alluded to this 
morning and the lack of mail for him at the Lamond Tower. More than likely he had a 'fall 
pad' above the Club. Very late nights would force that arrangement on anyone! I knew that I 
should visit The Blue Sapphire Room that night, sure that it would be open for business. 
More than likely not until at least after 8 PM though. Unfortunately, there was a mid-week 
race meeting on the morrow and as usual, my presence expected at the track before 6 AM. 
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An early start meant an early night for me. 
 
I doubted that a day’s delay in sussing out The Sapphire Room and its staff would be much 
of a problem. In fact, it could very well be to my advantage as the cops would, I assume, be 
visiting the joint to-night. 
 
“I’ll bring over tea about 6 to-night” I told George. 
 
He knew what I meant. 
 
For his continued co-operation and safe keeping of items from time to time, I would shout 
him tea on that night. As did other tenants with similar needs. 
 
Chinese. 
 
A long-neck. 
 
It was a non-negotiable arrangement, even if it meant that I had to go into debt to abide by 
the rules, which I often did! 
 
As was the case at the moment! In a big way too, I might add! 
 
I headed up the stairs two at a time. 
 
Opened my Office. 
 
Locked my gun in the ‘gun drawer’ and returned the key to its labelled hook. 
 
I wandered down the Corridor pretending to be inquisitive as to the morning’s carry-on. 
 
There was blue and white striped crime tape barring my progress any further down the main 
corridor. No further than the other side of the lift and stair atrium. A uniformed Police 
Officer reinforced the exclusion zone by staying my progress towards the toilets. Where the 
shooting took place. 
 
“Sorry Sir,” Very solemn. “No access, I’m afraid. It’s a crime scene.” 
 
“Oh! I just need to use the toots. What happened here?” Another occasion where I practised 
my acting abilities. 
 
I’ll be up for an Oscar soon what with all these rehearsals. 
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“There are Male and Female toilets available to tenants of this building on the next floor 
down sir. As far as what happened here this morning, I cannot divulge the details sir. Just to 
say that a crime scene has been set up here and maybe in place for some time, sir.” 
 
I wandered back to my Office. I was in the Bed-sit area when I heard the Office door open 
then close. 
 
“Arrh! There you Lofty. Good to see you, mate. If you’re making a coffee I have 2 sugars 
with skim milk.” 
 
“If you want anything but one and white milk powder, you can shoot across the road to 
Gloria’s if it’s still open.” A smile on my lips. “OK Abbey. What’s going on?” 
 
Detective Sergeant Robert Jonathan Clifford James Church aka Abbey was a well-respected 
Homicide Officer who had been in the Force since Governor Macquarie took charge of 
Sydney town. I had worked with him for a couple of years at several Race Courses before 
his promotion into the Homicide Division as its Head. He partnered with 'Sonny' Liston, 
another top cop. No-one knew Liston's first name and the nickname was the only one given 
since Cain and Abel realised their lack of choice in females. 
 
A lot of cops did stints with the Course Boys for a bit of ready or to get the inside info so 
that their betting tab could get back in the black. 
 
Abbey had the top solve rate in the State and was a bloody good bloke to boot. 
 
He was no fool. 
 
“Lad, lad. Don’t play games with me. I know you were here holding a gun on our prime 
suspect Number One. The illustrious Mr. Baron Labinski. So, cut the green turds and tell me 
your side of the story. And be very careful lad, as I also know where you were this morning. 
I’ve already reviewed the security tapes. I hope that the bottle of Red was worth the while of 
nicking it.” A guttural laugh. “I can guess what you were up to.” He peered around my 
dingy digs. “Tell me when you are going to do a make-over and I’ll come over to help. It 
will never emulate the Penthouse that you toured this morning, though will it? Never!” 
 
I carried the full coffee mugs out into the Office and sat them on my desk. 
 
Took the offered cigarette taking several puffs before I answered. 
 
Gawd it felt good. 
 
When we had been working together at the Courses he had asked whether I knew any good 
Painters, as he wanted to re-paint his house. Inside and out. The truth was that his wife had 
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been nagging him for some time to organise it. I was between jobs, so to speak and a bit 
tight on the old coin. I offered to do it for him. He helped, I must admit. It took us about six 
weeks, mostly on week-ends when there were no race meetings. The two of us. Me on week 
days if there were no mid-week race meetings. We almost killed ourselves. Grog and ladder 
climbing are not compatible companions. But we finished the job, inside and out. I refused 
to take any money from him as I said that he had provided three square meals a day and all 
the grog I wanted to drink. Cigarettes to smoke. If we were not firm friends before that, we 
became so during that process. I would often drive his kids to Sports things on week-ends if 
he was rostered on working at the Office. Going with his missus to keep her company. She 
was a bloody pearl. 
 
'Banjo' every-one called her because her maiden name was Paterson. Like most nick-names, 
it stuck like glue since she was in Kindergarten almost! In fact, I'd be pushed to remember 
her correct first name. 
 
I recounted the morning’s events. 
 
The shooting. 
 
My response. 
 
My superlative expertise hired and the visit to the Lamond Tower. Leaving out several 
points that I thought were not important such as the envelopes, watches, the photograph, and 
the Flash-drive download. 
 
He already had me cold on the bottle of red. 
 
I wondered about the other stuff. 
 
“So…. he’s hired you tooo…...?” 
 
“Do your job for you. You get paid. I get paid and will be able to buy milk, proper milk 
from a cow for my coffee again and we all live happily ever after.” 
 
He nodded, giving my account further thought. 
 
"A good arrangement all round, eh Ace?" 
 
He was a sly old thing who seldom missed a trick. 
 
“What did you make of the pad?” He asked innocently. 
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“Straight out of a Hollywood Real Estate portfolio for the stars. I was completely blown 
away by it.” 
 
“Yeah? But what did you really think of it?” 
 
I leant forward placing my elbows on the desk. 
 
“How can a bloke who owns and operates a small-time jazz and blues club on the Strip 
afford such a place?” 
 
That’s what I should have told him of the pad. 
 
But I didn’t. 
 
It had suddenly come to my mind. 
 
I must remember it to write it down in my log diary. 
 
To the question, I looked him in the eye and shrugged my shoulders. My body language 
hopefully showing confusion. 
 
“Mm….” He nodded his head slowly. Stared out the window. 
 
I felt that I had failed the examination by not giving him the answer that he wanted. 
 
He stood. Stubbed the cigarette out in my overflowing butt-tray. Finished off the coffee in 
one gulp and headed for the door. 
 
“Make sure you buy some real milk. From cows. That powder stuff tastes like green dog 
turds. You should have enough coin for that now, don’t you think? I think I’ll be hereabouts 
for a couple of days more. I’ll expect something decent. And better bloody answers.” 
He gave his guttural laugh as he closed the door. 
 
I heard his heavy footfalls as he proceeded down the hallway and down the stairs, yelling 
some orders out to his people who were still there. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
I knocked on old George’s front door. 
 
His accommodation was behind the main old, three storeys building in what can only be 
described, as former stables. The yard was usually chock-a-block with Tenants’ cars during 
the day and completely vacant except for my old Mini Cooper ‘S’ at night. The only car to 
have permanent undercover protection in one end of the Stable building. 
 
This night, kept company by a Police sedan positioned barring entry into the yard by any 
other vehicle. I wondered whether he would allow me egress in my beautifully restored 
Cooper S at any time soon. 
 
It wasn’t worth the hassle to find out that night. 
 
I’d find out soon enough about 5:30 AM the next morning. 
 
With this back-yard area, the total block of ground including the three storey U-shaped 
building in this inner-city location was one of the largest around and had to be worth its 
weight in gold! The sticking point of course, to any sale of the property, was the supposed 
heritage value of the building. All this meant to any Businessman worth his salt, was that 
little money spent on maintenance. The building gradually would fall into an ever-
decreasing state of disrepair. The yard itself covered with the original bluestone 
cobblestones which were as slippery as all get out when they were wet. But they looked 
superb and had to be as hard as Hades. Film Studios regularly used the area for period piece 
films with horse-drawn carriages and the like. The sound of the hooves on the cobblestones 
was music to my ears. It also meant money and good money to my mentor and Property 
Owner for their presence but an absolute pain for all Tenants who had to find alternate 
parking arrangements for the desired period. It could range from a day to almost two weeks 
being the longest period so far for the film shots to be finalised. 
 
By a Pommy outfit to boot! 
 
Who took for-ever to pay their bill, so I believe. 
 
We had to pay our own Parking Fees at a multi-storey garage nearby every time! 
 
The Stables built of rough stone. The cornerstones chiselled smooth in the style of the turn 
of the century. The 19th. Century that is. Some said that the Stables had been constructed 
well before the main building was even thought. It belonged to another structure long 
demolished to allow the building of the three-storey building that now stood there. 
 



40 

It refurbished as the Building Manager’s accommodation before Adam’s voice broke. 
 
There were two small bedrooms in what once was the loft. The ground floor area had a 
small kitchen come Dining as seen in many country cottages, a tiny bathroom with a 
bath/shower combination and a Lounge area usually referred to in Real Estate parlance as 
quaint. The toilet cubicle was without a door and located in the open roofed area where I 
also garaged my vehicle. It had once been the Grooming/wash down area/standing area for 
the magnificent Draft horses who would loyally pull many a cart or dray in the old days. 
 
Before the advent of gas guggling, exhaust choking vehicles. But as least we were not now 
knee deep in horse shit! 
 
You could still smell the aroma of horse dung if the wind was right. 
 
The accommodation had a new hot water service and a form of central heating which in the 
middle of winter, made the inside quite snug and comfortable. 
 
Old George had a car once. Apparently burnt out as a pay-back or warning. The old bloke 
had never divulged the reason for this act nor the culprits involved. But he never drove after 
that incident or purchased another vehicle which was well before I took up tenancy then 
residence in the building. 
 
The old bloke had offered one of his bedrooms and a share of his digs for my use. 
 
I’d slept alone since the siblings had departed. My solitary life habits had begun than. I 
doubted that I would ever change them so I had declined his kind offer. Setting up a 
bed/sitter arrangement in the adjacent room that had once been the Cleaners' Closet on the 
third floor of the main building. 
 
That's how small my third floor 'digs' were! 
 
Old George for years had not been able to negotiate the stairs up to either loft bedroom and 
had set up a sofa-bed in the Lounge area. The huge ancient safe in a near corner. When you 
visited him you eventually ended up sitting on his bed. Watching his little colour TV set. 
 
This always somehow made me embarrassed, not so much for the intimacy of it, but 
because of the stench that emanated from the linen. 
 
I would be hard pressed to guess of when they were last washed. 
 
I would often hint of the Chinese Laundry on the next block. 
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They did an excellent job on anything taken there to be washed. At very reasonable rates 
too! 
 
He never seemed to take the hint of the many obtuse suggestions for his benefit by yours 
truly. 
 
He apparently once had a wife and son. 
 
By all accounts she was a caustic tongued crone and the boy a lazy worthless. They seemed 
to have disappeared around the time of the car being burnt out, so the rumours indicated. 
Old George never mentioned them or confirmed the story. There was no evidence of their 
existence in the multitude of knick-knacks that crowded every flat surface within the home. 
 
Not one thing. 
 
“Come in, Clem. Come in.” 
 
He was the only person who addressed me using my Christian name and not my tag. My 
nick name. 
 
It was warm inside the house. 
 
We set out the plastic tubs of food on the old pine table in the kitchen, getting out chop-
sticks and chipped china plates. Settled on the hard kitchen chairs and began to eat. 
 
“Do you think we should open that bottle of wine you gave me earlier?” 
 
“No…I think we should keep that safe for a special celebration in the future.” I replied. 
 
“I’ve laid it down in the safe. As good a wine cellar as you’ll ever find.” A wheezy giggle. 
“Because of the bloody thick steel walls, it keeps a constant temperature inside. A bloody 
good wine cellar, I reckon.” 
 
It was the longest passage of words that I think that I have ever heard wheeze from his 
mouth! 
 
We tucked into the meal. An occasional swig from his long-neck. A sip from the stubby I’d 
brought for myself. After we’d eaten and cleared the table, Old George retrieved the packet 
from the safe and placed it before me. He then went into the adjacent Lounge and turned the 
TV on. It was still the same room, but what the heck, he knew when I wanted privacy of 
sorts. 
 
“Do you want me to keep them in the safe for you?” 
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“Yeah” I replied. “The cops know where I went to-day. I think that depending on the way 
things pan out, they may want to rummage through my Office in the next couple of days.” 
 
Things always kept vague without giving too many facts to George. I had faith in him not 
providing the cops with any information but I doubted his integrity to not sell information to 
the highest bidder. At the same time, I completely trusted him not to sticky-beak into any of 
the stuff that I did give him for safe keeping. If that sounds rather convoluted, it is because it 
is! He had several files from me that I needed to work on. On-going jobs. Two of which I 
was ready to pass on to Clients as soon as I could get my computer out of hock and collate 
reports with the incriminating evidence in the form of photographs and/or video. 
 
I needed to give them some attention to roll them up. And I could do with the little money 
that they would return....it was something, at least. 
 
Next week all being well. 
 
When my account would be in the black again. 
 
I tipped the contents out of the large envelope to spread them on the table. I gave the 
watches a good going over. They were the real deal and worth a bit to hock. The Flash-drive 
I think I would need to pass onto my Accountant to deal with. He would go through the files 
with a fine-tooth comb and in simple language explain to me the juicy bits. Hopefully. The 
letters I did not open, preferring to give them more attention on a night that I wasn’t worried 
about getting to sleep early. I did jot down the return addresses that were on the back of the 
four envelopes. I could trace them out and find their connection to Suzie Sapphire by simple 
legwork. 
 
The photograph, I removed from its silver frame. 
 
The shot was of a group of people and a couple of dogs. 
 
Several of the persons posed frozen in time had that gnawing familiarity about them. 
 
I’d sleep on it. It usually came to me when I awoke. 
 
I slid the photograph into my jacket pocket, placed everything back into the envelope and 
stepped into the Lounge room nook. George was fast asleep in the only single armchair in 
the joint. One of those big backed, bulky lounge chairs which swallowed me completely 
when-ever I sat in it. It did the same with the old bloke. His head was resting back against 
the high back, his mouth open, a ghastly sound coming from his throat as though he was 
choking. The TV turned down low. As I stepped into the room rather silently I thought, he 
roused like an old drunk Uncle at a Christening party. He took some moments to get his 
bearings and without a word he took the envelope from my outstretched hand. 
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It took some time of fiddling for him to open the safe, place the envelope inside and close it 
up again. I hoped that it was fire-proof as he wouldn’t have a hope in hell of retrieving its 
content and getting the hell out before the flames engulfed the place. 
 
I said my farewells hoping that my early departure the next morning would not wake him. 
He dismissed the thought with a wave of his hand, thanking me for the meal. 
 
The leftovers would provide him with at least another three meals, I reckoned. 
 
My chit at my favourite Chinese place was getting large. 
 
Come to think of it, so was the one at the Laundry, the Grog Shop, and my usual Breakfast 
Café. 
 
That was another thing that I needed to fix up once that bloody cheque cleared. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
I had an uneventful day at the races the following day. 
 
The crowds were on the increase and had been for several years now. And they were 
generally well behaved and more conversant in the ways of horse racing than the crowds of 
yesteryear. 
 
There were no major incidents to report and the normal ‘lowlifes’ were not seen. 
 
That a bit unusual in itself. Though it often happens in cyclic movements as though the low-
life are drawn to a particular meet like iron filings to a magnetic. Following one another 
around to the different meets in the State in a pre-ordained pattern. 
 
No explicable reason for the phenomenon. 
 
You can clearly guess that I failed Science at school! 
 
I backed two winners at reasonable odds that enabled me to go a round of drinks with 
several persons who may have known some scuttlebutt about Baron Labinski and Suzie 
Sapphire. 
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Unfortunately, little was achieved with most people not willing to talk as the killing may 
have been a little too close to home for most of them. And the blood wouldn’t have dried on 
the ancient floorboards of my building yet! 
 
These were after all, specimens of the ‘well-known racing identity’ species. 
 
Nervously looking over their own shoulders. 
 
I got that impression and the one that there was more to this than just a simple killing of a 
second-rate Blues singer who happened to be the permanent squeeze of one of the criminal 
royalty, a No.1 hood on the Strip. 
 
Everyone seemed not to know anything which was a little out of character for most of them. 
 
I didn’t push it as there was always another way around the road-block. 
 
As was the norm, I was always exhausted after the day at the Course. 
 
It was a long day. 
 
I’d leave home around 5:30 AM and not get back to my digs until at least 8:00 PM on a 
good day! 
 
I usually fell into my bed as soon as I got back to my digs after those meets. Would sleep 
like a babe all night. Well, perhaps not like a new-borne babe. As far as I know, they don’t 
experience erotic dreams at such an early age. 
 
Worryingly, the object of my dreams was the subject of a case that I was wrapping up the 
next day. 
 
Two cases, actually. Both not worth the money or trouble in their successful solve. But you 
can’t knock back the work. You can’t be fiddly, or picky, especially one in my 
circumstances. 
 
One was for a little old lady who lived in a Unit complex not that far from my digs. 
 
Her little white, fluffy dog had run away. Its name was…wait for it…Fluffy. Around here if 
a dog goes missing, you stay away from the more suspect Restaurants located in the narrow 
side lanes and alleys. Ones that you need to descend a flight of stairs to gain entry. A little 
dank, foul air Basement Café for want of a better description, for fear that a little white 
fluffy tail maybe circling around in your ordered soup dish! 
I wrote a report that a carcass of a dog matching the description of her Fluffy was removed 
from the middle of the road not far from her residence. Not more than three hours after the 
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dog was noticed to have gone missing. I attached a ‘Works Order’ memo on official Council 
stationary to that effect with a hand-written note saying that the evidence suggested the dog 
had been hit by a car and had died instantly. This had been confirmed by several eye-
witnesses at the scene. The Official letterhead and statement would fool the most 
experienced eye! 
 
In tendering the completion of my investigation and attached bill for my time, I would also 
provide her with a little white fluffy Kerpoodle puppy which had cost me $150 from a 
friend of a friend of a friend. 
 
The total bill for services rendered was $325! 
 
I knew that she would immediately write a cheque out for that amount and would be 
absolutely thrilled with the new ’Fluffy’. 
 
More so when I explained that this puppy will not shed its hair everywhere. 
 
At our initial meeting, she had been very upset at the disappearance of her little companion. 
She did add that she was at her wits end at the amount of hair that the dog shed. So much so 
that she had been thinking of tossing the poor thing from her twentieth-floor unit balcony on 
more than one occasion! 
 
Like the famous International Model who wouldn’t get out of bed for anything less than 
100K, I too have my limits. 
 
Maybe somewhat lower. 
 
Perhaps a lot lower! 
 
Maybe my digs do not rival hers. 
 
Maybe my bank balance is but a shadow of hers but I know that my enthusiasm, work ethic 
and moral fibre far exceeded hers. 
 
It had cost me more in my time and expenses but the look on the dear old woman’s face 
when I produced the white puppy was priceless. 
 
I’ve often said the line that I don’t get out of bed for anything less than 10 big ones. Some 
understand the tongue-in-cheek humour of it while others have accused me of over-pricing 
my talents. And refused to hire me. 
 
You win some. You lose some. 
The other solve was worth 10K plus expenses. 
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With this type of job, you never knew how the Client will react to the irrefutable evidence 
that you have uncovered during the investigation. He may remain calm and rational, writing 
out a cheque for the full amount as you stood before him. Or he could go off the deep end 
and by the time that he had calmed down you had fled several streets away. Or he could 
produce a gun and shoot the entire family. His last action putting the gun up his nose and 
pulling the trigger. You standing there with blood and brain matter splattered over you with 
no way of obtaining the money owed for your toil! 
 
It truly was a betting man’s domain. 
 
He was a successful Businessman. About mid-range wealth in this town. That meant that he 
was worth over $20 million! A cautious punter. Only on the big race meetings. I am pretty 
sure that is where he got my name from, some-one in the racing fraternity. 
 
He suspected that his wife was cheating on him. He wanted proof either way. 
 
He travelled interstate and overseas a fair bit. Away from home doing what most of these 
people do. Working long hours. 
 
I expected to wrap it up quickly, maybe in a week. No more than two with the actual 
shadowing, tailing and tagging taking no more than two-three days at most. This type of job 
was easy once the movements and habits of the subject are learnt. 
 
Unfortunately, it took me longer. Close on ten weeks. 
 
Rule Number one in this line of work. Never get involved with the ’tag’. 
 
Whoops! 
 
Rules are meant to be broken so some-one once said. 
 
She was not in a sense cheating on him. She didn’t have a lover. Not one! She worked in a 
Brothel. Wanting something to excite her life. He was never home. The two kids by the 
marriage old enough to take care of themselves. She was bored with her life. Her marriage. 
Her existence. 
 
That was it! 
 
I could think of other forms of entertainment to take the tedium out of one's life. Like taking 
up croquet, perhaps. 
 
I had to have proof that she was selling herself. By the second day of tailing her I knew the 
name and locality of the Brothel. An up-market, well respected and long-time business on 
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the southern shore of the Harbour. No Crime figure affiliation involved in the running of the 
place. Owned by a syndicate of Doctors! Clean. Well regulated. No drugs allowed. $200 for 
an hour with the woman of your choosing. 
 
I had to get proof of her involvement. 
 
For all I knew she could be the Cleaner, the Drinks Waitress or the Receptionist. 
 
Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, depending on where the leg is thrown, she wasn’t any 
of those. 
 
She was beautiful. 
 
She had a gorgeous figure. 
 
She was funny and delightful. 
 
Intelligent. 
 
Demure as they say in the classics. I had thought of paying the fee then chickening out of 
the final deed because of embarrassment or failure of body parts to perform. Unfortunately, 
there was no hiding the enthusiasm of said parts to stand up and be noticed. And 
embarrassment was not the right word to describe my state of mind at that instance! 
 
Freud may have had something to say about my mental imagery before and during. 
 
The mental pictures zooming around were of what I have always thought of as my hardest 
race. An 1800 metre classic for fillies during the Spring Carnival. 
 
The coaxing, the calming, and the anticipation moments before entering the Starting Barrier. 
The whack of the opening gate and the exhilaration, the adrenalin rush of the first few 
strides. Settling into a rhythm. But in that race, I had been locked on the rails and had to 
fight like hell to get clear. I rode with energy, with gusto, with anger almost. I rode with 
almost feral emotion. The horse and I covered in sweat. Possibly using the whip a little too 
energetically. Crossing the finish line by a short head. Screaming out my famous winning 
war-cry at that moment. “You bloody ripper.” 
 
Which caused the lady to giggle with glee and embarrassment as this was a ‘proper’ 
establishment. 
 
Like Roger Bannister, I cracked the four-minute mile. Regularly. Some have said too often! 
But for some reason on that day, the mile took over ten minutes. I was more than exhausted. 
She sank back onto the bed glistening with sweat. 



48 

Drained. 
 
“For a little bloke, you sure pack a punch.” She gasped. 
 
I’d like to think that it was a compliment and not a comment on the size of my addendum. It 
wasn’t. You know the saying…. I’m living proof of it! 
 
“Jockeys are known for their stamina in the saddle.” I remarked as I lit up two cigarettes. 
 
I had turned my audio recording Aps on in my phone as I had undressed. It would 
automatically record for some ten minutes before shutting off. Enough time to obtain the 
incriminating evidence. The sounds not ignored. The instructions she murmured as we 
began. I not saying a word. 
 
That’s where it should have ended. After two weeks of investigation and the gathering of 
clues. Unfortunately, it stretched for another eight weeks. 
 
I needed to return weekly, even biweekly to confirm her presence at the Brothel was not just 
a ‘one off’ occurrence. 
 
My expense bill will need some extra work and finesse to cover the outlay. Close on 2 large 
extra! For services gladly sought. 
 
I guess that's why I was down to cold tea in my Scotch bottles. The outlay was slowly 
draining me...along with the physical exertion! 
 
I wrote out two reports. 
 
Vastly different from each other. 
 
Loading both with photographic evidence to suit the spiel. 
 
She remained the central figure of my erotic dreams for some time before she too like all the 
others, dimmed into the darkness of proper sleep. 
 
Finalising those two; more correctly three reports, meant that I caught about three hours 
sleep that night. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
I awoke clammy and wet. 
 
Groggy from so little sleep. The sun had not yet lighted the eastern sky as I clambered, 
tripped, and stumbled around my one room residence. Trying to find myself in the dark. 
 
I dressed in my jogging gear. Packing a clean set of jeans, a polo shirt, and my Bomber 
jacket into my knapsack, slinging its bulbous shape over my shoulder. I picked up a duffel 
bag of dirty clothes that I would drop off at Chin Lo’s Laundry on the way to the ‘Y’. 
 
After hanging the clean gear in my locker in the change rooms in the bowels of the ‘Y’ 
Gym, I jogged the streets of the city for forty-five minutes. Up one street, down the next. I 
returned to the ‘Y’ to have a shower, a shave and to change into my street clothes. 
 
This was a twice a week habit. 
 
More regular than that and people would suspect that I may not have had a shower square in 
my 'digs'. They wouldn't have been wrong! 
 
Usually I would do another 30 minutes or so in the Gym but I had an appointment with a 
little old lady in less than an hour. 
 
I returned to my Office to drop off my knapsack and retrieve the report on the demise of 
dear old Fluffy and detoured to George’s humble abode to pick up the cutest little puppy I 
had ever seen. It dropped off late on the previous afternoon; spending its time since gnawing 
on one of George’s favourite slippers. And pooping diarrhoea everywhere. The old bloke 
didn’t seem to mind. 
 
I walked up to my favourite breakfast joint in the whole city. 
 
No, not that Scot-American chain of heart-attack cardboard seeming to be located on every 
second corner! But a little coffee joint that did the best B and E with tomatoes and toast in 
the world. 
 
My client was already there, dressed to the nines as though this was the classiest joint ever 
and she was on her first date. 
 
Completely over-done. 
 
The rouge on her cheeks making her look like that classic circus clown. The hat on her head 
so outdated that Queen Victoria would have snubbed her nose at it as old fashion! 
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She loved the food which more than likely would give her a heart-attack within the next day 
or two. 
 
Loved the dog to bits and more importantly, loved the report, satisfied that her poor old 
Fluffy had not suffered as it drew its last breath. 
 
She handed a cheque over for $325 plus the amount for her meal and coffee. 
 
By explanation as she stood to go, her new puppy still in its small doggy carrier, she 
scornfully said to me, “I maybe a lot of things, but I ain’t a kept woman or a particularly 
dumb one. Thank you for being kind to an old lady.” 
 
She gave me a kiss on the cheek and a maternal pat on the shoulder. 
 
I wandered back to the Office, a little chuffed at myself, ducking under the crime tape to use 
the Gents. 
 
As with my older lady client, I had made arrangements the day before while I was walking 
the Race Course, to visit the over-suspicious businessman at 5:30 PM the next day in his 
Office. I would have preferred some-where more neutral and public, but he was insistent. 
 
I began to worry some. 
 
I picked up the phone to ring a chap in Police Records who should have been known as ‘The 
Ferret’ because of his ability to extract the most stubbornly hidden information. 
 
From just about anywhere. 
 
Sometimes from his place of work at Police Headquarters or else from his home. He had 
surrounded himself with a stunning array of computer equipment. He was a ’hacker’ in his 
spare time and looked like it. Anaemic skin that seemed to radiate the glow of fluorescent 
lights. Bald. Shiny enough to reflect any strength of light known to mankind, blinding you 
in the process. Coke bottle glasses that enlarged his eyes to ET proportions. A hunched 
back. Rounded shoulders. A paunch that told of fast foods and endless hours of sitting. 
Always in front of a computer monitor. 
 
He’d been one of the first. 
 
A legend apparently, amongst ’the club’ of hackers. 
 
He had been building computers and writing programs for as long as that was possible. He 
was a secret asset to the Police who would never broadcast his fine talents. Never divulge 
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where they had obtained certain information that may have enormous benefits on a case. 
Totally illegally of course. 
 
His one handicap was that he liked a little flutter on the G-Gees. 
 
That was to my advantage. 
 
“Baz? How you been?” I asked friendly-like. 
 
“Lofty? Good to hear from you son. Been a while. Got anything for me?" 
 
“Yeah. Number 6 in the 4th at Sydney at Saturday. Number 2 in the 8th at Gosford next 
week and take the Quinella in the first race with numbers 4 and 10 at Sandown this 
afternoon. Nothing over twenty at any one time.” 
 
“Guaranteed?” 
 
“Guaranteed. You could bet your computer stuff on it.” This was the usual phrasing every 
time that we spoke. 
 
“What can I do for you?” Whispered after he wrote down the information and said it back to 
me for confirmation. 
 
An over-careful man. 
 
“Arh...a joint known as The Blue Sapphire Room. On the main drag on the Strip. Who are 
the registered Owners? If it turns out to be a shelf company with an address in say Port Vila 
or Fiji, can you still dig up the Principals?” 
 
“Not from here.” He meant from Police HQ. “What else?” 
 
I’d given him three tips meaning that there would be three requests. 
 
“Supposedly one of the Co-Proprietors is a woman named Suzie Sapphire. Changed her 
name by deed poll. Don’t know when. I want to know her real name, the date she changed it 
and whether she is married to Baron Labinski.” 
 
I spelt the name for him. 
 
“OK. Give me until to-morrow night.” He went to sign off. 
“One more thing….” 
 
“You gave me three…. you’re already in the red.” 
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“One was a Quinella.” 
 
A muffled laugh. 
 
An exasperated grumble of concurrence. 
 
“I want to know who owns Apartment 47A in the Lamond Tower down in the Haymarket.” 
 
“That’s a stretch old friend. That has so many red flags on it, it looks like a May Day march 
in Red Square!” 
 
Silence except for the rapid sound of keys being depressed. “Vice, Fraud, Internet Fraud, 
Crimes against Minors, Major Crimes, the Gang Squad and Homicide. It’s a surprise that 
the Dog Squad haven’t got a flag on the property!” 
 
“With all that computer action, won’t that make my request easier?” 
 
“Sometimes yes, sometimes no. I’ll try my home office for that one. Could be next week 
before I get back to you. The usual drop?” 
 
This meant an envelope given to George for safe keeping. 
 
“Yes. Armm… could you get me a print-out of all the tenants in the building?” 
 
“You’ll owe me. Big time for that one. You know I don’t operate in the red.” 
 
“Promise. I’ll ring you before next week-end with a certainty in two races on the week-
end.” 
 
I heard his laugh as he disconnected. 
 
I checked the time. 
 
The bank would be now open. 
 
I needed to withdraw a bit of ready. 
 
To pay out the chit at Chin Lo’s Laundry, one at Mrs. Pin Lee who ran the Chinese Take-
away joint, the local Grog Shop whose Owner was going hoarse over demanding that I pay 
out the chit, which didn't seem to stop him from still selling me more grog, the ‘Y’ Gym, re-
new my membership there, pay-up what money I owed to my favourite Breakfast Café, to 
the Cleaner with so many kids and to buy some necessities to live on. Two cartons of 
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smokes. Food too. And cow’s milk. I’ll be extravagant and get skim. I’d also arranged a 
case of long-necks to be delivered to George. 
 
Extravagantly benevolent of me. 
 
And most importantly, purchase two large bottles of Chivas! 
 
That was pure self-indulgence, but what the heck, if everything went well, I would be well 
and truly in the black after to-morrow night! 
 
Or possibly dead. 
 
It was early afternoon before I returned to the office. 
 
A happy fellow. 
 
I gathered my mail from George on my way up. There was a cheque from Labinski’s 
Solicitor for $10 large ‘to complete the contract’ written succinctly on the back. 
 
I hadn’t seen so much coin since I won three races at the one meet during my last 
appearance at the Spring Carnival some seven years ago, just before my series of falls. 
 
I didn’t worry about the rest of the mail, dropping it into my over-full “IN” tray as I went 
past into my Apartment. To put away my groceries, drink, and other necessities that a 
normal person would have around. And a few luxuries that I had splurged on. 
 
He gave me a fright. I was concentrating on making myself a cup of coffee from my new 
plunger jug when he said, “Mm…now that is an aroma that I’d never thought I’d smell in 
this hovel. The smell of money!” 
 
Abbey was leaning against the door jamb of my one room Apartment door. 
 
I needed to get one of those bells to put on the front office door. I figured that that would be 
cheaper than buying a dog. Or hiring a Receptionist. I told him so, offering him a mug, a 
new one at that, of coffee. 
 
“With fair dinkum cow’s milk?” 
 
“This afternoon I can offer you skimmed milk.” I replied somewhat smugly. 
“Whoa, Ace. Keep this up and you’ll be out of money before the end of the week.” It was 
almost the end of the week. “I would’ve bet money that the cheque from your dodgy client 
and our Number One suspect to a murder committed close by would have been 
dishonoured.” 
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I almost told him of the additional 10 large that had come from Baron Labinski's Solicitor 
that morning. 
 
We sat at my tiny two-person Dining Table. 
 
I’d made myself a ham and salad sandwich which Abbey purloined before I had a chance to 
take a bite. I stood, returning to the Kitchenette bench to make another for myself. A flash 
memory of the Kitchen in Apartment 47A made me momentarily look scornfully at my 
meagre appointments. A two-pot gas cook top. A micro-wave and a George Foreman griller. 
An electric jug and a cheap toaster. A single bowl stainless steel sink and a bench top that 
was no more than one metre long! And that was being absurdly generous! 
 
At least the amount of cleaning time spent in this area was minimal. If I remembered to 
undertake such an arduous task regularly. The Cleaner started and finished in my Office. 
My living quarters was not on his ’To Do’ list! 
 
According to him it didn’t exist as it was an illegal 'addition'. I'd often asked him who he 
thought he was, the Building Manager or something! 
 
“Did you hear about your Mr. Labinski. We let him go this morning.” 
 
The words muffled, coming out with sprayed breadcrumbs and what-ever else as he 
munched through his second sandwich. He’ll eat me out of house and home if he stays here 
another hour, I thought to myself.  
 
“Nothing to hold him on. It wasn’t his gun that was used and he had no traces of GSR on his 
skin or clothes. Bit of a bugger. I thought that we may have got another shit-bag off the 
street.” 
 
“Nothing in the stairwell? No trace?” I asked. 
 
He shook his head in the negative. His mouth full of food then a gulp of coffee to wash it 
down. 
 
“That’s good coffee, Ace.” 
 
He’d only just started calling me that. 
 
“Who-ever it was, spent some time wiping down every length of handrail in the fire stairs. 
The door handles too to the escape doors. There was not a single print anywhere on those 
surfaces. Wiped clean. Yet there was ample trace that indicated that the stairwell was 
regularly used.” 
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He leant back in his chair and lit up a smoke. I got up, opened the only window in my living 
quarters and plopped an ashtray down on the table for his use. And mine. 
 
I took the offered smoke and lit up, pleased that my new supply wasn't compromised in any 
way. 
 
“Are you close to any of the other tenants in this rat-hole? Getting any information out of 
old George is worse than having a Prostate check-up. Which reminds me….” 
 
I gave a stifled laugh. 
 
I had a sip of my coffee. From a new mug, as well. Bloody hell it was good stuff. 
 
“Jeez…. I’m not too sure about the Ground floor. There’s been a couple of suites vacated 
and then re-let with meagre works undertaken. Old Man Fensolano is still in 1A. He’s a 
Solicitor and I reckon an original tenant he’s been here that long. IB is empty at the 
moment. Mrs. Mills is still in 1C-D. She’s a lovely old thing. I think perhaps she and 
George may have been an item in their younger days after George’s missus and son took 
off. 1E to H are that Import-Export firm run by Mr. Pin Lee. He’s related to the people who 
own the Chinese Lantern around in Chinatown. Best take-away in this city. The other two 
tenancies on the Ground I’m not too sure about. Half the second floor leased by another 
Chinese Import Export business. Mr Hans Silverson. A nice bloke. He’s mostly overseas. 
His Office run by a niece, I think. Jenny Lee. No relation. There’s new tenants in 2E and 
2G. I haven’t met or even seen them. The other half is vacant. There’s word that it is to be 
done up. Modernised. On the third floor….” I got up to turn on the light. It had gotten dim 
suddenly. 
 
Abbey’s mobile buzzed. He took it out of his pocket. 
 
“Yeah.” He listened for some moments, shaking his head. Rubbing his eyes. 
 
“OK. Where? I’ll be there in about 15.” 
 
He disconnected. 
 
Looked at me. Blew out a breath of air. 
 
“Your Mr. Labinski has just been shot. About 15, maybe twenty minutes ago. Out back of 
his Strip Dive. Twice. Once in the chest. Once in the forehead. Dead centre. Gotta go. You 
coming over for tea Sunday night still?” 
 
“Yeah.” I said as I walked him to my door. “I’ll see you about 3. OK?” 
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This was a permanent ‘fill’ on my social calendar. Sunday Roast at the Church house. Mrs. 
Maddie “Banjo” Church cooked up a mean roast. Abbey would occasionally oblige with his 
Webber. 
 
I was suddenly more concerned about the $10,000 cheque that I had received this morning 
in the mail. 
 
I needed to get it cleared very quickly. 
 
I sat at my desk. Grabbed my cheque book and wrote out a cheque for the six weeks that I 
was behind on my rent plus another six weeks in advanced. I grabbed the cheque for $325 
for services rendered and the other for $10,000. 
 
The low rumble of thunder seemed to fill the very air around me and block out all other 
noise. My ears seemed to pop. I quickly shucked into my old leather Bomber Jacket, locked 
the door behind me and vaulted down the stairs. I place the envelope addressed to my 
Landlord into the mail slot and started to exit via the heavy revolving door. I did a complete 
circle coming back into the Lobby to stand in front of the mail slot. It had a large glass panel 
in a locked hatch above the mail slot. I stood there for some moments before I took a reality 
check, unsure of the actions that had just occurred. 
 
Something had exploded and just as quickly dissipated from my grey matter. 
 
I headed quickly towards my bank. 
 
Dark low banks of cloud scudded across the narrow slot of the sky that I could see. The 
wind had picked up, whistling down the street canyons of my part of the city. It was cold 
and getting colder. I could try out my new heater. Another thing that I had lashed out on 
during this morning’s shopping expedition. 
 
I somehow managed to stand opposite the same attractive young Teller that I had performed 
in front of the other day. The same warm smile still plastered across her young face. I still 
felt like vaulting the counter and ripping it off her dial. Instead, I again placed my Thespian 
mask on. 
 
“I need this cheque cleared urgently please.” 
 
She looked down at the cheque that I had pushed across the counter to her. Her expression 
seemed to indicate that I had scrawled a message on it. Something like ’I have a gun. Give 
me all the money ya got’ She looked back at me with a puzzled expression replacing the 
painted-on smile. To me it was a better look. It showed that she had a brain and was using it. 
No matter how hard that may have been as the expression on her face detailed agony! 
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“Sir, there’s no need….” 
 
“Please.” I cut her off short. My most pleading expression upon my face. “It’s an 
emergency.” 
 
“Sir, have you got your card there?” That smile I would gladly rip from her face for five 
bucks. 
 
“You do not need to have this cheque cleared, sir. It’s a bank cheque. From this Branch too, 
in fact. I’ll pop it into your account straight away, sir. Fair enough?” 
 
I hadn’t paid any attention to the rest of the cheque, just the amount. And the short note on 
the back. I could have vaulted the counter and kissed that beautiful smile! 
 
Men! We are so changeable! 
 
I walked to the main doors of the bank convinced that I had just received another blessing 
from the Sun God. 
 
It was pissing down. 
 
Another blessing from the Sun God. 
 
Nothing was going to spoil my euphoria. 
 
I was sure that the two windows in my Office and the one in my Bed-sitter were wide open! 
 
Shit! 
 
My euphoria of a minute ago, evaporated. 
 
The Sun God had just lost another follower...men...aren't we so shallow? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
I slipped the four envelopes into my coat pocket. Gave the large envelope back to George 
who gingerly placed it back into the safe. Closing it as I walked out the door. 
 
We’d lost our highly visible companion, the marked Police car and its two occupants. It 
must have been a boring couple of days for the Uniforms who snagged that patrol. 
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I sat in my beloved Mini Cooper S listening to the burble of the exhaust note. 
 
The car had been a gift from a very appreciative Owner of a beautiful horse that I had ridden 
hard into first place three times. The horse wasn’t really a winner. According to my Trainer 
and mentor, I managed to eke something extra out of what was essentially, a lazy horse. The 
Mini lovingly restored to mint condition by said Owner as a birthday present for his only 
daughter. She apparently couldn’t see the value or the ‘coolness’ in a vehicle that was fast 
approaching vintage status. 
 
She preferred an all-expenses paid trip through Europe for six months. 
 
Daddy complied. 
 
I got the car plus my usual winning Jockey fee for the three wins. Hard earned for sure! But 
I reckon that I got the best deal by far. Apart from loving its cornering ability, its agility and 
its fun driving capabilities, it was a bloody good size. Excellently proportioned for my size. 
I’m not vain or overly ashamed of my size. But for me to alight from a large 4WD, a Chevy 
Impala or even a Ford Falcon would look totally obscene. Standing up out of a Mini was so 
proportional; relative; a good perspective. 
 
Cool. 
 
OK, we were both seen as minis. I drove to a quiet, leafy street in Wahroonga. 
 
I sat low in the car almost opposite the address that had been on the back of one of the 
envelopes with the name ‘Diddie’. 3/46 Bushland Glen, Wahroonga. That was all. No 
surname. 
 
I had inspected the relevant numbered mail box noticing that there was no lock on its rear 
hatch. People were so trusting. I was waiting for the Postie to come along, hoping that he 
would drop some letters through that slot of Unit 3. So that I could get a name. A surname. 
 
Patience is a virtue and one of my many attributes. 
If you want to be a successful PI like myself, or even a police officer, you need loads of 
patience. 
 
My flush circumstances were going to my head! 
 
After the Postie had ridden his motor-bike further down the street, I walked over to the bank 
of mail boxes. Casual-like. Withdrawing an envelope from the Unit 3 box I looked quickly 
at the name. Mr. B. Hendrickson. 
 
The name had that vague familiarity about it. 
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I walked quickly back to the car, ringing Information as I did. They gave me the phone 
number that went with the name and the address. They patched me through to the number. 
 
“Mrs. Hendrickson?” 
 
“Speaking.” An older voice. A little feeble. A quaver. 
 
“My name is Arthur Goldberg. I’m sorry for your loss. Suzie Sapphire?” 
 
“Oh! Are you with the Police? Suzie wasn’t my daughter. She was my young niece.” 
 
“Is Sapphire her married name?” 
 
“No.” A huff of exasperation. “You’re the Police. Surely you must have records of these 
things. She changed it some time ago when she and that low-life signed the tenancy 
arrangements on the dive she seemed would eventually make her a singing star. I’m afraid 
that my little niece was somewhat a dreamer. Her proper name which she was so ashamed 
of, was Macready. Jocelyn Macready.” 
 
I felt as though the air had been sucked from my lungs. Violently! 
 
Macready! 
 
Jason Macready was the bastard who had given the order for my father to be killed in 
Grafton Prison. I knew that as much as I knew that the earth was a giant orb spinning 
around the sun. I will never be persuaded of anything different! 
 
“Young man? Are you there? Hello?” 
 
“Yes…. arh. I just spilt hot coffee in my lap. Is your brother’s name Jason Macready?” 
 
“My brother is nothing but a hood. A bully. A thug. Jocelyn didn’t want to be connected to 
him in any way, shape or form.” 
 
Her voice had become stronger. Filled with hate. I could picture her holding her higher in a 
stubborn manner. 
 
“Yet she was quite willing to live in the luxurious eagles’ eyrie in the Lamond Tower that 
her father had purchased for her.” 
 
A complete stab in the dark on my part. 
“That slug purchased that Apartment for her off the plans. She only moved in about three 
months ago, because that other low-life she's partnered to, pestered her about it all the time, 
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according to the girl. But she didn’t enjoy one moment of living there. She told me that she 
was going to move out which really sent that Polish bastard right off. He loved living there 
and didn’t want to give it up. Who did you say you were?” 
 
“Sorry Diddy. Do you mind if I call you Diddy?” 
 
“Arh… no young man. What was...?” 
 
“The clothes in the robes. In the Apartment. In the Lamond Tower. They were all expensive 
labels. Surely her partner and she couldn’t make that much from the Club to afford them?” 
 
“He and his brother? They are into the drug importation business. You people should 
already know that if you’d done your job properly. The brother is the guy.” 
 
Emphasis on the guy. 
 
Scornfully. 
 
I had a sudden vision of the expensive Telescope positioned to get the best view of Port 
Botany and the Dock area. It made me wonder. 
 
“He's in some Bikie gang. Every-one knows that they are the biggest drug distributors and 
dealers around. Well, that’s what Jocelyn hinted at the last time that I had Dinner with her. 
Oh… about two weeks ago. At that Restaurant at the Opera House. I can thoroughly 
recommend it, Officer. Although on your wages, I doubt that you’ll ever get to go there.” 
 
Said with a certain degree of condescension. 
 
I was about to reply with some sort of clever sarcastic comment, before I remembered who I 
was supposed to be. 
 “You did say you were with the Police, young man, didn’t you?” 
 
 “Thank you, Mrs. Hendrickson. I must go. Thank you for your time. And information. 
Again, I’m sorry for the death of your niece.... and if you are not aware of it, her no-good 
partner, Baron Labinski was shot to death earlier this day.” 
 
I hung up. 
 
My heart was beating faster than what it does after I did my five-kilometre run around the 
streets of a morning. I even felt light-headed. 
 
I was still sitting in my car almost opposite number 46 when a tall woman came down the 
front path to the bank of mail boxes. She would have been as tall as Suzie, rake thin with a 
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gaunt grey face that almost matched the grey-white of her hair. She walked slowly. 
Measured short steps. Even though she stood ramrod straight she looked as though she had 
one foot in the grave. She bent down slowly and extracted the mail out of the rear of 
Number 3 mail box, placing her hand on the top of the dwarf brick wall that housed the 
bank of letter boxes to brace herself. She straightened up and looked in my direction. I 
slithered further down into the seat but her look seemed to drill straight through me. 
 
She turned and hobbled slowly back towards the entrance into the Unit block. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINE 
 
 
Hendrickson. 
 
I was sure that the guy that my father had killed accidentally was Hendrickson. 
 
A Macready henchman. 
 
Reportedly his right-hand man. 
 
His money man. 
 
The guy was as drunk as a skunk and fell in front of my father’s car. I had been told that by 
my mother. And others through the years. It had been an accident, but somehow the charges 
trumped up to Murder Two which put my Dad in Grafton Jail. 
 
Do not pass go! 
He killed within ten months of him taking up residence in that wonderful solarium. 
 
On the orders of Macready. 
 
Macready would have to be around eighty by now. An old man. But I would bet my little 
toe that he still controlled an illegal empire. Still pulled the strings. 
 
Ironic. 
 
His only daughter was ashamed of the life and wanted to be free of it, if my slant between 
the lines was accurate. Instead she fell in love with another low-life and slipped straight 
back into that world. 
Into the middle of the worst crime area in the land. 
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She killed because….? 
 
And Baron Labinski killed the same way because….? 
 
How did I feel? 
 
My world took a tumble with long held secret memories bubbling about. Like a pot of hot 
water on a slow boil. The realisation that the daughter of the man who had ordered the 
callous and cowardly killing of my father was a victim herself of a brutal slaying caused me 
to attempt a re-evaluation of all things that had steered my life through many reef-filled 
waters. 
 
Was I elated at this sublime payback? 
 
Did I feel any form of vengefulness; obscene satisfaction upon her death? 
 
I was not too sure. 
 
If I looked into my soul than I think I felt some sort of sympathy; an empathy to an old man 
who had lost his only daughter in such a gruesome way. Some-one he had loved, as I my 
parents how-ever they may have spent their lives in the shadowy world. And they me. 
 
Should I feel this way? 
 
The old man had been head of a brutal and cold-blooded crime gang for close to sixty 
years...and according to folk-lore, his father before him from before the First World War 
and between the Wars. He had even entered State Parliament, so the stories went...along 
with a litany of crimes that he was never bought to Justice for. He died peacefully in his 
sleep. 
Doesn't that just irk you? 
 
Did I have the right to assume that he was a man of conscience? 
 
I doubted it. 
 
On many occasions, it had been said that the man was not only a Sociopath, but a cruel and 
dominant Psychopath. Possibly the only reasons that he had survived and continued to be 
the head of one of this town’s most feared family gang empires. 
 
Yet somehow this did not seem to lessen my feelings of sympathy for the old man on his 
loss. I could not fathom or reconcile these thoughts as I sat in my car in the quiet, pretty, 
leafy suburban street for some hours. 
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OK…. no Psych 101. 
 
I sat there for several hours like a stunned mullet wondering what all this meant! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
The building was squat. 
 
Made more so by the towering structures on either side of it. 
 
I was on time. Even before I could identify myself, the Personal Assistant, Ms. Jasmine 
Cleary I guessed, going by the brass name plate on her desk, looked up at me, gave me a 
cursory smile that didn’t affect the rest of her face and stated in something resembling 
Oxford English that Mr. Eugene Gletzfeld was expecting me. 
 
“Go straight through.” She gestured with a hand. “He is expecting you.” 
 
‘Sweat-heart’ I said to myself, ‘You are supposed to stand, go to the door, knock twice, 
open it and herald my entrance. That is the way it is taught in Secretarial School. 
Admittedly in the old days, that is. But then, at second glance you’re older than you first 
appear. You’re ancient enough to have attended when Moses was a Lecturer. You should 
have paid more attention in those classes, my Dear!’ 
 
Instead I gave a curt ‘Thank You’ and without knocking, opened the door. A very thick and 
heavy door. 
Mr. Gletzfeld sat behind a huge desk. It was so large in fact, I would have had trouble 
housing it in my Office. I mean, you could almost hold a Football match on it because of its 
dimension. His Office seemed to take up about half the available space of the second and 
top floor of the building. Corner suite. Overlooking the highway. Not a sound from the 
constant stream of traffic. He looked up at my entrance. Standing, he came around the desk, 
shook my hand firmly if not a little clammily and directed me to a small table around which 
were four business chairs. 
 
His informal and confidential Conference Table no doubt. 
 
“Coffee. Tea?” He asked in a strong voice. A beautiful deep tone. Educated. A hint of 
middle Europe. 
 
“No thanks, Mr. Gletzfeld.” 
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I placed my knapsack at my feet. 
 
“Of course.” He stated matter-of-factly. As though he did not want to organise such a thing 
in the first place but good manners meant that he had to make the offer. I felt that this was 
going to be a very quick meeting. I looked around the Office. Checked him over to see if he 
was packing. He sat down slowly opposite me. The table wide enough to hopefully prevent 
him from lunging across it going for my throat if he didn’t like the tone of my report. 
 
He was uncomfortable, bordering on embarrassment. He cleared his throat after some 
moments of silence had passed. 
 
“You know. This has been difficult for me. Very difficult.” 
 
He looked down at his hands. Frowned as though the latest manicure had left a 'quick' 
exposed. 
 
He again cleared his throat and continued with difficulty. 
 
“I love my wife dearly and dread a life without her. If the conclusion of your investigation is 
that she has been unfaithful to me, our marriage, and our children, I have been dreading this 
moment.” 
 
He looked again down at his hands placed in his lap. The manicure must have been 
expensive! 
 
“I know that as things developed, as the firm got larger and larger, I began working longer 
and longer hours. Having to go overseas. Totally neglecting her. And the kids. She reared 
them, not I. I think that I would give this all up….” A wave of his arm. “If I knew that there 
was a possibility of me losing her.” 
He looked me straight in the eye as forcefully as any-one ever had. 
 
“Has she been cheating on me?” 
 
A catch in his throat. 
 
I wriggled around in my chair. 
 
Picked up my knapsack to remove one of the two reports that I had prepared. 
I placed it on the table. 
 
“When was the last time that you have been on holidays with your wife and kids?” I asked 
quietly. 
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“Oh…. armm…. a fair question.” 
 
There was another moment of silence as though he was collecting his thoughts. Or trying to 
remember. I knew that it had been before the last Ice Age period. Or thereabouts. 
 
He continued a little sheepishly. 
 
“I guess some twenty years ago. When the kids were around five. Six. We used to go up to 
my parents place at Coolum. I…we haven’t had a holiday since. Together. The kids would 
regularly go up to the Grans. Every year. Until they both died. My mother and father that is. 
I haven’t been away with my wife, just she and I alone, since our honeymoon what, 
twenty.... twenty-five years ago. That’s quite terrible now that I think about it. Don’t you 
agree?” 
 
He looked guiltily around his vast, palatial, and stunning Office. 
 
I didn’t answer. 
 
I doubted that he wanted to hear my opinion in any case. Just the facts of the matter and it 
looked as though he was fudging on that too. Wasting time. Not wanting to hear what he 
was going to pay good bucks to obtain. 
 
“Sometimes the truth is not what one really wants to hear. Is it?” He murmured again, 
looking down at his hands. 
 
I was no philosopher. Or therapist, for that matter. 
 
“Your wife was not cheating on you, sir.” I stated in a strong voice. 
I slid the report across the table towards him. The work of fiction, not the one of fact! 
 
As he skimmed through the written words, the countless photographs that I had carefully 
edited, and the logs of her daily meanderings, I spoke quietly to him. 
 
“Sure, she is lonely. She mentioned to some-one whilst talking on her phone one morning 
that she was feeling depressed. Lonely. Afraid. And very concerned that you were cheating 
on her. She thought that you may have had a mistress in one of those overseas countries that 
you seem to visit regularly….” 
 
He jerked his eyes from my Report to look me in the eye. 
 
“I have never been, nor will I ever be, unfaithful to my wife Mr. Hills….” 
 
I raised my hands in surrender. 
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“Mr. Gletzfeld, your wife spent an extraordinary amount of time shopping. By herself. 
Sometimes with several of her long-time girlfriends who I have identified; and with your 
daughter. Having long lunches with your son and his fiancé also. I cannot give you any 
reason why she did not seek other forms of activity to fill her lonely days. A part-time job. 
A volunteering position perhaps. But there you have it. You would be in a better position to 
ascertain that.” Said without malice or judgement. “There are several recordings, not of an 
excellent quality I admit, that if you wished to listen to, would confirm all that I have just 
said.” I flipped to the report’s back page where two Flash-drives were taped to the hard 
cover. “This type of investigation usually takes only a week or two. Four weeks, tops. The 
patterns and habits of some-one having an affair, no matter how discreet, becomes 
abundantly clear within a very short period of time. This was not the case with your wife. At 
first, I thought that she was an extremely clever and cunning person. That proved not to be 
the case. Oh! Not that she is not clever... and intelligent too... that said badly on my part. I 
apologise. Umm... that is why the investigation period dragged on for some ten weeks. And 
why the Expenses Amount seems exorbitant!” 
 
I held my breath expecting to be blasted from my seat by a bolt of lightning.  
 
It didn’t happen. 
 
“I spent a vast sum of money on cups of coffee and garage fees as you can see, waiting 
patiently while your wife trawled through a myriad of fashion shops. Trying on just about 
every dress in a particular shop. Then ambling to the next....to fill up time. Parading in front 
of mirrors. She rarely brought anything though, and usually if she did, it was an item for 
either you or your two children.” 
 
I looked away from the man. 
He had tears flowing unconsciously down his cheeks. 
 
He turned away to blow his nose and calm himself. 
 
I continued. 
 
“If I could be so bold, Mr. Gletzfeld, from what you have just said, and from what I have 
been able to garner eaves-dropping on several her conversations with various people, 
neither one of you want your marriage to end. But you need to realise that to save that 
marriage, the ball is in your court.” 
He slowly closed the report and tossed it back to me. 
 
“I want you, Mr. Hills, to take this report and any other copies that you may have and 
destroy them. Destroy them in a way that ensures that nothing will be left of them. If you 
will excuse me for one moment, Sir.” 
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He stood and walked towards the wall where there was no door evident, until a wall panel 
silently slid open allowing his entry into a dim interior where-upon it closed behind him. 
 
Quietly. 
 
Ominously. 
 
I had a sudden rush of adrenalin, waiting for that muffled shot; waiting for a figure to 
emerge holding a gun aimed at my chest. 
 
I stood, gathering my things, placing the thick report and its hundreds of digital photographs 
back into my knapsack. I was ready to flee, walking my way as nonchalantly as possible 
closer to the Office door. Pretending to be looking at the large number of original paintings 
that festooned the walls. Most by well-known artists. I took in the total number of paintings. 
There had to be around a dozen on the three solid walls. 
 
I would guess a tidy sum tied up in their procurement. 
 
I did not hear him re-entering the office. The wall panel again back in place. The door 
opening no less more visible knowing that it was indeed in the middle of the wall! 
 
He walked slowly over to me, holding his hand out. Two bank-sealed bundles of one 
hundred dollar bills in his hand. 
 
“As I said Mr. Hills, I would be eternally in your debt if you destroy all materials relating to 
this matter. To that end, I want to pay you in cash for which I do not even want a receipt. 
This matter, payment, and your presence here to-night has never occurred. Are we in 
agreement, sir?” 
 
You could have called me Sleeping Beauty and kissed me full on the lips. I doubted that 
even that would have woken me up, such was my surprise. 
 
I had never seen so much cash. Each bundle holding 100 X $100 bills. In consecutive 
numbers. Brand new. Straight from the bank, so it seemed. 
 
I cleared my throat. 
 
I ruffled through both bundles like when I was a kid ruffling through those pages of single 
stick figures. They coming to life as you quickly flipped the pages. Slow or fast it didn’t 
matter, those figures still seemed to have a life. An animation. 
 
“Mr. Gletzfeld. You have given me $20,000! In cash! The final account was for 10 plus 4 
for expenses sir……” 
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“I do not expect you to understand at this moment sir, what you have made me see with so 
much clarity. I am in my fifty-fourth year. For almost twenty-five years, I have been 
married to the most wonderful, warm hearted, dear person. I am going to take my wife out 
to Dinner to-night to propose to her. Again. I am going to sell this firm and its entire 200 
staff as a staff funded take-over arrangement. That is something that I have been 
considering and hinting at to my assortment of vice-Presidents for some weeks now while 
you undertook this investigation. Then my beautiful wife and I are going on a world cruise. 
When we come home we may start up a joint consultancy firm together working from our 
home…who knows? Maybe yes; maybe no.” 
 
He placed the two bundles of bills into my knapsack and ushered me slowly towards the 
outer office. 
 
Successfully completed, the meeting was over. 
 
He was terminating it. 
 
“Could I make one more comment sir? I feel as though I need to, to earn the additional sum 
that you have so graciously allotted me….” 
 
He brushed away the comment with a wave of his arm. A smile on his face. 
 
“Have you any idea how much my personal fortune is, Mr. Hills? Not counting the amount 
invested in this company? Over $20 million dollars Mr. Hills. Why would any-one want 
more. If we cannot see out our days on less than half that, then we do not deserve to have 
any of it.” 
 “Sir, if I maybe so bold. Could you allow your wife to voice her thoughts on the matter 
before you make that final decision for both your futures, sir?” 
 
As he opened the door to the outer office, a broad smile wiped away the worry lines that had 
creased his countenance for the entire time that we had been talking. 
 
“Mr. Hills? You are indeed in the wrong business.” 
 
He walked me over to the prim Ms. Cleary. 
 
“Jasmine, my dear. Could you please tell Arthur that he is not required to stay back to-
night? And neither are you, my dear. I will be leaving myself inside ten minutes.” 
 
The look on her face was initially one of shock. Then suspicion. I wondered if it showed 
loyalty, concern, or secret love! Eugene Gletzfeld stood ramrod straight. 180 centimetres 
tall if an inch. 
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"Sir?" 
 
“Everything is fine, Ms. Cleary. Everything is wonderful.” 
 
He steered me to the Lift Lobby, pressing the down button and waiting with me for its 
arrival. 
 
Again, he stated that he was for-ever in my debt, shook my hand with both of his in an 
attitude of immense pleasure and respect and bowed as the lift doors closed on me. 
 
I should have felt elated. Over the moon. On a complete high. 
 
Instead, I dropped into an anxiety attack. 
 
I had 20K in new bills in my knapsack, a report that could or would crucify a wonderful 
woman, break a sincere and gentle man, and plunge a complete family into utter shame if it 
ever got into the wrong hands. 
 
In desperation, I rang Abbey who had the equipment to destroy the entire report or if failing 
that, a 44-gallon drum incinerator. Unfortunately, Abbey had been called out to a crime 
scene, leaving me to organise the destruction of the volume. 
 
His wife standing beside me as I dropped both Reports into the 44-gallon Incinerator, not 
saying a word as I related the story to her. She did not say a word, instead hugged me close 
whispering into my ear what a wonderful person I was. 
 
I would never think of myself in such terms. 
 
The flames flared and died in minutes, hopefully an episode born of boredom, insecurity 
and uncertainty dying in those flames. 
 
The cash? 
 
I spent many a night just counting it like Scrooge McDuck diving into the money bin. I 
couldn’t very well bank it which made me suffer anxiety attacks for having this ready cash 
just lying around. Most of it I’ve still got, locked up and forgotten to a certain extent in old 
George’s safe. 
 
Gathering dust for interest! 
 
Or lack of it! 
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I must admit to using some of it to put my plastic close to zero. And to replace the PC that 
had had a long association with my former Trainer and mentor. The new PC built by a 
computer whiz who I will call ’The Ferret,’ who ensured that the latest whiz-bang gizmo’s 
and a couple of wireless terabyte external hard drive back-up assemblies included in the 
package. 
 
Cash can be a marvellous tool to retain close relationships. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
 
The almost permanent arrangement of spending the Sunday afternoon and night at the 
Church home would always be a highlight in my week. 
 
In my life. 
 
Without any family interaction of my own, except that with my younger brother on the 
occasional Race meet, the Church house-hold was an eye-opener in the extreme. 
 
Abbey with the usual cop habit of a completely ad hoc working week, long hours, pressure 
from above, politicians, the media, and the public the higher up the management ladder that 
he climbed, showed the art of a juggler in maintaining a normalcy within the family home. 
Regardless of the hours that he may have put in on the job during the week, or the day, he 
would always go that extra mile for his wife and kids when-ever he was at home. 
Statistics showed that the rate of divorce was higher within the police ranks than the general 
society. Even more so amongst those coppers who, though in a managerial role, also held 
lead in any crime investigation within the group of expertise that they had chosen. Whether 
it be Fraud, White Collar Crime, Internet fraud, Homicide or Vice, the Lead Investigator 
was the one who worked the most hours, found himself continuously under the pump from 
his subordinates and every rank above right up to the Premier of the State! 
 
He found himself always on call. 
 
Thus, the reason for many of them having failed marriages. 
During these family get togethers in which I was accepted, when the kids were mites, the 
talk was never ’shop talk’. It was about the missus, the kids and their latest, and now of 
course, their families. Often the In-Laws would also be included in this weekly regime. But 
it is surprising that persons no-where near Law Enforcement have an almost homicidal 
interest in wanting to know about the latest gruesome murder from those who are in the job. 
These people of course, if exposed to the bloody reality of it, would more than likely never 
sleep easy again. And on more than one occasion, I had wished this on Abbey’s daughter’s 
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father-in-law who seemed obsessed with Abbey’s profession. This couple were not 
regularly invited to these Sunday afternoon gatherings. Mainly for that reason. The 
conversation and light-heartedness seemed to be quelled by the intrusiveness of the same 
questions on the latest cop case. 
 
As though the bloke in question then went to his 'Local' to brag about and divulge the 
supposed ’inside’ information that he could obtain from his boy’s father-in-law. 
 
Abbey and I never spoke shop on a Sunday afternoon. 
 
This Sunday was different. 
 
“Banjo…...?” 
 
Abbey’s wife Maddie's maiden name was Patterson thus the moniker from an early age, 
 
“Told me about you burning some reports the other night. You want to talk about it?” 
 
I looked up at him and shook my head. Shrugged my shoulders. 
 
“Take a piece of cop advice. You should never ever destroy all the records that you have on 
a case. OK? Is that advice too late in this instance?” 
 
He was fishing. Banjo more than likely had told him of the ‘ins and outs’ of the case. The 
factual and the fiction. I had a need to unload myself of the knowledge at that time. Banjo 
unfortunately had been the ’Johnny on the spot’. I didn’t feel good about that. 
 
“You know?” I asked him. 
 
“More than enough.” He finished off another stubby. 
 
He wasn’t going anywhere to-night even if the Premier of the State was murdered in his 
bed. I was drinking water after having two wines with dinner. We were out in the backyard 
having a smoke. Storm clouds were building from the south. Flashes of lightning flaring the 
cloud masses. 
 
“Lad, you should have told him the truth and let the pieces fall where they may. It is not up 
to you to make up fiction. You’ve done this before and you were lucky at those times not to 
have it come back and bite you on the balls. Remember?” 
 
He strolled into the rear of his two-car garage to deposit the empty bottle and extract another 
from his Beer Frig. 
 



72 

“You know who got done the other night while you were playing Therapist and The Good 
Samaritan? Charley ’Knuckles’ Corbett and ’Crazy’ Thompson. The Number 3 and 4 of the 
Black Satan Bikie gang. A couple of guys on a motor-bike were seen doing it. Spraying 
bullets in many directions. In a bloody Service Station, would you believe. As brazen as all 
get out! That is the feeble description from several witnesses who saw the whole thing. A 
couple of guys on a motor bike. They couldn’t even tell me whether the guys had club 
colours. What type of bike. Even if it was a hand gun or sawn-off. Bloody hopeless. They 
didn’t even think to look at the plates. It was lit up as bright as day! It’d make you sick! I 
figure in retaliation for Baron Labinski’s shooting. We’ll have a full-on Bikie war if we are 
not careful. They don’t give a fig about shooting some-one if they think that they are the 
culprits. Rightly or wrongly.” 
 
He pulled the cap off the bottle. Lit my smoke than another for himself. 
 
This was completely out of character for him on a Sunday evening, especially when the 
wind had picked up and chilled the air down a great deal. He would rarely spend five 
minutes outside having a smoke about once an hour when the rest of the family were inside. 
His daughter Jenny with her husband whom Abbey liked a great deal, and Seb with his new 
‘chick’ which looked as though it may get serious had been here all afternoon. Great gales 
of laughter heard, coming from inside the house. 
 
That was the norm for these Sunday get togethers. 
 
“Who do you think may have shot your Polish client?” 
 
We were now down to tin tacks. I shook my head. I didn’t have a clue really. 
 
“I’m not sure. It’s too soon to tell. I’m still trying to gather information on Suzie’s killing. 
The more I know the closer I think I’ll be to Labinski’s killer. I reckon that you think the 
same way.” 
 
He didn’t react. 
 
I did not want to divulge the information as to Suzie’s real identity. 
 
If I gave him that information, I am sure that he would wheedle out of me or be able to 
deduce how I had come to have learnt that fact. Yet he had not indicated that the cops knew 
that I had flinched several envelopes from Suzie’s letterbox. 
 
Keeping that information from the cops on a current and open murder investigation 
amounted to obstruction and withholding evidence on my part. A chargeable offence. 
Regardless of my friendship with the lead Detective on the crime, I would be charged. I felt 
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sure that it wouldn’t be long before he knew of her identity in any case. If he didn’t know 
already. 
 
That made me suddenly think that maybe there were no surveillance cameras within the 
large Foyer of the Lamond Tower. 
 
An interesting observation. 
 
“Why are you continuing with that? Your money man is dead. He couldn’t give a fig if you 
just pulled up stakes to let the thing go. He's not gunna come back to avenge your failure to 
complete the commission, now is he?” 
 
“C’mon Abbey. You know me better than that. He paid me in full which sure as shit 
surprised you when his cheque was honoured.” So was I to tell the truth. “I intend to 
complete the contract arrangements regardless whether he is around or not.” 
 
He shook his head again. 
 
I read into the gesture that he thought that I was a lost cause. 
 
I couldn’t give a bugger. 
 
Well…. that may have not been entirely true. 
 
“Are you any closer?” I asked knowing that he would not divulge any information to me. 
 
“What type of gun was Suzie shot with?” I added in a multi-question manner that even gave 
me the pips. 
 
“A thirty-eight. Apparently, there has been a lot coming across from the States. Their 
surplus stock, according to the Fire-arm boys.” 
 
“Same for Labinski?” 
 
“Yeah. But not the same gun. Although the gun used to shoot him had history. It has been 
linked to a Service Station hold-up that went down about two years ago. Two youths really 
who wanted drug money for their habits. Wounded the attendant and tried to shoot out the 
security camera. They were picked up a couple of days after the hold-up. The gun never 
found and they didn’t have a clue where it had gone. But then, they stoned out of their little 
minds since they did the job! Bloody losers. Bloody dangerous as hell because they’re so 
unpredictable while they’re strung out needing a fix. They didn’t even know where the gun 
came from. It just appeared, according to their testimony.” 
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“Who-ever it was who did Labinski watches too many Yank Cop shows on TV. Those 
things are no good for a double tap. They’re as inaccurate as all hell after about four metres 
when they are double tapped like that.” 
 
“Both Suzie and Labinski were shot closer than that.” 
 
I tried again. 
 
“You never let it slip to the media of there being two shots that killed Suzie, did you? Or for 
that matter, the same for Labinski?” 
 
He shook his head. 
 
“Than either you have a leak inside or else the same shooter did both jobs.” 
 
"Or….” He added, looking at me. “You let it slip to some-one…or you did both hits.” 
 
“What? You mean I’m a suspect. Blindfold me and take me to any brick wall and let the 
firing squad do their job!” 
 
He gave a shrug that Al Pacino in the Godfather would have been proud of. Along with his 
cheeky grin. He stubbed out his cigarette only half smoked. 
 
“Let’s go inside. It’s getting bloody cold out here.” 
It would have been close on 11 by the time that I left the Church residence. It still had not 
started to rain but it was close by. You could smell it. 
 
I parked my car under the cover of the rear Stables’ roof and ran down the side alley and 
around the front of my building just as large plops of rain began to fall. At night, the ancient 
revolving door is locked up tight with a shutter that closes over the external side of the door. 
An after-hours door that is also the escape door is the night entry door, operable by key 
from the outside. 
 
I managed to get inside just as the heavens opened. 
 
I stood watching the sheet of rain walk up the road driven by the strong southerly wind for a 
while. Lost in the beauty of it. 
 
It was to me in any case! 
 
I turned to double-step up the stairs. The lobby dimly lit by a security light located in the 
ceiling three floors above. 
 



75 

I passed close to the internal letter slot of the Posting Box. You didn’t have a choice really 
as the bulk of the revolving door structure forced you that way. I glanced at the slot for no 
reason that I could think of. Noticing immediately that there was an envelope stuck above 
the mail bag suspended below the mail slots in all Mail Boxes. 
 
‘That is why that glass hatch is there above the letter slot. So that you can see if any letter 
from the two floors above is caught in the chute and not dropping into the mail bag. You 
can open that glass hatch with a key to get to that letter caught there. There is some type of 
flap that slows the envelope or package down so that it wouldn’t be damaged in dropping 
several floors down the mail chute straight into the bag.’ 
 
These facts seemed to process through my brain. 
 
Running amok for no sane reason. 
 
It didn’t seem to go any further even though there was this thing nagging at the back of my 
head. 
 
‘The same as the other day’ I thought to myself. 
 
I wasn’t about to lose sleep over this stupid revelation. 
 
This irritation. 
 
Vaulting the stairs two at a time, I soon wrapped up in bed listening briefly to the heavy rain 
before the steady cadence of it beating on the slate roof above sent me into la-la land. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 
It was still dark. 
 
I had awoken before the alarm, my bladder screaming. 
It was the morning for my usual run around the city streets. 
 
That wasn’t about to happen. 
 
The rain was pelting down. Still. All night. It had been a wet summer. It looked as though 
Autumn was following the same trend. 
 
It was bitterly cold. 
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I groped about in the dark until I found a T-shirt and my Bomber jacket to slip on. A pair of 
under-daks. I slept in the nude. 
 
‘I will have to purchase a bed-side lamp with my new-found wealth’ I thought to myself as I 
stumbled about. 
 
One day, I was going to get caught. In the nude in the middle of a summer’s night as I 
dashed down the corridor to the Gents. It was a scenario that I often thought about. 
Hopefully it would be by a beautiful looking woman wanting my services! 
 
As a PI that is. 
 
Arh…. the day-dreams of the lonely sleeper. 
 
I staggered bleary-eyed down the third-floor corridor towards the Gents at the other end. 
The striped blue and white crime scene tape removed sometime late last week. 
 
A dimness provided by the one security light in the stairwell and Lift atrium ceiling. I 
longed for the toilets to be closer, seeming to make the bowl just in time. I always reckoned 
that it was better than sex, this early morning relief from a full bladder. 
 
I must be getting old. 
 
That was an old man’s replacement euphoria for sex! An old man had once told me that. I’d 
forgotten what that was like, it had been so long ago. Yep. I must be getting old with the 
first stages of Alzheimer’s setting in. 
 
The many times that I had made an appointment with Mrs. Gletzfeld to cuddle into her body 
and just talk if the truth be known. A $200 an hour consult. OK. I was an absolute Cad on 
several occasions if the truth be known. I am but butter in the presence of a beautiful 
woman. That is my only defence, so shoot me! It wasn’t something that I was particularly 
proud of. 
 
The first time was for the job! 
After that it was purely self-indulgence! 
 
I seemed to sit straddling that toilet pan for some time. A habit of mine. Usually reading the 
paper. It was still too dark and the newspaper not yet delivered. A jagged myself from my 
reverie and stood, yanking up my under-daks. I turned to pull the chain. Yep! The chain, the 
original plumbing, high wall-attached cistern, and toilet fixtures still in place. There was a 
highlight window that just encroached into the cubicle in which I stood, running full length 
over the adjacent Hand basins. There were no large mirrors such were their cost in the old 
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days. The window sill was some 2 metres above the floor. The copy of War and Peace laid 
flat on the sill, smudged grey with finger print powder. 
 
Jocelyn Macready aka Suzie Sapphire must have placed it there before she sat on the toot. 
Forgetting it once she had finished her ablutions. 
 
I could not reach the book and needed to stand on the toilet pan to do so. I decided to leave 
it there, perhaps so that I may be able to read it myself when nature called. Or for some 
other obtuse reason that I failed to understand yet. 
 
I continued to stand in that cubicle looking up at the book. 
 
There was no other place except for the floor for her to place the book whilst she relieved 
herself of Gloria’s coffee by-products. 
 
Like her, I would be hesitant in placing anything on this toilet floor. 
 
She forgot it? 
 
It made more sense that something surprised her. Or some-one. Some-one that she did not 
expect to be in this building that morning. That would make her more inclined to leave the 
book behind. 
My logic assumed. 
 
These thoughts spinning like some out of control satellite or moon inside the confines of 
that universe. My head. 
 
I couldn’t believe that she would have just forgotten the existence of the book. It was too 
well written, an epic, a classic in some circles. Long but still a good read, so I've heard. 
 
Therefore, as an extension to that, she knew her killer. 
 
What did Abbey say last night? 
 
She shot from less than four metres. I opened the door from the Gents toilet area out to the 
hallway and imagined that her body was still prostrate on the floor, part of her leg and her 
foot poking out past the dog-leg of the hallway so that I saw it that fateful morning. The fire 
exit door was some six metres away in the other direction which meant that her killer must 
have been standing in the middle of the T-junction between the main corridor and where it 
went right to the Amenities and left to not only the Escape Door but the corridor to the other 
half of the building. 
 



78 

She had opened the toot door surprised at seeing whom-ever. She had walked towards him... 
or her… several paces that was for sure towards her killer, before being shot. 
 
That was cold. 
 
Calculating. 
 
As though her killer wanted to see her eyes the moment that she realised her fate. An up 
close and personal assassination. 
 
That had all the hallmarks of her father. A known psychopath. 
 
Could a father kill his daughter in such a manner? 
 
Only certain types. 
 
The two shots, especially the one to the forehead showed passion, but more importantly 
callousness. Anger. Reeking of punishment for sins committed. 
 
It was not a manner of assassination recorded against the Macready Mob previously....and I 
doubted that at an age of around eighty, old Jason Macready would be capable of the act. It 
was reported that he was flat on his back in some Private Hospital waiting for the 'Night 
Wagon' to appear. 
Instead, it had been the signature of several killings attributable to the White Skulls but 
surprise, surprise no charges ever laid for the 'double tap' shootings on an individual within 
that gang! 
 
According to the titbits shelled out by Abbey. 
 
Forgetting the manner of my dress or lack there-of, I strolled over to the fire door and turned 
to take in the area. Still imagining that her body lay cold on the floor. I then walked some 
distance up the corridor that serviced the other half of the building on the other side of the 
light-well. Deep in thought I retraced my steps to stand on the small balcony type extension 
that protruded out over the stair well. This small balcony section in the main entry atrium 
allowed you access on the third floor to the Mail slot and chute that plunged to the ground 
floor Mail Box. Like those expensive balcony suites at the Opera. A small area from which 
one could take in the entire sweep of stairs, the Lift tower for the entire three floors, the 
Lobby and the beautiful, curved glass, old-fashion revolving door. 
 
I absent-mindedly placed my whole hand in the mail slot. It was that big. I watched as the 
revolving door began its laboured revolutions, pushed by some-one, perhaps a co-tenant, 
although I did not recognise the couple. More than likely one of the newer tenants who had 
only recently taken up tenancy whom I had not yet met. 
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They glanced briefly up at me, a look of mild shock crossing their faces before they seemed 
to recognise me. 
 
They both gave a small but embarrassed wave, a smile on their faces before I fully 
understood my condition. 
 
Standing there in under-daks, Bomber Jacket, bare legs, and thongs! 
 
I retreated rather sheepishly but rapidly to my living quarters. 
 
I laid in bed for some time, not wanting to re-emerge into the cold of the day. The rain had 
eased to a nuisance fine sprinkle. 
 
My thoughts wound back to an image I had had whilst standing for all to see on the third-
floor Balcony. 
 
It was a White Skulls method of killing back in history. A double tap. Why would the Skulls 
want Suzie dead? Or was it some-one else who was trying to lay blame by the recognised 
method. If that be the case, whom? 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
I had just satisfied myself on a theory that I had been mulling over all morning. 
 
I was making myself a coffee when I turned, jumping in fright and spilling coffee all over 
the floor. Abbey had again entered the Office without me hearing him. He again was 
leaning against the door jamb between my Office and my one-room Apartment. 
 
A slow grin on his face satisfied that he had again frightened the bejesus out of me! 
 
I am going to buy a dog! 
“While you’re making another for yourself, I could do with one.” 
 
A tired smile on his face. He looked a little wet. The bottom of his trousers sopping. His 
shoes saturated. The shoulders of his coat and his hat stained dark with water. 
 
“I thought you would like to know. The Blue Sapphire Room no longer exists. It was fire-
bombed early this morning about an hour after they closed the doors at 3:00 AM. Two 
bodies found in the burnt-out ruin. Lying beside one another. Read into it what you may.” 
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He came into the room to sit heavily at my two-seat table. 
 
He rubbed his face tiredly. 
 
“Do you know what happened? Who the bodies are?” 
 
“The bodies are too badly burnt for a visual identification. We’ll have to wait on DNA and 
dental records but I’d lay a bet and say the Bar Manager Klaus Bollinger who, by the way is 
an associate member of the White Skulls, and possibly the head waitress and sometime 
singer at the Club, Ms. Rosie Penthorpe. She has been doing the honours since Suzie left 
this world. The two of them apparently were an off again, on again item according to other 
staff members that we have so far interviewed. Ta.” 
 
He took the offered mug of coffee. 
 
Took a gulp. 
 
“Ace, this is good stuff. Don’t let it get out otherwise Gloria’s may want in! There’s a 
carton of doughnuts on your office desk. I was given them this morning. If you are hungry, 
go get them. I haven’t had breakfast yet so go get them in any case. I’m too bloody tired.” 
As I walked into my office he called after me. 
 
“It’s too early to know exactly what happened as the Fire Investigators haven’t finished 
their work yet. But with this rain there will be a lot of evidence that is either washed away 
or pooled over. It would appear though that the fire started in three separate areas of the 
building, so it’s arson and murder. To start with. The list I suspect, will grow exceedingly 
long.” 
 
We sat in silence devouring the doughnuts and having seconds of coffee. 
 
“I’m beat Lofty. I’ve had about three hours sleep and I reckon that I’d still show up from the 
beer I had last night. Do you mind if I have a kip here for a couple of hours?” 
 
It wasn’t the first time that he had slummed it on my bed. For a variety of reasons. I waved 
him an invitation to my bed. 
 
“Clean sheets yesterday so don’t do your usual bark and bite; getting mixed up between wet 
and wind. I’ll drop some laundry off, go to the Bank and interview a prospective customer 
so I’ll be out of your hair for about 2 hours, OK” 
 
He headed towards the bed, pulling clothes off as he went, leaving a trail that would make a 
teen-age boy feel guilty. I reckoned that he was asleep before he hit the bed. I covered him 
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up and picked his clothes up. Those that were wet, which was most, I hung over the back of 
chairs and turned the heater on. 
 
I picked up my bundle of dirty clothes and bed linen locking up the office behind me as I 
slipped quietly out. 
 
The rain had eased to a steady drizzle. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
We sat at my favourite Café devouring a late lunch. 
 
My shout. 
 
Outside so that both of us could light up after a good meal. 
 
An occasional light feeling of wetness blowing over our table. The pelting rain had stopped, 
replaced by that annoying misty drizzle. As though the clouds were sweating. Very lightly. 
Extremely lightly, as though the moisture drops were so tiny, so light that they seemed 
suspended in the air. It had been that way now for several hours. 
 
We, as smokers, relegated to that unhealthy environment externally. Of moisture and strong 
gusty winds so that those inside, which by the way was zero, would not be subject to a life 
of cancerous growths eating away at their bodies. The sacrifices that us smokers had to 
endure for the sake of the selfish majority. They really couldn’t give a damn either way but 
on odd occasions they felt that they had to offer their voices up to some ridiculous cause. 
 
It’ll be alcohol next, mark my words. 
 
Than fat people, then gas guzzlers of all sizes, then people who have more than two lights 
on in their homes at any one time! And then God forbid, those who enjoy coffee! Than 
perhaps any-one with an IQ lower than 100. Than those with a disability. Heathens perhaps! 
 
Hitler and far right fascism would become the flavour of the time. Again! 
 
I’d described my theory on Suzie’s death to Abbey who sat silently throughout. 
 
I even gave details of my timing myself immediately after I had heard the shots. How long it 
had taken me to open my Office door to peer down the hallway. And correspondingly, how 
long it would take some-body, after firing off two shots at close range, to quick-walk some 
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nine metres down the corridor placing the gun into an official post-package, already 
stamped and addressed? Then pop it in the mail slot. Retrace his steps; pulling out his own 
gun as he did so, to finish up standing akimbo as I had seen him as I had nervously stepped 
from my office. 
 
Abbey sat there for some moments after I had finished explaining this theory, slowly 
nodding his head. 
 
“You’ve just accused your Client of murder.” 
 
A statement not a question. 
 
“Why hire your services after the deed was done? To supposedly find the killer of his 
partner.” 
 
“To throw us off.” 
 
“Hmm... how much? Twenty thousand is a lot to throw us off, don't you reckon?” 
 
He glanced at a young office lass as she ran across the street towards us. Her full skirt 
catching in the wind. 
 
“It didn’t throw us off though. Remember, we took him in on suspicion of murder. Gunshot 
Residue tests showed that he had not fired a fire-arm. Forget about the gun itself for one 
moment. Most importantly, what is his motive for murder? What was the victim, Suzie 
wanting to hire you for? Why was she there? Why was she there in your building?” 
 
We were again, hit by a blast of icy wind, moisture thick in its tendrils of air. 
 
“Let’s head back to your place so we can enjoy a smoke in relative comfort. Notice I 
emphasised the word relative!” 
 
He gave a cut-off laugh at his own attempt at humour. 
 
I went to settle the bill while Abbey stood ready. He was at me before I had even closed the 
door of the Café behind me. He was obviously giving this theory of mine some deep 
thought. So I thought. I felt that it was a direction that the cops had not thought about. Or 
had they already thought of that angle and dismissed it as fanciful. 
 
Was my vanity and my opinion of myself highly over-extended! 
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“It’s not that easy to send a fire-arm, a revolver by mail you know. Especially if he had sent 
it OS as I would have done. To some false address in say a London suburb. It would have 
set off every X-ray alarm before it had left our shores and the same as it landed in England.” 
 
“Not necessarily if it was sent by surface mail.” I countered. “And sure, much of mail is 
examined to some extent as it leaves our shore. But it could still slip through. It does. Look 
at the swell of handguns imported by mail recently. Even if discovered as it slipped through 
an X-ray machine, what is the protocol for such a discovery at our postal building? Sure as 
shit, he wouldn’t have put his correct address as the Sender in the required area of the 
package. Bob Jones of some fictitious address in say Collarenebri. Or Gulargambone. Or 
Coonabarabran. God, I love those names. They have a musical tone. They roll off the 
tongue. It would be a long shot that the revolver would ever be traced back to Labinski ….” 
 
“Settle down Ace… you sound as though you are on the verge of ...” He left it hanging. 
Laughing at my exuberance. 
 
“I agree to a certain extent. If the handgun did indeed get past all the barriers, then it could 
be years before it would make its way back to the address shown on the ‘Sender Address’ 
tab. If it had gone OS. If detected before it had left our shores, then the package would be 
examined by our Customs people at the Postal building, who would notify us. It would go 
into the system. Examined in detail. Test fired. Catalogue. Bullet striations and firing pin 
location and depth collated and checked against those in the system that had been involved 
in a major crime, drive-by or what-ever. Eventually we’d be informed of its history. That, I 
would bet my big toe on, would be the outcome of this little postal delivery exercise. A 90-
95% chance of that being the outcome. Sure…. that would take some time. OK, I’ll put out 
feelers to see if such a gun has been found in the system.” 
 
We were walking up the stairs of my building. Me vaulting two at a time. Abbey wheezing 
slowly up one at a time. 
 
“Hello Lofty. I hear we’ve had our share of excitement while I’ve been out bush. Sorry to 
have missed it. Only landed back in this sleazy burg this week-end.” 
 
I shook hands with Benjamin W. Borvic aka ‘Digger’ aka ‘Benny’ aka ‘Egghead.’ 
The Lapidary guy, gemstone fossicker and dealer in fine gemstones who it is rumoured, 
often sails two short of the wind on the illegal side of the trade. He had been away on his 
annual eight-week fossicking foray in the hills around Emerald in Queensland. By all 
accounts these annual sojourns right around the country, even to New Guinea, were highly 
successful, if not a little suspect. 
 
He occupied three units on the third floor from the T-junction at the end of the Corridor 
back towards my humble digs. That was quite some floor space. The business must have 
been profitable! 
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By the time that Abbey wheezed his presence at the top of the stairs I had filled Digger in 
on the excitement that he had missed. I introduced the two men not mentioning Abbey’s 
professional standing. I figured that Digger would be able to guess. He would have to have a 
nose for such things. Most who have one foot in the shadowy world of the criminal usually 
do. 
 
“Suzie…. poor Suzie.” He lamented. 
 
“Did you know her?” I asked in astonishment, stopping Abbey from asking the same 
question. 
 
“Um…. yes. Knew her quite well, from when she was but a mite.” 
 
A cough. 
 
A look away. 
 
Embarrassment at his next confidence. 
 
“Knew her father and mother for years though I’ve now lost contact with both. I think her 
mother died years ago, though her father’s still very much alive….” 
 
A soft titter which was almost effeminate. 
“Well…. just alive. He’s still hanging on unfortunately. You would have heard of him. 
Macready. Jason Macready.” 
 
I had to appear to have been hit by a Mack truck.  
 
Digger didn’t seem to notice, although Abbey grabbed my arm. My acting rehearsals still 
held me in good stead. 
 
I heard a whisper. 
 
“Whoa, Ace. Take it easy.” 
 
“Jocey…. sorry…. you knew her as Suzie. Suzie Sapphire.” He shook his head. “She 
changed it from Jocelyn Macready thinking that it would be a better name for when she 
became famous as a Blues singer. Such a silly name! She was always too much the dreamer. 
Even when she was little. I suppose the name change to hide herself from the sins of her 
father.” Exasperation in his words. “She loved gems. Jewellery. Sapphires. Blue sapphires. 
Had quite a collection, both uncut, cut and set. She always came to me to buy the stones. 
Usually went elsewhere to have them set. I admit I’m not the artisan of design as far as 
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settings go. Or cutting. Poor girl. So, that low-life boyfriend shot her? Poor Suzie. I…. 
you’ll have to excuse me. It’s somewhat of a shock.” 
 
He waddled down the corridor towards his rented units. 
 
His round, squat body rolling with each step. A parody of Humpty Dumpty. No neck as 
though his head was a natural extension of his roly-poly body. His head coming straight 
from his shoulders giving the appearance of a very large egg. A very large Dinosaur egg! I 
had often wondered how in hell he could wander about the bush fossicking around like 
some busy ant searching for that morsel. He bending over? I would've thought nigh on 
impossible. But those trips out bush occurred every year and had done so for as long as I 
had been a co-tenant in this building. There was some talk that he had been here since the 
late Forties, early Fifties! He having fled his ruined homeland after the end of the war. 
 
Who knows these things for sure? 
 
Every time that I had crossed trails with him usually in the building or out in the parking 
area where he kept his dinged, rust and dirt stained mid-sized 4WD, he was always 
courteous, respectful, and friendly. 
 
“Did you notice those sleeves that he had on?” I asked Abbey as we entered my Office. 
“They went all the way up to his shoulders almost. Like those rubber sleeves which also 
have a glove attachment-like that Vets wear when they do internal examinations on horses 
and cows and some such. You know…. up their arses.” 
He didn’t seem to be listening. 
 
I pressed the point. 
 
“Why would Digger need to wear sleeves similar-like. They made of a light canvass or 
some such tight weave. Nylon perhaps. If Labinski had a similar removable sleeve you 
wouldn’t have a positive for GSR would you? It wouldn’t take much for him to take off the 
sleeve and dump it in the same packet as the gun.” 
 
I was thinking aloud. Letting my mind run free. 
“A Lapidarian often wears them, Ace.” A scornful note in the saying. “If they're grinding 
down gems, or working with the precious metals, particularly silver or platinum, it can get a 
bit dirty. And particles can aggravate the skin if it's unprotected....it would also prevent GSR 
on his arms, also.” 
 
I looked across at him wondering where that comment was leading to. Digger had told us 
that he had only just returned from a fossicking trip....to Emerald in Queensland. 
 



86 

He raised his eye-brows in response as though saying that he may be just a simple Cop but 
he knew other things! He fished his mobile out of his pocket and pressed a speed dial 
number. 
 
“Sonny? Where’s James?” 
 
A moment of silence as he listened, nodding his head in acknowledgement. 
 
“Good work. Forensics onto it? Good. Get an ‘urgent’ sticker on it. This is not over yet. 
There will be a counter punch in the next couple of days if the last week or two is anything 
to go on. I need a full report ASAP. Subject. One Benjamin W. Borvic.” 
 
He spelt out the name to one of the number of Detectives and Uniforms who now made up a 
Task-force investigating all the deaths that had started with Suzie’s execution. 
 
“Also, known as Digger, aka Benny, aka Egghead.” 
 
He looked to me for confirmation. 
 
“Residential address not known. Business address Unit 3B through C Third Floor Number 
12 Darling Harbour Road Haymarket. Drives a dilapidated and old mid-sized 4WD. Model, 
make unknown. Registration unknown.” 
 
He stopped talking. 
 “You scrolled him up already? Bloody hell, ain’t computers wonderful. So, what you got? 
Anything interesting?” 
 
He looked at me as though this world was getting too much for him. 
 
“I want a full run-down. In particular, his whereabouts for the past 2 months. Check for 
plastic, bank accounts. Petrol purchases which will tell where he was, where he’s been. You 
know the drill. ASAP. I’ll be back in the Office in about an hour. I’d like something by 
then. Cheers.” 
 
He ignored my querying look. 
“Gotta go. They’ve picked up trace on some rags and a petrol can that had a little petrol in it 
in a garbage wheelie bin in the back alley near the club’s rear entrance. Looks promising. 
Let you know. By the way, that’s a good theory of yours.” 
 
He clamped me on the shoulder as a father may do to an errant son. 
 
“Unfortunately, Ace, it cannot be substantiated in any way. By the way, I’m more than sure 
that your dead client was not the shooter. It’s a pity that there are a lot of imbeciles driving 
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around on big bikes whose engine capacity is larger than their IQ's. Everyone having drawn 
the wrong conclusion." 
 
The inference being that I too had drawn the same wrong conclusion as had the low IQ 
minded imbeciles on bikes. 
 
He continued as he headed for the door. 
 
“We need to arrest the culprit before this escalates any further and more of those silly 
bastards find themselves dead. Don’t get me wrong. I couldn’t give two hoots if they 
completely kill themselves into extinction. But I fear that as long as this pay-back persists it 
is only a matter of time before some innocent bystander suffers a similar fate.” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
I was rather despondent. 
 
Miffed! 
 
Pissed off! 
 
My attributes and talents as a Private Investigator found wanting. 
 
By inference to be sure. Also by the man who was somewhat of a father figure to me. Some-
one whom I respected a great deal. 
 
My mobile phone buzzed and then began to broadcast Led Zeppelin’s Stairway to Heaven 
in a loud enough volume that you would have thought that you were in the mosh-pit at one 
of their concerts! 
 
“Mr. Hills. My name is Ms. Beverley Archibald. My friend Mrs. Lizabeth Goldberg gave 
me your phone number. I hope you don’t mind?” 
“No, Ms. Archibald. Not at all. How may I help you?” 
 
“My dog has gone missing……” 
 
OMG I needed a drink. 
 
Now. 
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Straight away. 
 
A good Scotch! 
 
More than a glassful. 
 
Neat. 
 
No water or ice! 
 
Forget the bloody glass. 
 
Straight from the bottle! 
 
“Ms. Archibald….” 
 
“Call me Bev, young man. Ms. Archibald sounds so prissy.” 
 
“Bev. I would love to be able to help you out. I am afraid though, that I’m booked out for a 
couple of weeks on other jobs. I couldn’t spare any moments to look for your poor puppy 
until at least the end of the month. Perhaps I could give you another number for help?” 
 
“Do you think that he would be still alive at the end of the month, my boy?” 
 
“I’m sorry Bev. I have absolutely no idea. Would you like that alternate number?” 
 
I gave her the number of a colleague who would rob his mother to buy an outside flush. Or 
wanting a straight buying three! 
 
“Thank you, my dear. Lizabeth said that you were something special.” 
 
That made me feel worse than I already was! 
 
I reached for that Scotch. 
 
Having a little more than common sense dictated. 
 
I awoke around midnight feeling worse than I did before I started to drink. My head felt 
heavy. A throbbing pain circled my scalp. My tongue was woolly along with my brain. 
 
Just goes to show that the after-effects of decent and sub-standard Scotch were both the 
same! 
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I staggered down the rear fire escape stairwell that led to the rear yard area and George’s 
Stable quarters. 
 
It was the normal access route for every-one who used the building; during business hours 
and later. This was especially true of the English Night School classes. The class rooms and 
Offices occupied only from about 3 in the afternoon to something like 9 at night took up 
most of the remaining half of the third floor. I had never seen who ran or owned the 
business in the five years that I had been in residence. I certainly though, always heard the 
countless number of different languages and accents of students as they came and went 
three times a week to those classes. 
 
I had no idea why that line of thinking wallowed around in the old grey matter. 
 
Scotch, good or bad quality can do funny things to you! 
 
George’s light was on. I tapped gently on the door that opened almost immediately. 
 
“Keep the noise down Clem, otherwise some-one might ring the cops. We’ve had enough of 
them around here to last a life-time! C’mon in. It looks as though you could do with a good 
Scotch.” 
 
I almost retched on his threshold at the thought of any more to drink. 
 
I doubted that there would be any-one else in residence within cooee of the place. 
 
He closed the door behind me. 
 
The place was as warm as toast. 
 
“Sorry George, about visiting this time of night. I meant to come earlier. I need a couple of 
envelopes from the safe, if that’s all right.” 
 
George walked me to the safe positioned in the corner of the room. 
 
“The cops any closer to that dame’s killer?” He asked as he bent in front of its bulk. 
“No.” I shook my head. The rest of the World wobbled with it! 
 
There was no way that I was going to tell him that I too, was involved in a big way. Than I 
thought that he more than likely already knew that fact. There were no keeping secrets while 
George was around. 
 
“You know who the woman who got killed was, don’t you? She was Macready’s daughter, 
that’s who.” 
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“How do you know that?” I asked incredulously. 
 
He handed me both envelopes. As I took out 5 large from the money envelope and the entire 
contents from the other, he replied in a rather hurt voice. 
 
“I been around this town for a long time. I keep out of sight, and mind my own business. I 
drink alone but I always keep my ears open. I listen more than I talk and I keep a watch out 
on all the shenanigans and goings on around the town. She’s been a regular-like visitor to 
see Digger Borvic. They got history you know. I knew who she was the first time she paid 
him a visit. You won’t hear this from me, but I was a cockatoo for the sly-grog bar down 
here when this whole area was nothing but train tracks and dirty, filthy docks. The 
Macready mob ran the gambling dens, the Sly Grog Shops and a couple of brothels. I knew 
old man Macready and his la-de-da friends in high places and his son Jason when that killer 
was but a young man himself. I’ll put that back for you.” 
 
He took the envelope that was still bulging with a wad of brand new consecutive running 
bank notes. Of crisp new $100 bills. It was amazing. This was not the first time that I had 
counted out notes in front of him. He would have had an idea how much ready was in that 
envelope but he didn’t bat an eye-lash. And his history and what he knew and who he knew 
would have made my head spin if I held that much information in my brain. 
 
Pity if he ever suffered from Alzheimer’s, as the town will be robbed of a natural treasure, I 
thought to myself. And a load of information of the past to boot. 
 
I let the notes tumble into the envelope that I kept and walked the back stairs up to my third-
floor digs. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
 
It was only months after that, that George passed away. Peaceful-like. In his sleep. 
 
There was an outcry one morning from all and sundry that he hadn’t unlocked the building, 
even though all tenants had their own key to get in. Lazy sods! 
 
I walked down the back staircase across to his Stable’s house and found him. He looked as 
though he was asleep in his favourite big sofa chair. His head back, his mouth open. His 
little TV still on. The sound down low. 
 
Just a glance at him and I knew that he was dead. 
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According to the Doctor his body and important bits just wore out. He was ninety-two years 
of age. The brain, the eyes, the ears, and the soul worked as they always had worked 
throughout his life. 
 
It was the other important bits that gave up the ghost. 
 
It was then that I learnt that the safe could not lock, and the fiddling that occurred each time 
that the old man went to open or lock it up was for the benefit and peace of mind of those 
who trusted its security for longer than I had lived. 
 
I could hear Old George cackling away at that joke. 
 
When-ever I thought of it, I too would have a chuckle, convinced that he was joining me to 
laugh at his contrived and long running joke. 
I relocated to his quarters about twelve months later after my Landlord, Horse Trainer 
extraordinaire and mentor, parked out the money for a complete modernisation of the Stable 
and loft bedroom. Turning the second bedroom in the loft into a walk-in robe and a large 
Ensuite with a Spa bath! 
 
The safe was still in its previous location. Too big and too heavy to move, so they all said. 
 
I was glad for its persistence. It's continued existence within the stone walls of this beautiful 
old building. 
 
A bit of George would always be there for as long as that bulky thing sat like some squat, 
heavy, squared-off Buddha in the corner of what became my small Study. 
 
A section of the roofed area where I parked my ‘S’ turned into an Office. 
 
A business address with its own public entry! 
 
It was twice as large as my previous business abode. 
 
A door led directly from the Office into a galley Kitchen after which was a small Dining 
area, the Study off to one side and a large sunny Lounge Room. With its own entryway. A 
front door to my own quarters. Original windows in a side wall knocked out to make two 
sets of French Doors that led out onto a covered Patio equipped with a new Weber 'Q'. 
 
I used most of the remainder of those crisp new bills from the Eugene Gletzfeld case to 
purchase new furniture and fittings. 
 
A shingle advertising Lofty Hills Investigations that hung from a bracket near the front door 
of the Office made and fixed in place by Abbey. 
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The thing that makes me feel that this is home, for-ever my home, is that on certain days 
when the breeze is right, a slight equine aroma hangs like mist in a valley over the 
cobblestones of the parking lot.... but I am ahead of myself! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 
Baz ‘The Ferret’ had staggered under the weight of a new PC tower that he lugged up in the 
lift. I had vaulted up and down the stairs several times with large numbers of packing boxes 
associated with the new, you beaut computer. 
Enough memory and RAM capability to accommodate the entire mass of intelligence 
gathered by the CIA in a year supposedly! 
 
Wireless this, wireless that. Extra this and extra that. A new flat screen TV that also doubled 
as a computer monitor if I wished it to. There was also another large flat screen monitor and 
keyboard on my desk! The tower and another keyboard and a smaller screen located in my 
one room living quarters. A state of the art Copier/Scanner sat on a couple of the packing 
boxes to keep that piece of equipment off the floor. 
 
Things were getting a little cramped to say the least! 
 
A very minute security camera which he installed to cover the entire Office area that 
downloaded an image every 10 seconds onto a separate built-in DVD player in the tower. 
Wirelessly. I forgot very quickly where he had positioned said camera and it always was a 
challenge trying to find its location. 
 
A little black box that prevented any outside equipment picking up or interfering with all 
these wireless signals. 
 
I don’t know! 
I’m just trying to relay the information as simply as I can! 
 
An electronic lock system on the Office door that only I could operate from a little switch 
that he positioned under the top of my desk. Or by key from outside. 
 
I didn’t need a bell, a dog, or a Secretary! 
 
Every-one had to knock at my door and identify themselves to gain entry. 
 
Abbey objected to that installation! 
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Baz “The Ferret” Feranzio also sheepishly handed a thick envelope containing all the 
information and more that I had requested around two weeks previously. He apologised for 
his tardiness saying that the most difficult task was collating the Owners and Tenants of the 
Lamond Tower. As it was, he had worked on the task at Police HQ in any case. A special 
Homicide Squad recently formed to investigate the multiple killings following Suzie 
Sapphire’s death, had requested similar information so he informed me. 
 
In a whisper. 
 
Chuckling away as he relayed that information. 
 
He had found that a seriously funny joke; twice paid for the single chore. 
 
Nerds senses of humour seemed to me to be somewhat flawed! 
 
The 5 large was money well spent. I gave him a one bill tip so happy was I of all the 
computer bits and pieces and its performance. 
 
For the next week, I seemed to spend most of my time trying different combinations in 
furniture positions in my one-room living quarters trying to optimise the space as best I 
could to fit things in without it looking too much of a crush! 
 
I don’t think that I succeeded. 
 
I just had to sit patiently awaiting my relocation into the refurbished Stables that 
Montgomery promised inside six months. Twelve months it took! Never go mad on a 
jockey with a couple of bad each way bets without bad-mouthing the broken promises of 
builders! 
 
The mid-week provincial meets close to this burg that I would normally go to, were 
cancelled due to the on-going inclement weather. It rained heavily for at least part of the day 
every day for close on two weeks. I spent most of that time hunched over the computer. 
Enthralled by what it could do, the different programs that Ferret had installed and the speed 
of its download. 
 
I could download an entire movie in about five-minutes flat! 
 
I have never watched rental Movies at home and never would so that statement seemed 
rather superfluous! 
 
So, what was the advantage in that? 
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Most of my broadband internet time involved collating every tit-bit of information on the 
Macready family mob and associates from when old man Macready was a big-wig in 
politics in this burg during and straight after the war up until the present time. 
 
I learnt that Jason Macready was in hospital. Not expected to live more than a week or two. 
The head of a crime dynasty not inherited by the following generation. His passing not 
celebrated or lamented over by many people. 
 
I’d like to think of less than the fingers of one hand! 
 
All the articles that I gleaned off the internet on the family were extremely informative and 
productive. A lot of holes filled in on my knowledge of the clan. 
 
Upon learning of Macready’s imminent death, I thought for a moment that it was a complete 
waste of time. Then I convinced myself that I still had a contract to find Suzie Sapphire’s 
executioner regardless whether my Client was dead or alive. Or her father for that matter! I 
felt that I had to fulfil my obligations as I had taken the cash to do so. 
 
Ferret downloaded what I had stored on my old computer onto the new one. Everything in 
files. All my cases. Old, new, and on-going properly saved and copied in chronological 
order. 
 
Neat. 
 
Not higgledy-piggledy! 
 
As I have said before; crucify me for my orderly mind! 
 
Everything again copied onto two separate 2 terabyte hard drives. 
 
Wirelessly connected. 
 
Don’t you just love technology! 
Thankfully he had removed my old gear and the ancient tiny TV and set-top box, otherwise 
I think I’d be forced to use my Office as a Lounge Room, sort of. 
 
The information that I had downloaded onto a flash-drive from Apartment 47A almost two 
months previously was still a bit of double-dutch to me. I realised early though, that with the 
arson attack on The Blue Sapphire Room, the information thus obtained was possibly the 
only copy in existence. I mulled over whether I should mention this property to Abbey. 
After much fussing about, I convinced myself that the cops would have removed the 
Labinski’s computer towers and pulled apart every byte code stored within, long before the 
fire tore through the Sapphire Room. 
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I persuaded myself that Labinski’s Accountant should also have a copy if he was worth half 
his weight in salt. 
 
Thus, ended my inner turmoil on the subject. 
 
It didn’t seem to matter here nor there about the said information stored as I could not make 
hide nor hair of most of it. It was way beyond me! 
 
It didn’t matter though. 
 
For the first time, I had a close look at the group photograph that I had flinched from 
Apartment 47A. It seemed a long time ago. Turned it over. Scribbled in fading pencil was 
the words ‘1969 Benny’s place outside Inverell’. Got a magnifying Glass out to take a 
closer squiz. It was easy to identify all the subjects in the photograph after I had trawled and 
downloaded so much of the Macready history from Newspaper and magazine articles and 
the social pages. 
 
The Macready clan were all tall. 
 
Suzie’s mother too, stood tall looking every inch the show-girl she once had been. Buxom. 
A narrow waist. Long slim legs. Flawless skin. She had a beaming smile though it failed to 
reach her eyes. A show-girl smile from one who had to produce it on demand. And to leave 
it there for an extraordinary amount of time. 
 
Suzie or more correctly Jocelyn, was just a blond-headed tot of around five in 1969. Her 
smile was her mother’s smile except that it lit up her entire face. The smile, which had 
captivated me immediately when she had walked into my Office not that long ago, said it all 
as she was held aloft in her father’s arms. Her arms tight around her father’s neck. The side 
of her face squashed up hard to his. A look of joy and pride on both their faces. 
 
There were two boys who looked slightly older than Suzie standing either side of their 
mother, each holding a hand. Twins. Mirror images. Exact Book Ends. 
They would have been Jason Junior after the father and Jack Junior after the Grandfather, 
old man Macready. 
 
They drifted off the pages of history around the time that their mother mysteriously 
disappeared. 
 
Another question mark that I did not have the time nor the inclination to find an answer for. 
Another tall woman stood on the other side of the young family man, Jason Macready. 
 
His sister. Suzie’s Aunt. 
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Devlin ’Diddie’ Hendrickson nee Macready. She was as tall as her brother. She had one arm 
around her brother, the other around a broad brute of a man who looked like the 
archetypical stand-over hood. The man who had stumbled out in front of my father’s car 
drunk as a skunk. His large head, bulbous, flattened and a crooked nose that spoke of many 
a bar-room fight and back-alley fight. A deep scowl across his face. 
 
Not a pleasant looking man at all. 
 
I wondered as I looked at the image, what Diddy had seen in the man! It wasn’t his looks 
and by the way he carried himself, it wasn't for his social graces. They seemed like total 
opposites.... which some people say is the attraction. 
I don't know. 
 
All of them were in shorts and T-shirts. Sandals. A hot day. A beaming high sun. Wide 
friendly-like smiles except for Mr. Hendrickson who didn’t look as though he was enjoying 
himself one iota. 
 
Apart from he, a happy family photograph! 
 
Close and adoring parents. 
 
Off to one side was a figure standing in the doorway of a rustic cabin, one arm stretched up 
to the heavy lintel above the door. Strong muscled arms. A large upper body that screamed 
of density and strength. Thin hips. Short legs. Thick thighs. 
 
The face in shadow. 
 
No neck. 
 
I scanned the shot into the computer and set Photoshop in motion. Cropping the figure out 
and enlarging it to the point just before pixilation causes a loss of too much definition. 
 
Enhancing, increasing saturation. 
 
It was Digger Borvic. 
 
I was certain! 
 
A handsome figure in his youth. 
 
I rang ‘Ferret’ Feranzio asking him to trace whether a property outside Inverell was still 
owned by one Benjamin W. Borvic. 
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“There’s no need for me to chase that out for you, Lofty. It’s in amongst the stuff that I gave 
you the other day.” 
 
God bless his cotton socks. 
 
I almost told him that he was worth more, but prudence and a now thin wallet got the better 
of me. 
 
Let’s not push it too hard eh? 
 
“I think that you will also find that the homicide boys have been up there already.” He 
informed me before he hung up. 
 
I had to rummage around somewhat to find the thick envelope. I knew that I had placed it 
somewhere out of harm’s way as we re-arranged my living quarters and cramped Office 
space trying vainly to fit the utensils of the modern age in! For the life of me I did not know 
where I had placed it. I had a sinking feeling that we may have tossed it out with the 
mountain of boxes and paraphernalia that all these wondrous gizmos had come in. 
 
I planned on an early get-away the next morning to head north up the highway to Inverell. 
 
A light evening meal before such a trip would do. I never liked driving long distances on a 
full stomach. I opened a can of soup, pouring it into a microwave proof container. Opened 
the microwave door. 
 
“Good grief…” I said aloud, asking myself a question. “Has it been that long since I’ve used 
this bloody thing?" 
 
The thick envelope sat flat on the glass turntable. I guess that I must have had Restaurant 
Dinners for the last couple of days; or six! 
 
‘I’ve got to cut out that habit.’ I thought to myself. ‘I’m no millionaire with a steady stream 
coming in. Once this ready cash is gone, it’s gone!’ 
 
I flipped through the pages as I had my soup. A piece of toast. A coffee. Lit up a smoke and 
began to scan the pages more earnestly. 
 
Suzie and Labinski had never married. 
 
Suzie married for a short time to one Antonio Desoto. The older brother of one of her old-
school friends. There were twin boys to the union. They were divorced in 2000 with Suzie 
not contesting the conditions that the father would have sole custody of the twin boys. The 
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boys now lived with the father on the Sunshine Coast. He re-married in 2005. There was 
another boy and two girls of that union. 
 
Desoto a reasonably successful Solicitor and an elected official on the local Council up that 
way. 
 
Suzie had a string of charges from when she was in her late teens up to the present day. 
Mainly soliciting, drunken and disorderly conduct and possession of illegal substances, 
mainly small amounts of marijuana. There had been no convictions or prison terms. The 
protective and generous hands of her father, perhaps? 
 
She began a somewhat rocky relationship with Labinski in 1998 taking up residence with 
him in late 1999 above The Blue Sapphire Room which they opened together around the 
same time. The Principals of the Blue Sapphire Room were the two Labinski Brothers and 
Suzie Sapphire. She had changed her name from Jocelyn Macready to Suzie Sapphire just 
prior to the signing of the lease for the Basement, Ground and first floor of the building. The 
two remaining floors above were a Brothel. 
 
The building owner was a shelf company. 
 
Lamondo Enterprises with a postal address in Port Vila, Vanuatu. 
 
The Principals of that company traced back to Jason Macready, his Solicitor Mr. Barry 
Loretta and his Accountant, Mr. Vincent B. Humphrey. 
 
I wondered whether Suzie was fully aware of this arrangement. This circle arrangement 
where her father was closely associated with her life. Also, whether she was fully aware that 
the other Labinski brother of the bikie gang fame was also intimately involved. The Brothel 
on the higher floors owned by two senior members of the White Skulls along with Solicitor 
Humphrey! 
 
I had heard or read somewhere among the mountain of information that I had been 
uncovering, that the Club allegedly used by the White Skulls crew as a money laundering 
conduit for their drug, prostitution, and protection rackets. 
 
For all her apparent endeavours to rid herself of the Macready name and reputation, she still 
swam in the same shark infected pool! 
 
All the shelf companies traced back to the three individuals namely Macready, Loretta and 
Humphrey were a slight re-working of ‘Lamond’, either Lamondo, Lamarda, Lamardra, 
Lamando or Lamerdra. Or some-such close. 
 
Not very original or that imaginative! 
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These shelf companies either had an address in Vanuatu or Suva, Fiji. 
 
All traced back to a firm called, wait for it, Lamondo Tower Enterprises on the twentieth 
floor of the Lamond Tower. There were at least another three dozen companies listed at that 
same address. All with at least any two of the three as the listed principals! 
 
The Lamond Tower was a hot bed of intrigue, accommodating a who’s who list of the most 
well-known crooks in the land or those known to associate with or related to the shadowy 
members of the criminal world. If a bomb could be planted to destroy the tower while all 
residents were at ‘home’, then 75% of the criminal world of this land would be eradicated in 
one foul swoop. 
 
A joyous thought to me at least! 
 
Surprisingly, or maybe not, there were several past and present members of parliament both 
State and Federal who had their city accommodation address within the Tower. Like-wise, 
several movers and shakers of the local business world also had residence there! 
 
Apartment 47A owned outright by one Mr. Jason Macready. He either owned or one of his 
shelf companies owned another seven units on various floors. 
 
Almost half of the Tower, the first twenty storeys of the tower were Commercial suites. 
Three floors of which were also owned by him outright or one of the shelf companies that 
he had commercial involvement in. The uppermost level, the twentieth where his assortment 
of Companies was located, was not owned in any way by he or his cronies. 
 
A bloody tax dodge no doubt! 
 
I got up to open the single window of my one-room apartment. Somewhat envious on how 
the other half lived. I looked up at my square patch of sky. It was blue. Not that that should 
have indicated dry days for the next week or two! 
 
I took it as a good omen though, as I hate driving distances in the rain. 
 
I made another cup of coffee, not thinking about anything. Stretched my body several times. 
Just letting my mind settle, knowing that the cherries would eventually line up. That sense 
would eventually be made of all the information that I had digested over the past week or 
two. 
 
It was obvious on my frisk through Apartment 47A straight after Suzie’s execution, that she 
really did not want to be there. That she was there only under sufferance. Baron Labinski 
had stamped his ownership on the place. In so many ways! That was abundantly clear! Why 
would Suzie bow to the pressure exerted on her? 



100 

She had spent most of her life presumably fighting vainly to emerge from the shadows of 
her father’s existence. 
 
What had changed to make her accept this expensive overture from him. 
 
What did Baron have over her? 
 
What leverage could he exert to have her move into the Apartment? 
The word was that hers and Baron Labinski’s relationship was over, and while it had 
flourished, it had been a hot bed affair with many fights in public thrown in satisfy the 
roving Reporters of various snot publications. 
 
So why? 
 
I flipped over several pages. 
 
Whoa, Ace! 
 
Call me Snow White and unleash the seven dwarfs onto my body. Two at a time if you 
don’t mind. Dopey by himself! He needs special tutelage! 
 
I leaned back in my chair. 
 
Lit another cigarette and sat staring at the lazy climb of the smoke towards the ceiling. After 
some moments, I re-read the two-page report. Then read it again. 
 
It was a report under Police Intelligence Letterhead. 
 
Stamped in large red letters across the pages were the words: 
 

FOR ASSISTANT COMMISSIONER 
POLICE INTELLIGENCE SECTION 

FOR HIS EYES ONLY. 
 
The highly-classified report indicated that Suzie Sapphire aka Jocelyn Macready 
(underlined: see reports under Macready. Jason. Macready. Jack William) was a highly-
placed asset providing invaluable intelligence on the above persons and invaluable details 
on the operations of the White Skull Bikie gang. Under no circumstance was she to be 
approached by any member of the Police Force. Her operating ‘Handler’ was always to be 
the sitting Chief Superintendent Organised Crime/Motor-Bike Gang Taskforce or his proxy 
and no other. It was co-signed, The Commissioner of Police from the current incumbent 
down through several signatories to the one warming the seat in 2000. 
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The silly bitch. 
 
In her endeavour to escape the confines of her father’s and her boyfriend’s clutches and 
their criminal activities, she had unwittingly set in concrete her future life within those 
shadowy ranks. 
 
Or had she? 
 
This of course threw a whole new light onto her killing... and the motive for it! 
 
Did Baron Labinski know of her duplicity. 
 
Did he kill her because of it? 
 
Ditto her father which seemed more likely because of his psychopathic tendencies? 
 
Did Duke Labinski order her demise with Baron, his brother getting wind of the plan? 
 
Following her around to protect her? 
 
Because he truly did love her? 
 
Was she coming to me with the information that her life was in danger? 
 
Why not go to her ’Handler’? 
 
Did she think that her ‘Handler’ had been compromised? 
Therefore, she couldn’t trust any-one. 
 
I might therefore be a reasonable alternative for her to spill her soul. 
 
There were rumblings that some-one high up, very high up within the Force, had secret 
links to certain well-known criminal names. It wouldn't be the first time that such an 
arrangement existed! 
 
And so, the merry-go-round continued within my mind. 
 
I was no further advanced in finding the killer for my dead client than I was when I poked 
my head out of my Office door not long after I had heard the shots. 
 
Bam. Bam. 
 
Two quick shots in succession. A revolver. 
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It would take a long time for those sounds to drift from my memory bank. 
 
I knew that I would continue to stew over the facts of the case, especially as I headed north 
to-morrow morning. Whilst driving was the best time for my mind to bubble quietly over, 
on a slow boil kind of way. 
The other best time for my brain to bubble along was while I was laying down trying to get 
some sleep! 
 
I had to keep going forward. That meant that I had to follow the lead that I had. The only 
bloody worthwhile lead that I had! 
 
Inverell. 
 
Not a good road trip when sleep didn’t come easily the night before. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
 
The next morning, I left early, driving up to Inverell. 
 
I wanted to ensure that the little rustic cabin that may still exist on the property was in fact 
the same as the one captured on the old 1969 photograph. 
 
I was not disappointed. 
I stayed in the area over the week-end. 
 
I extended that by several more days after learning that the mid-week Meet back home in 
town, was postponed. I was tossing up on whether to extend my stay in the area even further 
as a race meeting scheduled for the following week-end at nearby Quirindi would be a hoot 
to attend. 
 
I did my own form of fossicking. 
 
Digging about. 
 
Turning over clods to see what may have been under them. 
 
I visited the old town Museum. 
 
The Library. 
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The local paper records. 
 
The local Council Chambers and their records. 
 
The Lands Office and their records. 
 
I also toured around the district like a rubber-necker on holidays visiting the nearby towns 
of Glen Innes and Armidale. The Waterfall Way. Thunderbolts Rock. 
 
The amount of information that I collected, invaluable to completing the entire picture of 
the Macready clan. 
 
I had a very strong gut feeling that the property outside Inverell maybe the last resting place 
of quite a few people who had crossed paths with the Macready clan, especially the tortured 
and cold path of our favourite psychopath Jason. 
 
The idyll setting far removed from the idea that this was the hide-away of a vicious criminal 
and his hangers-on! 
 
The track wound off the secondary road through hilly grazing country for some kilometres, 
rising gradually towards a large hillock or small mountain depending on your perspective. 
The cabin was tucked into the side of a mountain on a flat paddock that sloped gently to a 
small creek. The track up to the cabin though rutted, had all the signs of being well 
travelled. And quite recently if my tracking skills were up to the standards of my forebears. 
 
The rustic cabin was still standing showing all the signs that it was regularly used. 
Sturdily built. 
 
Well maintained. 
 
A wide lean-to veranda back and front. The one to the front of the cabin raised about a 
metre off the ground that shaded the entire front façade. This not built at the time that the 
photograph was taken in 1969. From this veranda, you overlooked the horse paddock and 
the direction in which the house track meandered from the main dirt road. 
 
A deliberate design addition I would contend, with any person seated in the dark shade of 
the veranda able to track who-ever maybe coming up the property track for some 
kilometres. 
 
Quite beautiful though in its surroundings and design. 
 
Several new, large water tanks squatted on one side of the cabin and the Stable building. 
The cabin's roof covered with Solar panels and a solar hot water unit. 
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The horse paddock securely fenced with a permanent water course bubbling through the 
pasture. The ample stable built to similar lines and size to the cabin. One complete side of 
the stables heaped with split logs that would fuel a roaring fire for several years! The other 
side of the Stable building also a Lean-to that was chockers with hale bales. 
 
I remembered that Borvic had once mentioned to me that many Lapidary Clubs state-wide 
held fossicking week-ends in this area and usually ranged around the district on horse-back. 
I had trouble even then, trying to picture Borvic either mounting a horse or spending hours 
perched on the back of one. 
 
I still could not bring this vision to mind. 
 
It looked as though it had the occasional week-end visitor and guest judging by the stock in 
a large Pantry cupboard and a Freezer tub. A large sign requested that all food used, be 
replaced. All visitors were also requested to sign the 'Visitors' Book' which was no-where to 
be found. Presumably the Police had removed it. There was evidence, only slightly, but 
visible to the trained eye, that the four-roomed cabin had had a professional search 
undertaken through it. 
 
Recently. 
 
A large, lockable gun cupboard stood in one corner with its door ajar, its lock reefed from 
the panelling. The only outward sign of the cop search. The cupboard would have been 
large enough to accommodate a very useful variety of rifles, handguns, and ammunition. 
 
The cupboard was now bare. 
 
On a 'lean-to' out the back that was both a substantial veranda and workshop come open 
garage, there was a long work bench holding a plethora of lapidary equipment, grinding and 
polishing equipment. Several plastic drawers still held different stones awaiting their 
grandeur to be coaxed from their natural lumpiness. 
 
The property obviously still used by several like-minded persons as Benny Borvic. In the 
Lapidary hobby business, I would surmise.... or even as an ancillary to a Jewellery business 
of some standing. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
 
“Where did you get these?” 
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I was standing at the front counter in Digger Borvic’s place of business. 
 
On my floor. 
 
Just down from my quarters. 
 
I had placed the two watches that I had lifted from Apartment 47A onto a square blue felt 
pad that centred on the glass counter top. The small group photograph beside them. 
 
While I had my suspicions about Digger, I needed to ask him a few questions. I had thought 
that the appearance of the two watches might give him a fright. I was going to play-act 
again by being very nonchalant, asking if he could give me an appraisal and valuation. If not 
on the watches themselves than the diamonds that encrusted both watches. 
 
Obviously, the photograph and his reaction and explanation to it would be interesting, I 
reckon. 
 
Digger seemed to age somewhat before my eyes. Like those trick photographic scenes of 
rapid aging stars that you sometimes see on TV or in a movie. 
 
“I think you know.” I replied. “You’re in that shot….” Pointing at the photograph. “You 
were a lot younger. So was Suzie…. or Jocey. Just a toddler. Suzie’s Mum was a good-
looking woman judging by this shot.” 
 
Why I said that, I’ll never know. It had come out of left field. Completely disassembled 
from any of the thought patterns that I had tumbling around. 
I continued. 
 
“It was taken in 1969 outside Inverell on a small property that you still own. That fact has 
been ascertained beyond question. That rustic cabin is also still there.... a little more 
salubrious than when this shot was taken, but it still stands!” 
 
“Yes.” He replied tiredly. Quietly. A resigned tone in his voice. “You do not have to remind 
me as I remember it as though it was yesterday.... when that photo was taken.” 
 
He turned, pointing at a glass case brightly lit from above. A small rough blue stone seemed 
to hover in mid-air in the case. 
 
“It’s been all over that.” 
 
I guess if I got closer, it would be a lot larger. 
 
He’d lost me though. 
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Completely. 
 
I had no idea what he was talking about. Or alluding to! 
 
Just then, there was a slight tinkle of a bell as the door into his premises slowly opened. Out 
of the corner of my eye I saw a rapid hand movement. The watches and photograph 
disappeared off the counter top. The action hidden by my body from whom-ever had just 
entered. 
 
The familiar voice of Detective Sergeant Robert ’Abbey’ Church kind of told me the 
identity of the new customer. 
 
I can be quick on occasions. 
 
I turned to acknowledge his entry. 
 
Also, squeezing into the small public area was his long suffering but loyal partner, D4 
'Sonny' Liston, D3 James Byron, Detective 2 Sonny Williams and two young Uniforms 
standing tall. 
 
Not for the first time did I feel like an actor in a scene from ‘Mum, I blew up the Kids.’ 
 
“Arh…. good onya lad. You figured it out.” 
 
Not a question but a statement which he believed was fact, by the tone of his voice. 
 
“Mr. Borvic. Good morning to you, Sir. We are here to search your premises and those of 
your residence. Here is the necessary paperwork… and to arrest you for the shooting murder 
of Jocelyn Macready better known as Suzie Sapphire. Would you mind stepping back from 
the counter, sir? Thank you.” 
 
Abbey’s voice had the sound of sheer satisfaction. 
 
No. Stronger than that. 
 
He sounded like a Tomcat that had been going at it all night and who knew that it would 
continue for another night or two before it was over. 
 
Exhausted, but hugely satisfied. 
 
The sudden actions flabbergasted me. 
 
You could have called me Cinderella and held a ball in my honour. 
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Benjamin Borvic stepped meekly back as James ’Jimmy’ Byron stepped around the counter, 
turned the old man around and clapped hand-cuffs on him, reciting rote the words that every 
suspect felon received in similar circumstances. 
 
“Take him down the road. The two of you can question him, take his signed statement with 
a solicitor of his choice being present and then formerly book him in your names. Good job, 
boys.” 
 
He could not get the pleasure from his voice. 
 
I'd rarely heard it, in fact, so it was with some pleasure that I stood there taking it all in even 
though the proceedings still perplexed me. 
 
As they exited the room, their presence replaced by a team of Forensic guys shucking into 
their white full-length body gear and booties. 
 
I guessed that was one of the main reasons why Abbey was so popular with his sub-
ordinates and fellow Officers and why they would follow him through hell and high water. 
He was never one to take the lime-light or to blow his own trumpet. He would give credit to 
those of his team long before he would admit to any glory himself. 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
“Come on Ace.” Abbey cajoled me. “While these boys are doing their work, you can make 
me a mug of your wonderful coffee.” 
 
He walked me towards my rooms, a lightly held hand on my shoulder. If I had been of a 
suspicious mind, directing me out of the way! 
 
“Oh, how I love the sweet smell of burning success first thing in the morning.” He 
paraphrased. 
 
He was gloating. 
 
A smile that a Cheshire cat would be envious of. 
 
“We don't get many successes as neat as this, so you have to lap them up when they come 
around as much as you can.” He said by way of explanation. 
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I hadn’t seen him for close on three weeks. That being the norm. We may have enjoyed an 
extended lunch no more than once a month. Except on the usual habitual Sunday Roast that 
would be all that I would see of him. But with a capital offence on my door-step, so to 
speak, he had dogged my residence this last month or six. 
 
As I made a mug of coffee for each of us, he searched through the frig selecting things that 
would eventually make a sandwich too thick to get his mouth around. 
 
“Put all that salad stuff in a bowl, throw a couple of those frozen Chicken burgers onto the 
griller and make a decent lunch that both of us can enjoy.” I scolded. 
 
As he prepared lunch, he continued to chatter away like a little kid with a new toy. I sat 
down at the table to sip on my coffee and listened. 
 
“It was you!” He said forcefully. “If we hadn’t had that extended lunch sitting out in the rain 
you would not have introduced me to the dirt-bag. His name I didn’t recognised. It was 
when he started to waddle towards his shop along the corridor…. I recognised his bloody 
body shape.” 
 
He slipped a slice of cheese into his mouth. 
 
Checked the George Foreman. 
 
“I was in Narcs. A bloody long time ago.” He continued. “We would often get these reports 
and follow-ups from Customs. Some-how we got a report from Customs who had got Intel 
from the Malaysian authorities about this town being a halfway house for diamond and 
precious gem smuggling. It wasn’t a Narcs thing so it was purely luck that I scanned the file 
at all! They weren’t too sure of the method but were sure of one person who they said was a 
prime mover of the operation. He came with various aliases none of which I can now 
remember. He had several Passports, the most important being Swiss. At that time to have a 
Swiss Passport was as good as an Embassy Protection Visa. In the name that he is known of 
to-day if my memory serves me correctly. But the thing that I remembered, that really stuck 
out was the description of his body shape.” 
 
He let out a chuckle. 
 
“It just so happened at that time, that the favourite stories that I was reading to Seb and 
Jenny was Mr. Egghead. Seb especially loved them. We would waddle around the bedroom 
together laughing our heads off. Kids! Ya gotta love them.” 
 
He did a parody of the waddle that had brought back happy memories. 
 
Chuckling away. I could not help but join in. 
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 “That is what jigged the old grey matter into its race. I rang from here if I remember 
correctly. It wasn’t long, that same day in fact, that we found out that he had been here in 
town on the day that Suzie was shot. That night he was in Inverell having tea at a roadside 
Service Station Restaurant. He most definitely was no-where near Emerald in Queensland. 
He couldn’t have been in any case, as the entire area and most of the State was flooded. 
Under bloody water! So, all the things that he said to us at that time were fabrications. That 
got us digging deeper. I mean, why lie at that stage? What was the point?” 
 
He buttered up some bread, tossed the salad roughly, pouring too much Balsamic vinegar 
through it. 
 
“He came out here with refugee status in 1949. From Hungary. Apprentice Jeweller as his 
trade on his application papers. Landed in town late November ’49. First hint of association 
with Jason Macready was in ’51. Both arrested, alleged assault but not charged. Jason’s 
father was big in local politics at the time. Plus, one foot in several shady things back then. 
That was the beginning of a long and illustrious partnership with the Macready family, with 
suspect endeavours in stand-over tactics, illegal betting shops, after-hours booze dens, 
prostitution and so it goes on. There was some Intel on smuggling gems through Europe in 
the late ‘50’s early ‘60’s. Very little to go on. They were as thick as thieves, until the 
mysterious and never explained disappearance of Jason’s first wife. Jocelyn or Suzie’s 
mother..." 
 
He tried the Tossed Salad only to announce that I had put too much Balsamic Vinegar 
through it. To ease the burden, he liberally splashed the salad with Olive Oil. 
 
'We'll have oily skid marks on our under-daks for a bloody month!' I thought as I watched 
him. 
 
"Bugger... too much Olive Oil....where was I? Yes.... Missus Macready presumably 
murdered. Talk was that there was a brief dalliance between her and Benjamin and that 
Benny was more useful, productive, and worth more to the fortunes of the Macready family 
business than the missus. So, she had to go. This apparently though, did cause a rift between 
the two men that slowly developed into a chasm. The last known association between the 
two was around the early 1980’s when a huge shipment of diamonds was intercepted by the 
Feds, supposedly blood diamonds from West Africa. No-one was ever charged with the 
operation but reports suggest that the finances of the Macready mob were a little tight for 
several years after that, until they were again able to get back on their feet.” 
 
His voice dripped with sarcasm. 
 
He brought the bowl of salad, a pile of buttered bread and four chicken hamburgers on a 
plate over to the table. He also fetched a clean plunger jug of coffee. 
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“Sauce. Where’s your tomato sauce?” He quick-stepped to the frig and back. The sauce 
bottle in his hand, squirting a generous amount onto his chicken burger. 
 ‘What a way to spoil a great chicken burger’ I thought to myself. 
 
Instead, I asked him whether he knew how much salt was in the sauce. He gave me a blank 
stare in response. 
 
Off he went from where he had left off. 
 
“The Feds told us that their Intel indicated that he often went abroad at the time of his 
annual fossicking sojourns around the country. On other Passports, supposedly. Did you 
notice that stone in the glass case behind the counter? Everything lit up?” 
 
He didn’t wait for affirmation from me. 
 
“That apparently is the largest uncut Blue Sapphire ever found in this land…. guess who 
found it? It valued at over AU$1M. The rumours had it that he had promised it to Beverley 
Macready. Suzie's mother. He had been overheard bragging about cutting it, but somewhere 
along the line, especially after Mrs. M suddenly disappeared, he developed cold feet on the 
cutting exercise. Somehow, our Jocelyn aka Suzie got it into her head that the uncut 
Sapphire rightly belonged to her as she knew that it had been meant for her mother. She 
became obsessed with the idea. Obtaining some temporary satisfaction by going out and 
purchasing other sapphires. But her heart was set on the ’big one’ according to a long-time 
girlfriend. She had a few actually, who she kept in regular contact with. From that Private 
Catholic Boarding School for young ‘marms’ that she attended. From an early age, right 
through to the Higher School Certificate. The future strength behind the throne type girls.” 
 
He sounded scornful of this apparent class segregation appearing in his fanciful one-class 
society. 
 
“We’ll know more after we interview Mr. Borvic, though I have a feeling that our Mister 
Borvic may be less then talkative. The impression that I get after talks with Suzie’s friends 
and family is that she had a cruel streak in her. Especially if she didn’t get her way. A 
character fault inherited from her father no doubt. I’d say that she forced her will on our Mr. 
Borvic when he continued to deny her ownership of the gem. I’d say that she gave him an 
ultimatum. Hand over the gem that she was so obsessed about or she would expose his past 
dastardly deeds. I’d say he felt that he had no choice.” 
 
He left off talking while he quickly devoured his meal. 
 
“OK….” I sort of concurred with his premise. “Why did she come to me supposedly to hire 
me to do something for her?” 
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There was no way in the wide world that I could divulge or even hint at the thick pile of 
papers that I had obtained fraudulently from ‘The Ferret’. It would end his career along with 
mine. I would more than likely lose my PI authorisation to practice. And to carry a gun. 
I will have to shred those papers. 
 
Destroy them. 
 
Perhaps first I should scan them into the Suzie Sapphire operating file in my computer first. 
I sudden thought hit me. I had to go buy a decent Office Shredder! 
 
He looked at me, possibly a little suspicious. Noticing that my concentration seemed to have 
wavered. 
 
“What’s up?” He asked brusquely. 
 
I looked at him blankly. 
 
Shrugged my shoulders. 
 
I did not like the position I found myself in, as not only was I risking 'The Ferret' and my 
own future, I was placing my best friend and father-figure in a position of compromise 
regardless of whether he was aware of my deception or not. 
He nodded his head as though he had read my mind. 
 
“Get rid of any papers you should not have on this case. Do not scan them into your whiz-
bang new computer. Everything that you stick on those bloody things is traceable. It leaves 
a trail that can be followed. Quite easily by the experts. Keep the knowledge in your head 
for there are too many people that the hard evidence could crucify. I won’t ever mention this 
again.” 
 
He shook his head slowly. Looked down at the floor. Seemed to gather his thoughts before 
he continued. The enthusiastic tone of his voice returning. 
 
“Her coming to see you maybe a little hard to fathom. Your guess would be as good as 
mine. I think you may know as much of the back-ground as I. From all accounts her 
honeymoon with Baron Labinski was fast ending. You must remember that from an early 
age, she tried mighty hard to rid herself of the Macready family yolk. As one of her 
girlfriends stated, she hated the aura, the infamy of the name. As often happens, a tunnel 
vision concept appears to have formed as to the reputation of her Lover. Baron Labinski. 
She did not want anything to do with the Lamond Tower accommodation. She ignored, 
denied its existence from the time that the Apartment was purchased by her father off the 
plan. He of course was trying to buy back her love. He knew that he did not have more than 
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two years to live. Cancer of the Liver. Possibly gaining a foot elsewhere in his body. He was 
willing to try anything…. or in a way that had been successful for him all his life!" 
 
He poured coffee for both of us, again commenting on how bloody good it tasted. 
 
“Suzie completely ignored the Apartment as I have said. It seems that it was Labinski who 
eventually convinced her that they should move into the address. Prior to that, they had 
lived in dingy quarters above The Blue Sapphire Room. I’d say that she kinda knew that 
Labinski had an ulterior motive and that she became aware of it gradually. Keeping in mind 
her upbringing and her heritage, there is no way that she would go to the cops….” 
 
“But she would go to a Private Investigator. She would have seen my plaque down stairs 
and on my door every time that she visited Digger.” 
 
Abbey shook his head in agreement. 
 
“I’d say that some-how, Labinski knew of her plans to see you. He would have followed 
her. More than likely he was close by when he heard the shots. He had wanted to talk her 
out of disclosing information on his and his brother’s importation business…. perhaps. We 
may never know or have it confirmed.” 
 
“Who do you think killed Labinski?” I asked. 
 
“That’s easy. Jason Macready…maybe not him personally…but on his orders. No way of 
proving that but what the hell. By the way, he died peacefully last night in hospital. Liver 
failure. A heart attack. His major organs closed down.” 
 
He again looked down at the floor. Kicking something imaginary out of the way. 
 
“The bastard got away with it all his life. He would have to have been complicit in over 
twenty murders, you know. And just about every second belting in this bloody city for close 
on fifty years, if not longer. I wonder where he will end up if there is a heaven and a hell. 
He had a Priest working overtime apparently, washing away that lifetime of sins. How 
bloody ironic!” 
 
He gave a cut-off laugh. He had been a fence-sitter for as long as I’d known him. 
 
He picked up where he had left off. 
 
“He would still have had a lot of fingers in so many different pies. He would have found out 
the manner of the execution of his daughter. It’s rather ironic really. We’ll have to ask 
Borvic why the two-tap assassination shoot that he used on Suzie. Was it a deliberate 
attempt to try and pass the blame onto the Bikie gang? The White Skulls. I don’t know for 
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sure, now. We’ll find that out I am sure of that. Macready would have seen the humour in 
that. He was never known for that manner of execution. It was a well-known Black Satan’s 
method. A tag. Every-one that mattered…. the criminal world knew of it. He also would 
have known straight away that that would have immediately forced a reaction from Duke 
Labinski and his boys in the White Skulls. They would be never able to think freely. They 
would think that the shoot was the work of the rival gang….and do something about it. An 
eye for an eye and all that shit! It did, as we saw. That clouded the issue somewhat for some 
time.” 
 
He stood from the table and astonished me by clearing it of the dirty plates and utensils, 
rinsing them vigorously under the hot water tap. He wiped his hands down the outside of his 
pants. 
 
You could have called me Sleeping Beauty and given me an apple! 
 
“Gotta go Ace. I’ve got a murder investigation to wrap up. Cross the ’T’s and dot the ’I’s. 
You coming for tea on Sunday?” 
 
I nodded my assent. 
 
I wouldn’t miss it for the world. 
 
I’d even pass up that date that I’d organised a couple of weeks back with Cameron Diaz to 
be there! 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
 
It was a cool night. 
 
We had an enjoyable time as always. 
 
The meal this time, Abbey had cooked in his beloved Weber. 
 
Jenny was there. Her husband was on a Business trip to Perth. Seb was there with his new 
girlfriend. The fourth in as many weeks. This one looked serious. As serious as all the 
others had looked, in any case. His mother getting concerned at his ability of not being able 
to settle down. Seb was twenty-three and doing extremely well at University. Abbey just 
raised an eye-brow and possibly wished that he had laid as many seeds in his youth, before 
he had settled down. 
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It was politically incorrect to mention such things! 
 
He and I were standing outside enjoying the last cup of coffee and his last cigarette of the 
night. It was bloody chilly. 
I turned to him. 
 
‘Tell me….” I began. “If Borvic shot Suzie Sapphire, it would have meant that it was an 
unplanned thing, an impulsive thing, wouldn’t it?” 
 
“According to his written statement,” He said as he shook his head in the negative. “He had 
rung her the night before and organised her to be at his shop around that time. He carried, 
you know. Had a license for several handguns and a stash of rifles besides that he kept up at 
his little cabin. The gun that shot Suzie was in his Gun Cabinet at the cabin.” 
 
“Was that the only handgun in that gun cabinet?” 
 
“Yeah” He answered impatiently. 
 
“Was it registered to him? Was there any prints on it?” 
 
I can be like a stubborn mule. I kept on going, though the warning signs from Abbey should 
have silenced me some time ago. 
“It was not registered to him even though he had two handguns registered in his name. We 
assume that this one was a ‘throw-away’. Easily obtained if you know the right people. His 
prints though, were on the gun plus partials that were too indistinct to get a match from. 
They’re hard to lift off a gun you know. Not like on those CSI shows on TV.” 
 
“I don't watch them.” I stated by way of reply. “Before or after she walked into my Office?” 
 
“Sorry?” 
 
“I can’t remember the time that she walked into my Office. It’ll be on your record of 
interview, won’t it? Was her appointment with Borvic before or after that time?” 
 
“Ace…we have a signed, full confession from the perp. The gun that shot her found some 
four hundred kilometres away in the cabin owned by him. Records showed that he 
immediately left after the shooting to go there. Evidence is indisputable of that fact. He had 
made several false comments some time earlier to the Lead Detective working the case, in 
the presence of a former jockey that upon investigation, were found to be green dog turds. 
He stating that he had been some 1500 kilometres away from where the shooting had taken 
place, and at the time of the shooting. We have placed him in this building or close by, 
immediately prior to and immediately after the crime was committed. Wipe that expression 
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from your face before I do and go on home. I’ll see you next Sunday if I don’t see you 
before.” 
 
As I headed inside to say my farewells to Mrs. C and the tribe, Abbey called after me. 
 
“Ace? Do not sleep on it. Hear me?” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
 
It was late the following week. 
 
There was a startling series of raps on my Office door. 
 
“C’mon Ace. Open up your bloody door.” Abbey’s muffled and somewhat impatient voice 
seemed far away. 
 
I buzzed open the door. 
 
He stormed in mumbling about how he felt that he was unwelcome in this hovel because of 
that infernal, stupid electric door lock. My answer was that I always knocked before 
entering the back door of his home. 
 
“You don’t have a bloody back door into this slum!” He angrily replied. 
 
He sat down hard on the sofa come bed. The errant spring seeming to upset his manhood so 
it seemed by the speed in which he hurriedly stood. 
 
“Bloody hell! Get yourself some new furniture with some of that cash that you have stashed 
away.” 
 
Call me Pinocchio and buy me some larger handkerchiefs! 
 
How in blazes did he know about that?! 
 
I should have asked whether he had been snooping into my affairs. Instead I asked what 
seemed to be nipping at his privates. He sauntered around my small office not even helping 
himself to a coffee. Or lighting up! He was obviously in a bad way. 
 
“We got a re-cant from his Solicitor the day before yesterday. He now denies shooting Suzie 
Sapphire. Only that he did what he was asked, and took care of the gun! It would appear 
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from a snitch inside that our Benjamin ‘Digger’ aka ‘Benny’ aka ‘Egghead’ Borvic heard 
about the recent death of Jason Macready and started yelling for his Solicitor. Can you 
believe it?” 
 
He walked into my one-room abode and began making coffee. Going through the Frig. 
“This morning at breakfast, our Benjamin appeared to choke on something. Several of his 
fellow bed-buddies helped to dislodge some food from his throat. He was sitting down 
catching his breath with the Prison Doctor on his way when he collapsed off the chair onto 
the floor. A massive heart-attack. Nothing could be done for him though they spent thirty 
minutes or so trying. He was pronounced dead upon arrival at the hospital some thirty 
minutes later. An autopsy will be performed to-morrow afternoon though every-one who 
saw the incident is sure that it was a heart-attack and nothing more.” 
 
All this in a somewhat muffled voice as he scanned the inside of my fridge. 
 
He stood up. Closed the frig door. Nothing in his hands. 
 
“I’ll go across the road and get a couple of croissants to go with your wonderful coffee. 
Nothing else? Then leave your bloody door ajar.” 
 
I was starting to think that his constant mention of my coffee was a reverse stir, although he 
still drank it. Even when he had the opportunity of purchasing Gloria’s across the street. 
Like now for instance. He had held the office door ajar with a pillow off the office sofa. I 
went and made a plunger jug of coffee. He strolled back in not long after, wheezing at his 
physical exertion, starting again from where he had left off. 
 
“Do you realise that we now will have two murders with an open finding on both? Suzie’s 
and Baron Labinski’s. That’s an absolute pain in the arse.” 
 
I knew that he hated having anything left hanging. Worse than that, that would mean two 
‘Unsolves’ attributable to his team. It would upset his excellent record and solve rate. He 
would hate that! 
 
"I mean we had a signed confession that ticked all the boxes.... case solved. He hears of 
Macready's death and instructs his Solicitor to recant the Confession as it was tabled under 
duress.... he says that he knew that Macready was dying with little hope of make the end of 
the month. He confessed to twist the knife, so to speak, in the old bloke's gut. Macready dies 
and there appears to be little reaction from the Macready side on the supposed confession, 
so what does he do? He fucking recants! What a bloody bulls-up!" 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THRE 
 
We seemed to go to a lot of funerals. 
 
Saw a lot of people that we didn’t know. 
 
Old George’s. 
 
Most of my fellow tenants attended. 
 
Some that I met for the first time. 
 
Funerals and weddings do that! 
 
My former employer, Horse Trainer extraordinaire and now Landlord, Claude Montgomery 
was there. Old George was his uncle. The black sheep of the family who, as a lad, had run 
with the Macready mob. His long-suffering wife had apparently nagged him off that life. 
George, according to Claude, was most fortunate indeed not to have spent time in prison. 
The consensus was that the fire-bombing of his car was carried out by a crim who had a 
long memory, wanting to teach Old George a lesson that he wouldn’t have forgotten for a 
long time. His long-suffering wife and worthless son too close when the car burst into 
flames. 
 
Inside the car in fact. 
 
Old George didn’t forget the lesson for the rest of his life! 
 
Jocelyn Macready’s aka Suzie Sapphire. 
 
Jason Macready’s. The recognised kingpin in the Sydney underworld for too many years to 
contemplate. 
 
Where the only persons present for both funerals were the Priest, Humphrey, and Loretta. 
 
Abbey and I sat towards the rear at both services. 
 
A tall, slim chap with salt and pepper hair who had also been present at Suzie’s, sat on the 
other side of the aisle. The usual sprinkling of old woman who were the equivalent of rock 
band groupies according to Abbey. 
 
We didn’t attend any of the services of those who had been killed during the tit-for-tat 
attacks carried out by the bikie groups, but we did attend Baron Labinski’s. 
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Benjamin Borvic’s. 
 
The tall slim chap was also in attendance. Paying his last respects to Benny. 
 
That got Abbey’s nose a-twitching. He couldn’t stop rubbing it. At the end of the brief non-
denominational service, Abbey caught up with the man as he headed away from the Chapel 
in the cemetery grounds. 
 
“Excuse me sir.” He produced his ID as he drew up beside the chap. I was still languishing 
behind. “I noticed that you have attended several of the services, sir.” 
 
“Yes. I’ve noticed that you too have attended them, sir, though this has not made me want to 
invade your privacy at this unfortunate time. Good day to you, sir.” He had some sort of 
accent. Heavy. Thick. 
 
“Sorry, sir. I am Detective Sergeant Church of the Homicide….” 
 
“Yes. I can read English, sir. Now if you will excuse me….” 
 
“Sir. If you do not stop walking and continue to be uncooperative, I am sure that we can 
continue this conversation down town in my Office. That could be a very unpleasant 
experience for you indeed.” 
 
The man half turned to glare at Abbey. 
 
"Yes, I understand that that would be an unpleasant experience. Typical institutionalised 
furniture, decor, and painted walls. Most unpleasant the world over." 
 
The man again turned and began to walk away from us. 
 
"Sir! I will not warn you again." 
 
Abbey put a certain amount of venom into the words. 
 
He would say that he was speaking with authority. 
 
The man stopped and turned to look down at Abbey. Something that Abbey would not 
experience that often, but there you go. He would now feel for a moment what I felt every 
day though I remain firm in my conviction that I stand some two metres tall....at times. 
 
“Do not, I repeat sir, do not threaten me! I have heard that you people act like thugs. Much 
the same as your English counterparts. I do not… I repeat, do not have to answer any of 
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your questions. I do not have to go with you unless you arrest me for some suspected breach 
of your Laws, which I can satisfactorily say, I have not breached.” 
 
This spat out by the stranger. 
 
“You’ve had experience with the British constabulary, then?” 
 
An air of impatience. Of condescension. Of exasperation. He turned to face us. Stamped his 
foot on the loose river gravel of the driveway. 
 
“Very well. Ask your silly questions.” 
 
He had drawn abreast of a Jaguar. The latest model. Worth over $100K with little change 
from two! He thumbed the remote at the vehicle. Stood with his back against the side body 
work as though a re-spray was not of his concern if he happened to scratch the duco. 
 
“I was baptised Jack Macready. My twin brother Jason Macready. My mother was Mrs. 
Beverley Macready. She died in agony some fifteen years ago, from injuries received when 
she was bashed to an inch of her life by my father. Her husband. Jason Macready. I am now 
known as Helmut Boranovich. My brother Henri. Our names, including our mother’s, was 
changed not long after we were taken to Austria by Benny. Benjamin Borvic. I would say 
our Saviour. When I and my brother were eleven years old...." 
 
He slapped the side of his calf with an open hand, but you could tell that his blood pressure 
had risen substantially. 
 
"I am sure that if we had stayed in this fair country, my father would have murdered the 
three of us. As it is, he murdered my mother. Very slowly. God rest her soul.” 
 
He looked away. 
 
Opened the car door and took out a bottle of water dripping with condensation. 
 
I bobbed my head down, that is how low the roof of the car was, to see if I could find the 
frig! 
 
“I have fulfilled a promise that my brother and I made to our dying mother. That we would 
attend the funerals of both my father and our saviour when-ever the time came. I did not 
think that I would also be attending my sister’s funeral as well. All within such a short 
period of time. That is most unfortunate. It would appear though, that her killer did not 
escape with his life, no?” 
 
An air of condescension. 
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A glance at Abbey that would have scared lesser men. 
 
“Unfortunately, my brother could not attend as he is in hospital at this moment. He will 
perhaps join me when it is time to straighten out the affairs of Mr. Borvic and my sister. 
Now. If you will excuse me, gentlemen, I have a great deal to organise. There are several 
estates that need tidying up. Various Solicitors to see.” 
 
Abbey raised a hand and held the door of the vehicle so that the chap could not open it. 
 
“Do you have proof of who you claim to be?” 
 
“Yes. As far as being Helmut Boranovich.” 
 
He reached into an inside coat pocket, and produced a crocodile skin wallet. Flipped to an 
International driving license with his photograph, name, and signature. From an inside 
pocket on the other side of his coat he produced a Swiss passport in an identical document 
wallet. Flipped open the Passport to show the identification, photograph and particulars. The 
passport was quite thick, indicating a well-worn international traveller. 
 
“In the name of Jack Macready? I have the necessary papers back at my hotel suite.” Said in 
a manner that was to impress a lesser mortal than Abbey. 
 
“You made a comment about your sister’s killer not escaping with his life. What did you 
mean by that?” 
 
An impatient throw of his hand. Another stamp of his foot and a glance at his surroundings. 
 
“I do not mean to be too judgemental. It is the Austrian up-bringing. But it would appear the 
world over, that the police once they think that they have all the pieces fitting, will not test 
the evidence in any other way. You held a fine gentleman in your prison without bail. I am 
positive that the ignominy of that incarceration was the thing that killed him. Mr. Borvic 
was not the killer, no matter which way you looked at it, of my sister! OK. He was my 
father's henchman and I guess could be implicated in quite a few murders. Here and abroad. 
But I can tell you emphatically Sir, that he did not.... and could not kill my sister, Jocelyn.” 
Again, spat out. “I fear that you, and people of your profession, lack a broad imagination. 
Not meant as a cold criticism but more as an educational exercise. Good day gentlemen. I 
will be staying at the Broadwater International until my business is attended to in this city. 
Suite 1762 if you need me.” 
 
“That’s just around the corner from my quarters.” I smiled my most friendly smile. “Perhaps 
we may run into one another.” 
 
He gave me a look that would bring snow to the Tropics. 
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“I think not.” 
 
He lowered his tall frame into the front seat of the vehicle like a foot slipping into a hand-
made shoe. The engine growled to life and without so much a side-ways glance in our 
direction, slowly accelerated away as though the spinning of wheels on gravel was way 
below his standing. 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
 
 
“C’mon Ace. Spit it out!” 
 
We were seated at an outdoor beer garden. A view of the ocean swell lazily hitting the rocks 
below. As though exhaustion had overcome the early morning enthusiasm to belt the rocks 
into further submission. 
 
We had just finished a Pub Lunch which had been surprisingly well-cooked. A more than 
ample meal. Especially for the price. 
 
We’d had our fill of funerals. 
 
I looked at Abbey, sure that what I was about to say would cause him heart-burn, an 
impatient response and a rapid departure that would leave me dumped kilometres from 
home. 
 
“You know. It could have been Labinski who shot Suzie. Just think about it. Borvic hated 
Macready’s guts. The very earth that he walked on. He loved Mrs. Macready enough to risk 
his life to get her and the twin boys out of the country. To safety. Borvic had ties to that part 
of the world. He held several passports and aliases. At the time that he got Mrs. Macready 
and the twin boys out of the country I think that he was certainly confident that Macready 
would not touch him. He was certain that his value to the family totally outweighed any 
animosity that Macready may have had against him. Any revenge. Any payback!” 
 
"You seem to think that Macready was some sort of benevolent figure. A man with a 
conscious. I can tell you straight, that Macready was just a hood and a cold-hearted killer...." 
 
"Well, yes, Abbey I can see that.... but there was something that kept Borvic alive, even 
after he aided Macready's estranged wife and two kids to be taken out of the country.... there 
was something of significance that kept Borvic alive for all these years...." 
 
Abbey looked over at me. Nodded his head. Shrugged his shoulders. 
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I took a sip of beer, surprised that Abbey took over the dialogue. 
“And no matter what, Borvic also knew on what side his bread was buttered. He may have 
hated Macready for what he did but his early criminal fortunes were linked to the Macready 
mob. But his hatred for the man simmered for years. I’ll take a guess to say that Borvic may 
have been in the Gents that morning. Heard the gun go off. Came running outside to see 
Labinski holding the gun. Suzie dead on the floor. Saw his chance at revenge over Jason 
Macready. Immediately. It would have flashed through his brain like a lightning bolt 
perhaps. The one thing remaining perhaps that the old man held dear if not near to his heart. 
Realising perhaps that Macready would have taken it as bad as any human being. As any 
father who loved his only daughter. He would have understood the length of time that the 
hatred had boiled within Borvic. Benny would have possibly just snatched the gun from 
Labinski and headed for Inverell, thinking that he would be picked up in quick time so that 
Macready would suffer more.” 
 
I picked up the reins. 
 
“Because of the narrow field of imagination of all police forces world-wide….” 
This resulted in a gruff response from my friend sitting opposite. 
 
“…...Borvic was starting to get impatient that he had not been arrested. He lay in wait for 
us, telling us a BS story that even a blind man could unravel. He gladly told us both a 
story.... a BS story! He was most forthcoming with his statement and assertion of guilt 
until…...until he found out that Macready had died. His thoughts of revenge; of making 
Jason Macready suffer as much as possible for as long as possible…. were dashed at that 
moment….” 
 
Abbey shook his head slowly. Took several gulps of beer. Looked out to the horizon, the 
sea a beautiful colour. 
 
“Then why did the Gunshot Residue test come up negative on Labinski’s coat? And if it was 
Labinski, why the double-tap shoot? And why did Labinski not try to describe, to identify 
Borvic as the man made a dash for the fire stairs? Also, because of Suzie's long association 
with Benny Borvic, Labinski as her partner, should have known of his existence and history, 
one would think, wouldn't he?” 
 
I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
I went inside to get another round of drinks. 
 
“Perhaps……” 
 
I placed the two full glasses on the table. Sat down slowly. 
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“I knew a jockey once who was left-handed. Wrote with his left hand. Did most things left-
handed. But held his whip, his tennis racquet and his golf clubs as a right-handed person 
would. Even a hammer, would you believe. If memory serves me correctly, when I first saw 
Labinski he was holding his gun in his left hand, no?” 
 
I looked over at Abbey for confirmation. 
 
I continued with the thought. 
 
“When a GSR examination was undertaken on his coat, was it to the left side only? And 
even if it had been conducted on both sleeves of his coat... if he had on one of those full-
length rubber sleeves and glove that Vet’s wear whilst doing an internal on a horse or cow, 
would that be sufficient to block any GSR from getting onto say...his right-hand coat 
sleeve?” 
 
Abbey sat still for some moments, then slowly raised the cold glass to his lips to take a 
swallow. 
He responded slowly as though the thoughts were having a problem fermenting in his mind. 
 
“If Labinski held the gun in his right hand and stood say, completely side-on with his gun 
hand held out straight from his body… that’s a bloody, cold-hearted way to kill your partner 
as he would have been no more than a metre from her…. possibly even closer... there is a 
chance that the GSR would have been minimal to the left side of his jacket. I’ll hazard a 
guess, although I am not sure, that the GSR test would have been only carried out on the 
left-hand side of his jacket. We would have assumed that he was left-handed based on 
several things, but mainly because of your evidence that he had his gun in his left hand! 
That left side if he was standing the way that I just mentioned, would have been like in a 
shadow for want of a better description.” 
 
Abbey took another swallow of his beer. He dived his hand into his jacket pocket to extract 
his mobile. By the time that he had placed it to his ear he was speaking. 
 
“James? Baron Labinski's coat. Arrange a GSR test to the right sleeve....to the entire right 
hand side of the jacket including the collar area, if it has not been done already. OK? I'll be 
back in about an hour.” 
 
He replaced the mobile back into his pocket and continued as though he was for the first 
time, voicing thoughts that were becoming exposed for the first time. 
 
“As far as identifying Borvic…perhaps he did not even know him. With his background, he 
would not have been co-operative with the investigating police in any case. Just a figure 
slipping through the door was as far as he would want to offer to us. Why make our job any 
easier? I reckon that he had more than a bloody good reason in wanting Suzie dead. His 
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entire life-style and criminal activities with his brother were at risk from Suzie disclosing 
information to you, perhaps. Or he found out about her double life as a Police 
Informer..........” 
 
He looked over at me to gauge my reaction to that piece of information. 
 
Luckily, I showed surprise, not at the information but at the fact that he would reveal it to a 
member of the public. 
 
Her duplicity that way should have been a secret for evermore, as far as I was concerned! 
 
But then I consider that I am a man of integrity! 
 
"She was what?" I responded in a surprised tone. 
 
He seemed satisfied at my reaction. 
 
“The double-tap method of shooting her was just to throw us off a bit. His close association 
with his brother and his ties to the White Skulls gang meant that he would have surely 
known of the Black Satan’s’ method of execution…but Ace…don’t give me heart-burn 
about your little package mail drop theory OK? We know now where the gun went....and it 
certainly was not by post. You even know that now!” 
 
“So where then, is that sleeve covering?” 
 
“Arh shit Ace. All this is supposition, not provable. A talking point over a quiet beer. Every-
one of importance, of possible guilt in these cases is bloody dead. Come on, finish up as 
I’ve got work to do. I’ll drop you close to home OK?” 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
“What do you want me to do with all this mail?” The Office Manager asked. 
 
Mr. Barry Loretta along with Mr. Vincent B. Humphrey were Executors of the late Jason 
Macready’s estate. There was an inordinate amount of work to be processed. 
 
“If you could, Mrs. Barlow, go through the mail. Anything that appears personal, of a 
business nature or any cheques what-ever, leave to one side. Toss the rest into the garbage. 
Anything that concerns you, or you’re not sure about, knock on my door.” 
 



125 

There was a small package that had a London address in bold capitals for the delivery 
address. Mrs. Barlow turned it over. There was a sticker attached giving instructions ‘to 
return to sender’ as the London address did not exist. Not even the suburb name; no-where 
in Britain for that matter. The return address was somewhat brief also. 
 

Mr. J. Macready 
Lamond Tower 

Sydney 
Australia 

 
Mrs. Barlow knocked on the closed office door of Barry Loretta and entered. 
 
“Um…. this package looks a bit strange. That is not Mr. Macready’s hand-writing is it.” 
 
Loretta turned the package over, slowly peering at the return address scribble. 
 
“No, it’s not.” He concurred as he picked up a long thin letter opener. 
“What is it?” The Office Manager asked. 
 
Loretta held up a long sleeve shoulder glove made from latex or something similar. 
 
“It’s one of those gloves that Veterinarians use to carry out internal examinations on horses 
or cows. Some type of sick joke I would think. I doubt that Mister. Macready would have 
seen the comedy in it. Toss it in the garbage, my dear.” 
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