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TESTIMONIALS

Life for a missing person’s family is a harrowing experience, a journey of ambiguous loss quite incomprehensible for those who have never travelled this path. Too often when we read of missing persons in the media, they are portrayed in quite a dispassionate way. Nicole’s empathy to understand the feelings and emotions of families, allows her to be objective and rational, whilst at the same time allowing the reader to truly “know” the missing – humanising them. These stories are gut-wrenching, frustrating, an emotional roller-coaster, triggering. You’ll feel despair and hopeful. May these loved ones be brought home to their families.

Suzie Ratcliffe, sister of missing child Joanne Ratcliffe, founder of “Leave a Light On Inc.”

Reading Sandrine’s chapter, I’m lost for words, as I’m overwhelmed by emotion! Throughout reading it I feel each emotion they feel. The frustration, confusion, heartbreak, and the hope! I was able to hold back tears until Jessie’s letter. From a daughter to a daughter; you feel and relate to it so much more. Perhaps also because there’s so many similarities, not just with our parents’ health and lifestyle, but the handling of their cases. Even down to incorrect spelling of family names! All missing persons need to be treated as homicides until proven otherwise! Certainly not just written off as suicide, especially if there is mental health present. It’s always comforting to hear you are not alone in the way you feel.

Susie Stoodley, daughter of missing Billy Steffen (featured in “Vanished ”)


TESTIMONIALS

Having a person missing from your family is the worst feeling in the world, bar none. I know this for a fact, and so do the remaining members of my family. My beautiful sister Leanne has been missing since 1978, and the memories are always flooding back to us. Birthdays, the time of year she went missing, any time a body is found, are just a few of our sad moments. Some friends don’t like to bring it up, probably thinking it’s too painful, but for some of us, it’s great to hear from them because it shows that they still care like we do. Thank you and keep up your great work!

Malcolm Goodall, sister of Leanne Goodall, missing 1978

You, your work, this page is more than just a Facebook page, more than a community service, it is a lifeline of hope, and serves as an educational tool, you inspire others to care to genuinely care.

Lynelle Crowther

I personally think you are amazing and without you I would be lost trying to cope with the fact that Leisl is missing. I don’t care how many times a person goes missing because there may be that one time they go missing never to return. I thank and appreciate you.

Sandi, mum of missing Leisl Smith

As a former Private Investigator for 26 years I can’t begin to explain how pages and groups like this actually help find people, and sadly in some instances, bring closure to families. Keep up the great work Nicole”

Frank Castle


If this book raises concerns for you or someone you know please contact Lifeline on 13 11 14 or Beyond Blue 1300 22 4636 or Mensline 1300 789 978, or the National Alcohol and Other Drug Hotline on 1800 250 015 or Family Drug Support on 1300 368 186.

If you have any information about a missing person you can contact Crime Stoppers on 1800 333 000 or go to www.crimestoppers.com.au You don’t have to say who you are or get involved.


For Peter Rolfe


You do awesome work Nicole, you are truly a godsend, thank you.

Jackie Hutchison, sister of missing Gail Lynch
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FOREWORD

Stephenie Fielding

In 2015, my brother Rigby went missing.

I remember my mum’s call asking if I had heard from him. I felt it in my gut before there were facts. Rigby would not just disappear. He loved us. He had come home to be with us. But when I went to the police, desperate and concerned, I was told he was a 53- year- old adult and that he could go missing if he wanted to.

I was not treated like a sister whose world had just shattered. I was treated like an overreacting nuisance, an annoyance.

Trauma is not just in the disappearance. It is in the response. What people don’t see is that I live with this every single day. I wake up with it. I go to sleep with it. The not knowing. The imagining. The constant question of where is he?

I am a professional woman. I work in my community. I have been recognised and awarded for my contribution to others. Yet when I stood in my local police station, asking for help finding my brother, I felt insignificant. I was dismissed and not taken seriously.

The grief is heavy, but being unheard is heavier. This grief has changed me, and being unheard has hardened me more than I ever thought it could.

Years passed in that space of fighting to keep Rigby’s name alive, fighting to be taken seriously, fighting not to give up.

And then I found Nicole.

Nicole Morris did something simple, but life-changing. She listened. She didn’t question my concerns. She didn’t minimise my fear. She didn’t make me feel like I was asking for too much. Nicole did what should have happened in 2015. She acknowledged my persistence. She understood that my persistence was not an overreaction; it was love for my brother and a sheer refusal to give up.

She saw my brother as a human being. She saw me as a sister in pain. In the middle of my anger and exhaustion, she stood beside me. She validated what I had known all along: that missing people matter, and so do the families left behind.

This book exists because people like Nicole refuse to let families disappear along with the people they love. This book represents more than advocacy. It represents being heard.

And I know I was never asking for too much.

I was asking for my brother to matter.


INTRODUCTION

Thank you for picking up this book. Whether it’s your first time reading about Australian missing persons, or you’ve read the first two books, I am grateful to be able to bring you more in this, the third book in the series.

A little about me — I’m the Director of the Australian Missing Persons Register, a not-for-profit association I set up in 2005, as a means to get information about missing persons out into the public. My work has all been voluntary. I have never had a missing person in my own life, but I hope that after more than 21 years doing this, I have some understanding about why people go missing, what happens when they do, and what the people who love them go through. I hope to share some of that with you, with the aim of giving more people a greater understanding of the mysteries of the missing, as well as, of course, hoping to find the missing persons themselves. They are not just faces on a missing person poster or a few lines in a newspaper. They had goals and dreams and personalities and experiences and challenges… and lives.

I’ve dedicated this book to my friend, Peter Rolfe. Pete started a group simply called Support After Murder, and he did exactly that for the loved ones of homicide victims. Pete never gave up fighting for victims and their families, even when he was unwell. If your missing person case has a reward attached to it, it was probably because Peter Rolfe hounded the Commissioner until they added it. He sat in court with countless victims’ families, day after day, through horrendous trials, so they would never be alone.

Pete’s inspiration was the murder of his beloved former partner, Stephen Dempsey, and if you were in Sydney, you might recall this awful crime — Stephen was killed at Deep Creek Reserve in 1994 by an arrow from a compound bow. It’s comforting to think Pete is now reunited with Stephen. The Sydney Morning Herald reported: ‘Peter was one of the key lobbyists for the world-first special commission of inquiry into the unsolved murders of LGBTIQ people between 1970 and 2010 in New South Wales.’

Peter was also friends with missing man Stephen Jelfs, feared murdered in inner-city Sydney in 1978. Peter pushed hard for a reward in Stephen Jelfs’ case, and in 2015, he was successful in getting one.

I met Pete in Sydney many years ago now, at the 15th birthday of the Family and Friends of Missing Persons Unit. He became a treasured friend. Peter would email me constantly, was an incredible supporter of AMPR, and was passionate about helping victims of homicide.

On a personal note, Peter knew that seeing sunrise and sunset photos of the water is very soothing for me during my often stressful days, and he made it his mission to send them to me whenever he went for a walk. My inbox is filled with Peter’s sunrise ocean photos — he sent them almost daily. I will miss him terribly.

VALE Peter Rolfe. Thank you.

Many people have asked me, have there been any updates since Vanished and Missing came out? Sadly, no missing persons have been found. Police have not yet identified the remains found in Tasmania that we wondered could be Billy Steffen. In May 2024, police released a craniofacial reconstruction image of the man, as they could not match him to any DNA samples in their database. The reconstruction looks familiar to me, but I don’t believe it’s Billy Steffen.

Jason Mazurek’s family continue to fight for answers, and I try to mention him as much as possible in the interviews I do. The same goes for Gail King and Marcia Ryan, and it’s been great to see in-depth looks at their cases in the media. Shaun Barker’s killers are now out of prison. The inquest findings for Tony Jones have still not been released by the Queensland coroner. Likewise, we’re still waiting for an inquest for Sandrine Jourdan — as it must happen.

After many years of knowing him, I was finally able to meet in person the wonderful Dylan Redman, brother of missing Owen, featured in Missing, who flew from Melbourne to Queensland to attend the Missing book launch in Toowoomba. He was also able to meet the lovely Susie Stoodley, Billy Steffen’s daughter, who comes to every event I hold, and Julie Hand, mother of murdered Jody Galante, who is simply wonderful.

Some good news. In September 2025, Northern Territory Police increased their rewards to $500,000 for multiple long-term missing persons and unsolved cases. The highlighted case for this campaign was 16-year-old Norman Lawson, who I featured in Vanished.

Since being featured in Missing, the wonderful Stephenie Fielding, sister of missing Rigby Fielding, has appeared on SBS television to talk about her journey, and she spearheaded the June 2025 campaign by Western Australian Police to also offer $500,000 rewards for Western Australian missing persons, which is absolutely fantastic. After Rigby’s case was neglected for 10 years, finally he’s getting the attention he deserves. The reward applies to all 364 WA missing person cases.

Still in Western Australia, the inquest for Lisa Govan, who was featured in Vanished, was held towards the end of 2024. The hearing was explosive. The court initially stated Lisa’s boyfriend, Tim, would not be appearing at the inquest because they could not find him. I thought this was very strange, as I had no trouble finding him to speak to when I wrote Vanished. They did eventually locate him. The coroner’s opening statement of his findings says:


Lisa Joanne Govan was 28 years of age when she was last seen at about 7.30 am on 8 October 1999, standing at the front of the clubhouse compound of the Club Deroes Motorcycle Club in Boulder Road, Kalgoorlie. At the time, Lisa was in the company of Mr Andrew Edhouse (who was a member of Club Deroes) and Mr Trefor Atkinson (who was an associate of Club Deroes). Lisa has not been seen or heard from since. Since Lisa’s disappearance, Mr Edhouse has been arrested once, and Mr Atkinson has been arrested three times on suspicion of her murder. Kevin Smith was also arrested once on suspicion of being an accessory after the fact in relation to Lisa’s death. Mr Edhouse, Mr Atkinson, and Mr Smith were released on each occasion they were arrested, and no one has ever been charged with any offence in relation to Lisa’s disappearance. Detective Senior Sergeant Timothy Lines says that police believe Lisa died at the Club Deroes clubhouse on 8 October 1999.



The finding is 102 pages long; evidence of how seriously police took the task of preparing their brief to the coroner. The coroner heard from witnesses who saw Lisa and Edhouse together:


Between 4.26 am and 4.28 am, Lisa and Mr Edhouse had a conversation on the footpath outside the entrance to the Safari Club… Lisa and Mr Edhouse stood together talking, some distance from the other patrons, before they walked down a laneway… in the laneway, Mr Edhouse and Lisa stood very close together in what appears to have been an embrace.

At 4.31 am, CCTV footage shows Mr Atkinson, along with two other men, approach Lisa and Mr Edhouse in the laneway. Following what appears to be a short conversation with Mr Edhouse and Lisa, Mr Atkinson turns to walk away and as he does so, he appears to strike (or attempt to strike) Lisa’s neck, causing her head to move backwards.

At the inquest, Mr Atkinson claimed he was very intoxicated at the time, and although he accepted he may have attempted to assault Lisa in the laneway, he could not recall doing so. CCTV footage shows that as Mr Atkinson was walking off, Lisa appears to throw something at him, which may have been a cigarette butt. Mr Atkinson then picks up the object and walks back towards Lisa before Mr Edhouse intervenes, and Mr Atkinson walks away…

(Lisa ended up back) at the Clubhouse… (where she and others) drank alcohol, listened to music, and played pool... By about 7.30 am, only Mr Edhouse, Mr Atkinson, Lisa, and Mr Patrick Nathan remained. Mr Nathan had fallen asleep on a couch earlier that morning, and remained asleep until he was woken by Mr Atkinson. Mr Nathan says that by 9.30 am, Lisa was no longer there. (Witnesses later) saw Lisa, Mr Edhouse, and Mr Atkinson walk back through the front gates of the Compound (towards the Clubhouse) together.



The finding goes on to detail how associates of Edhouse and Atkinson lent them a Land Cruiser ute, and they were later required to hose out the tray. Police have never found this vehicle. A section of carpet in the clubhouse was also cut out around the time Lisa disappeared. As mentioned, there are 102 pages of detail, and I would urge anyone interested in Lisa’s story — which should be the whole of Australia — to read the findings on the WA Coroner’s website. They will also be on Lisa’s page on my website.

Atkinson and Edhouse did appear at Lisa’s inquest. The coroner said:


‘Mr Atkinson said he could not recall any argument between Lisa and Mr Edhouse, and although he denied he or Mr Edhouse had attempted to have sex with Lisa, Mr Atkinson later said he didn’t know if Lisa and Mr Edhouse had sex. Mr Atkinson denied seeing Mr Edhouse assault, stomp, or kick Lisa, and when was asked whether he saw Lisa on the Clubhouse floor at any time, Mr Atkinson said, “I don’t think I remember” and “I can’t remember.”’

Mr Atkinson said he did not know what had happened to Lisa on the morning of 8 October 1999 and that he could not provide any information about where she might have gone. When asked if Lisa had left the Clubhouse, Mr Atkinson responded: ‘I would assume so.’ When asked whether he and Mr Edhouse had any conversations about what happened to Lisa, Mr Atkinson said: ‘Not that I can recall. No.’ Later in his evidence, Mr Atkinson also claimed that since Lisa’s disappearance, he and Mr Edhouse had never talked about what had happened to her. Mr Edhouse said: ‘I — I definitely did not — was not involved with the disappearance of Lisa.’

At the conclusion of his evidence, Mr Edhouse was asked whether there was anything else he wished to say to Lisa’s family and his response was: ‘No, your Honour.’

It seems that the circumstances surrounding her disappearance and subsequent death are destined to remain a mystery. This is clearly a frustrating and wholly unsatisfactory state of affairs, and I cannot imagine the additional grief and sadness that Lisa’s family and loved ones have had to endure since her disappearance in the face of this information vacuum. As I have pointed out, on the basis of the available evidence, it seems clear that Mr Edhouse and Mr Atkinson were the last people to have been with Lisa before she disappeared. In my view, even given the fact that the passage of time dims memories, it must be the case that both Mr Edhouse and Mr Atkinson know more about what happened to Lisa than they have so far been willing to admit.

I am aware that the so-called code of silence, which applies to members and associates of Club Deroes, acts as a powerful deterrent to those persons (and others) coming forward and telling police what they know. Nevertheless, I strongly urge anyone who has any relevant information about Lisa’s disappearance to have the moral courage to come forward and contact police before it is too late. Lisa’s family deserve an explanation as to why and how she died.’

— Coroner Michael Jenkin.



In January 2025, the Govan family decided to go through their beloved Lisa’s belongings. Ginette wrote: ‘Today was an emotional day as Mum and I sorted through some of the boxes of Lisa’s stuff that Mum has held on to for the last 25 years. I guess that happens when a person is missing, yet not officially declared deceased, and with no definite answers to what actually happened and where Lisa is. The decisions of what to keep and what to get rid of were hard. Clothes, handbags, shoes, little rocks, a wooden bowl, other bits and pieces and paperwork all had to be sorted through. Some things Lisa kept hold of must have meant something to her so, how can we just get rid of them?

‘We would hold up little dresses and outfits and remember Lisa wearing them, or if we hadn’t seen her in them, then imagining her wearing them. We haven’t finished, and have saved some boxes for another day, as Mum was tired. I wonder what we will find in those boxes? I looked through her old phone bills, and there was my phone number from the times she phoned me for a chat. How I wish she could still do that, and we could hear her voice.’

As I write this, Pat Govan is celebrating her 80th birthday. She hasn’t been well and had major surgery only weeks ago, but she was wearing a gold tiara and beauty queen sash as she danced at her party. She had a ball. To Lisa’s killers — you did not break this family. But Lisa should have been there, celebrating with her mum.

The cases you’re about to read about you’ve possibly never heard of before, but every person here is very important. You might hold the missing piece of the puzzle, so if anything you read sparks a memory, it’s not too late — call 1800 333 000 and make that Crime Stoppers report.


1

Bradford Pholi The Golden Boy
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Brad Pholi — 10 years old, Indigenous, missing since Boxing Day (26 December 1982), Dundas, Sydney. He was last seen after being sent to catch a train at Eastwood and never arrived.



This has been a very difficult chapter to write. Anita Pholi, Brad’s sister, was one of the first people I ever interviewed, in 2014, when I was putting my first book together. I had been speaking with her for a number of years before that, and she was always so grateful when I would make appeals for Brad. When I started to write the book, Anita was a natural inclusion, as she was so determined to find answers for her brother. However, when I asked her if I could interview her, it was cautiously. I cannot imagine the horror of anyone losing a child from their family, and I felt I should tiptoe around their pain as gently as I could. But her response made me well up with tears:


THANK U EVEN 4 THINKING OF OUR BRO BEFORE & NOW. I’D BE HONOURED & IT’S A PRIVILEGE. AGAIN THANKS NICOLE, U R MORE INTERESTED IN FINDING OUR MISSING LOVED ONES THAN THE HOMICIDE WANKERS. OUR LOVE 2 U, LET ME KNOW WHEN, THANKS AGAIN NICOLE xxx.



Then she sent me a little angel sticker and wrote:


THANKS NICOLE, ANGEL of the MISSING.



I interviewed her twice, by phone, and during those calls, I realised that she was battling her personal demons. She told me her story, and when I asked for the family’s permission to access the coronial files, she readily gave it. But for one reason or another, it just didn’t happen for the first book. Anita became more and more unwell, and I shelved their story.

I don’t think I could have written this story well in 2014, as it was very difficult to follow Anita’s thought processes. She jumped from topic to topic, talked about things she assumed I already knew, and bounced between decades with her stories. I wasn’t a competent enough writer back then to put it all together, to decipher what she was trying to tell me, and to sort her jumbled thoughts into something you can read and understand.

But as I started this third book, and made my usual online appeals for Brad, suddenly more people came out of the woodwork — people who knew Brad, Anita and Bernie as children. People connected to the family. People who started to tell me eerily similar stories. These people urged me to write Brad’s story, believing there is much more to tell than is already known.

Now, in my third book, I’m ready to tell it. Brad has started to visit my dreams; in them, I am running around begging people to listen to what happened to this little boy. So, in honour of Anita and Brad’s mum, Lorna, here is Bradford Pholi’s story.

Anita Pholi was a proud Aboriginal woman, proud of her family, proud of her heritage. She missed her mother, and she missed her little brother Bradford; she lost them both within four years. She was a strong woman who fought every day, yet the well-known close-up photo of Anita with a tear spilling from her eye breaks my heart every time I see it — the look of utter heartbreak and grief on her face. Anita was three years older than Bradford and the eldest. In between was brother Bernie. They first lived in Redfern, in inner-city Sydney, which in the 1970s was home to a large, vocal Indigenous community.

‘My real dad died when I was ten years old,’ said Anita. ‘He was Brad and Bern’s dad too. He’s in an unmarked grave in Melbourne. We had a real dad and three stepdads. I remember my life from five years old. I used to babysit my brothers. Mum had another daughter, Teena, and I was even babysitting her; she was only six months old. I was five. This was before we were made state wards.’

A violent home situation caused mum Lorna and the kids to flee. ‘Our stepdad was beating Mum a lot,’ said Anita. ‘Every time Mum said no, our stepdad… she actually married this creep… he’d crack her in the head. Mum would say: ‘Everything will be fine…’, until they got home and he’d be drunk. It was on the last night that we got away from him. I said, ‘Mum, we need to just go. I’ll watch out for Bernie and Brad, and we’ll be okay. Teena will be okay.’ Mum had to get out, or he would have killed her. I’m very protective of my brothers and my mum.’

Lorna and the kids escaped her violent husband and went to one of many domestic violence refuges in Sydney. The child welfare department, which in the 1970s became the Department of Youth and Community Services, would regularly visit the refuges to check on the children who had fled violent homes. If these children were deemed to be at risk of further harm, they were often made wards of the state. They were taken from their mothers and placed into either foster care or group homes.

Anita said, ‘One night, the Daily Telegraph came out to do a story at the refuge, about mothers and children. My photo was in the paper, and the people from Dalmar children’s home just up the road recognised me, and straight down they came. Mum always had me out of sight… she and the other ladies hid us; it took them a few hours to find us! But when they did, that was it — we went into Dalmar, and we grew up there. If she wanted to get us back, they told mum not to go to any more refuges.’

Matthew Molloy contacted me when he learned I was writing a chapter about Brad, as he knew the kids from the time they were all in Dalmar together. Matthew is a devoted dad, with a kind and generous heart. I think his deep love for his kids comes from not wanting their lives to be like his own childhood, which was filled with uncertainty and insecurity.

He recalls, ‘I met Anita, Bernie and Bradley — we always called him Bradley — in a children’s home called Dalmar. I met them in about 1979. I was in care with my sister from when I was two and a half. I went to a foster family when I was five, and I was there until I was eleven. I went back to Dalmar in 1979.

‘All three of them were in the same cottage that I was in. Brad was about six or seven, Anita 11 or 12 and Bernie about eight years old. We all went to Carlingford Primary School together. I know they were at Dalmar because their mum had a problem with alcohol. I don’t know the details about her relationship breakdown, but I believe the kids’ father had left. Lorna was left with the kids on her own and couldn’t handle them. Brad was so young, he had no protection, and his mum was dealing with her own problems. Welfare became involved and they were sent to Dalmar.

‘I used to stand on the steps of the home on visitors’ day wondering why I didn’t have a family to visit me, but Lorna would come to see her children, without fail. She was a loving and passionate mother. I never saw her violent towards the kids. She would kiss and hug them and tell them she loved them. She fought very hard to get them back and managed to achieve it. She made the changes she needed to. They were all very happy to be at home with their mother. All three of them went home to Lorna about a year before Brad vanished.’

During school holidays, Brad and Bernie were sent to foster care on Warwick Road, Dundas — the street where they would eventually live — with Mrs Wagstaff and Mrs Owens. ‘Mrs Owens is still here,’ said Anita. ‘One of them had Bernie, and the other had Brad. I got sent to the country.’

Anita said she tried to escape. ‘I didn’t get far!’ she said. ‘Only as far as Carlingford. Got some food from Franklins, made it back to here, then I heard the dogs.’ Anita is talking about police officers, who she often referred to as ‘dogs’.

She continued: ‘Brad was tired, he was only a little one then. I was only about five. They took us back to Dalmar. They told me if I didn’t settle down, they’d split us up. I said, “You can’t make me, raka raka. The only one who can tell me what to do is my mum.” He said, “Yes I can, I can separate you from your bro’s.” They put four foster papers in front of Mum, but she didn’t sign any of them. Two days later, I went up to see Teena in the baby cottage, but she was gone. When Mum rang, I told her, but there was nothing Mum could do.’

This is heartbreaking — her baby was fostered out, without Lorna’s knowledge, and she wasn’t even told afterwards. Little Anita was the one who told her mum on the phone. ‘We only ever got to see Teena once a year, on her birthday,’ said Anita. ‘It killed mum, it killed Brad, killed us all. I could see that in Mum. I didn’t understand why life could be this cruel. She was a mum who wanted her kids back. But I sort of sometimes wish that we did stay at Dalmar, that we didn’t get out early.’

Anita thinks if they’d stayed at Dalmar, maybe Brad would have been safe.

Lorna worked hard, met all the conditions imposed by the Department in order to get her children back and Anita, Bernie and Brad were returned to her.

‘We’d been in Dalmar for five years,’ said Anita. ‘The conditions were that she had to get a house and have it stable and get us enrolled in school, and she eventually did it. Mum had to earn her way back and prove she’d cut back on the alcohol. She met Ron Coleman, a decent man, and he helped get her a house. They granted Mum provisional supervision of us. We got an emergency house at Eastwood, and we should have stayed in that, that’s only down the road.’

The family then moved to a house at 51 Warwick Rd, Dundas Valley, a suburb in Sydney’s north-west. The children were, however, still state wards, and could be taken back to Dalmar at any time. Much has been said and written in the media and at the inquest about Lorna being violent towards the kids, but Anita spoke of her only with great love.

‘I still think of my mum every day, and she’s been gone for a very long time. Mum had hardly any primary school, and never went to high school. She was lucky to have had Teena, as she had a heart condition. We were the first Kooris here in Dundas Valley. If Mum was home, we walked up, and would say goodbye to her and go to school. After school, we used to run through Eastwood tunnel. Brad and Bern always stuck together. Me too, but sometimes after school I had to do some shopping for Mum. They said Brad was naughty, but I can’t see it; Bernie was the cheeky one, if anything.’

Childhood friend Matthew Molloy recalls with a smile, ‘Brad was like a jumping bean. He was always running around doing stuff; riding bikes, swimming in the pool… smile from one ear to the other. He was a very happy, cheeky kid.’

It was December 26 — Boxing Day — 1982. Bradford Pholi was ten years old. Anita was still asleep when her mother asked Brad to go to a family friend’s home in Newtown to borrow some money. Some reports say this was for cigarettes. Some reports say Brad was heading to an aunt’s house, but Anita told me Brad was sent to see a family friend named Marilyn Cox.

‘I remember coming down the hallway between ten and eleven that morning. I said to Mum, “Where’s Brad?” I remember being very protective of Brad. I had heard him go through the back door, and Brad had already jumped the back fence. Bern said, “Mum told him to stay home” but Brad said, “No problems, Mum” and off he went. He was the fastest runner. I thought he was going to the shop, but Mum said no, he was going down Newtown to see Marilyn, a chick Mum knew. It was someone Mum had known a few years, through the family.’

‘I said to Bern, “What are you doing? You go get him! Call him back! Now! Run!” Bern jumped the fence, and it wasn’t even two minutes since Brad went. He came back fifteen minutes later and said, “Neet, I can’t see him. I even ran the way we went, the way we always go.” We always came out in a reserve then up Marsden Road, to Terry Road, to Eastwood station. Bernie’s jumped over, gone up to Marsden Road, and couldn’t even see him.’

Police later issued a map they said showed Brad’s route from his home to Eastwood station. ‘They’ve got it a bit wrong in the map they released,’ said Anita. ‘They’re a few streets off.’

Assuming he’d gone to Marilyn’s at Newtown by train, the family waited for Brad to come home. When he hadn’t returned late in the day, Lorna was worried and went to the local police.

‘The day Brad went missing, Bernie and I went with Mum to the police station,’ said Anita. ‘I remember we got a lift back home afterwards with the police. Mum couldn’t walk far, and it was getting dark.’

The official reports say an ‘unknown man’ went with Lorna to report Brad missing but Anita told me that is false. There was no man, just Lorna and the kids.

Anita continued: ‘They told us it had to be 24 hours before we could make a missing person’s report. I said, “What the hell, in 24 hours my little fulla could be anywhere!” So, Mum and I went down again the next day.’

The family all blamed themselves for not being able to stop Brad that day. ‘It was wrong of Mum to ask him to go,’ said Anita. ‘She should have waited until I really woke up, and we all went together, as we always did. When I was with them, we were safe. I’d tell the men to f-off. If Mum wanted to go to the shops or whatever, we all travelled together. Bern and Brad went to Newtown together once, and I should have gone with them. Bernie blames himself. On that morning, I said to Mum, “You know we should have travelled together.” She was a good mum, though. We’d travelled down to Newtown heaps before — me, Brad and Bern.’

It’s thought that Brad did make it to Eastwood station from his home. In 2009, the Sydney Morning Herald reported: ‘His mother, Lorna Pholi, had told media at the time that staff at Eastwood railway station had seen Bradford.’ Anita told me, ‘The bloke who collected the tickets at the Eastwood train station is one of the ones Brad would give cheek to, and he remembered him.’

No trace of Bradford could be found. Vague reports filtered in — possible sightings of Brad.

‘We got a letter from a man who said he sighted Brad at Potts Point,’ said Anita. ‘He saw a photo of Brad in the paper. He said, “I looked through all the photos and I saw your son’s face Mrs Pholi and I’m not lying, and I don’t want to upset you, but I believe in my heart that was your son.”’

Anita has a news clipping that said Brad was hanging with a runaway gang at Kings Cross, so Lorna would often travel there, searching for her boy. ‘Mum started going down to Kings Cross sometimes three times a week to look for him,’ said Anita. ‘I would look after Bernie. Sometimes she’d come back black and blue; the men there were rough. I went there once, when I was 13, with Mum, when Brad was meant to have been sighted in the Poolroom. I’d never been in the Cross before in my life. It scared the hell out of me. I’ve never been back there since.’

When we spoke, Anita was still living in that same house that she grew up in — the house that Brad disappeared from. Brad’s disappearance caused a great rift between Anita and her neighbours, who mostly treated her family with suspicion instead of compassion. She was still at war with them when we spoke in 2014, 32 years after Brad’s disappearance, often getting into physical altercations.

‘I can’t believe I’m still in this stinking hole,’ she said. ‘There’s a 20-foot container in my backyard, and there’s a rumour going around Brad’s under that. My mates told me about it. I said, they can come and dig that up if they want!’

Another neighbour told police that she believed Lorna had murdered Brad, and burned his body on his own mattress, in his bedroom. Anita was outraged at the suggestion.

‘I have all the statements from the inquest, and I know everyone from around here who rang,’ she said. ‘One was a neighbour who rang the police and said, “I believe Mrs Pholi killed her son and set fire to his body.” We did have a little fire in the house, but it was here in the lounge room. Even though it’s been painted over, you can still see today where the fire has been. There’s nothing in my brother’s room.’

In 2001, a man went to Anita’s home, telling her he ‘had a dream’ that Brad was buried under the front steps of the house. Anita contacted police to pass this information along. Police actually excavated under the house based on this tenuous piece of information. They found nothing.

Tragically, Lorna passed away only four years after Brad went missing.

‘When Mum died, I was 17’, said Anita. ‘Bernie was 15, so he still had one year to go as a state ward, but I was 17, so I was out. We were back living with Mum, but not for long.’

The years rolled on, with no sign of Bradford, and seemingly little investigation into his disappearance. It was not until 2009 that there was finally an inquest for Brad, and Anita and Bernie learned a little more about what police thought may have happened. Horrifically, on day one of the inquest, police pointed the finger squarely at their late mother.

As the inquest findings into Brad’s disappearance have not been made public by the NSW Coroner, I can only go by the media reporting at the time. The Daily Telegraph from June 15, 2009, ran an article by Kara Lawrence that said:


When he disappeared 26 years ago at the age of 10, Bradford Pholi was thought to have fallen in with a gang of runaways at Kings Cross. Now, with an inquest finally being held into the Dundas boy’s disappearance, a scenario closer to home seems likely.

Police revealed yesterday they were searching for a man who accompanied Bradford’s mother Lorna Pholi to the Eastwood police station to report him missing. Ms Pholi died in 1986 but Bradford’s brother and sister, who were 14 and 12 at the time of his disappearance, will be called to give evidence at the inquest, which begins tomorrow. Detective Inspector Darren Newman said he believed those close to Bradford held the key to solving the case.

‘There is no doubt that either a relation or someone who was close with the Pholi family holds vital information about what happened to Bradford,’ he said. ‘It’s vital we attempt to establish the identity of the mystery man who went with Bradford’s mother to report him missing.’ ‘We hope this inquest will help unearth information about him that as yet remains secret.’

Ms Pholi told police her son had disappeared soon after midday on Boxing Day, 1982 while catching a train to visit his aunt at Newtown. The Carlingford Public School student was dressed in blue shorts, green thongs and a blue-and-yellow “Life. Be In It” shirt. Ms Pholi told the media at the time station staff had seen her son boarding a train at Eastwood railway station and that she had been scouring the streets of Kings Cross and Darlinghurst looking for him. ‘It’s not like Bradford to vanish like this — he has never been one of those kids who goes missing,’ she told the ‘The Sun’ newspaper. ‘But he does talk to strangers, although I often warned him not to, and I’m afraid he may have met up with someone on the train.’

Police at the time investigated the possibility Bradford had joined a gang of “runaway children”, as there were reported sightings of him in Kings Cross during the new year period of 1982-1983, but said that was only one line of inquiry.



It’s confusing why Detective Newman was focused on the ‘mystery man’ when Anita and Bernie steadfastly maintain they were the only ones to accompany their mother to the police station, on both occasions when they tried to report Brad missing.

The Sydney Morning Herald from 17 June 2009 reported:


Lorna Pholi used to smack, belt and throw things at her children, but she had nothing to do with the disappearance of her “golden child”, her surviving children have told a coronial inquest. Police were told by friends and neighbours that Lorna had been violent towards the boy in the past. The officer in charge of the investigation has told an inquest at Westmead Coroner’s Court that police suspect foul play and that if Lorna was alive today, she would be a person of interest. Lorna died in 1986.

‘My mother did not kill my brother,’ an emotional Anita told the court. ‘I know that in my heart and in my soul. I know it, I feel it.’ ‘My mother loved my brother to the max — he was virtually the golden child. That’s one thing that you guys got wrong.’ On the day of Bradford’s disappearance, Lorna had asked him and his older brother Bernie to visit an aunt in Newtown, who she had arranged to borrow money from to buy cigarettes, Anita told the court. Bernie refused to go, but Bradford said he would go alone. They never saw him again, Anita said. Bernie told the inquest he regretted every day his decision not to go with his brother.

‘There’s not a day goes by that I don’t think why was I so selfish? Just because I wanted to play with my (Christmas) toys,’ he said. ‘In a way, I blame my mother because she had such a bad smoking habit ... but in another way, I blame myself because I should have run after him.’ Both siblings said they had not seen any suspicious people hanging around their house the day of Bradford’s disappearance, but their mother’s ex-husband had tracked the family down just months before the event. Anita recommended police find and question (him). ‘We were all afraid of him,’ she said. ‘If the court or police could find him and maybe bring him and ask him a lot of questions — because I think he holds the key.’ The coroner adjourned the matter until August 6 to give police enough time to try to track down (the man). He recommended that DNA samples be taken from Anita to try to match them to any unidentified remains. Mr Milovanovich also indicated to the family that he was likely to make a finding in August that Bradford was dead, and that his death should be treated as a homicide.



The man’s name is readily available in many media reports, but I have chosen to withhold it here, in case there are ever any future charges laid in relation to Brad’s disappearance.

Matthew Molloy kept in touch with the family occasionally over the years. He remembers seeing Anita after Brad went missing.

‘In 1982, when Brad went missing, I was only about 15. I was about 18 or 19 when I saw Anita again. She was living on her own, and was struggling to maintain her lawn, so I went and mowed her grass for her. I stayed for dinner and few beers. The police weren’t communicating with her, and she had no answers about what happened, and she was upset. They were blaming her mother. Now you can quote me on this — that woman idolised Brad. He was known as the Golden Child. She doted on him. It irks me to this day that they blamed Lorna. They dug under the house twice looking for his body. I saw the excavation under there. They found nothing.’

Brad’s case was eventually handled by homicide detective Peter Fox. Anita spoke highly of Fox, who updated her about his investigation, but she became frustrated when he would take a long time to get back to her. Fox shared lots of information with Anita from Crime Stoppers calls.

‘I begged Detective Fox not to make him a cold case,’ said Anita. ‘They’re put in the “too hard” box.’ Detective Fox told Anita police believe Brad was murdered and is buried within a 5 km radius of his home. ‘That better not be true,’ said Anita. ‘There’s bush on the way to Eastwood station.’

The thought of her brother being so close to home was too much for Anita to bear. On 14 June, 2016 she wrote on Facebook:


SOMEONE DOES KNOW SOMETHING ?????

HOPEFULLY IN THE NOT TOO DISTANT FUTURE

... ALL I’LL SAY IS IT’S CLOSE TO HOME ?????



Matthew Molloy brings up the infuriating point that the NSW Government are offering million-dollar rewards for many missing person cases, but for Bradford, the reward is just $100,000. Why is his life ‘worth’ less than others? The reward was announced in 2009.

‘That reward is an insult,’ says Matthew. ‘Nobody’s going to risk their neck for $100,000, but you put $500,000 up and they’ll come forward.’

He thinks it’s a race issue. Brad was ‘just’ a little Aboriginal kid. ‘The Pholi family are Aboriginal, and I get the impression there’s some racism going on there,’ he said.

While I was gathering information for this chapter, I was contacted by two separate women, both family members of a man who has a connection to the Pholi family. These women were very anxious that I should hear their stories, and after speaking with them extensively, I was left shaken. They have been to police with what they know, more than once. One of them has been messaging me about her concerns for more than five years. For their safety, I won’t name them or their relationships to the man. I will simply call them A and B, which are not their initials.

‘Hi, who can I contact if the police are not returning my calls please?’

This was A’s first message to me, in 2020. She knew Bradford as a child. ‘I remember a trip,’ she tells me. ‘Fishing and crab hunting on the rocks, and street carnivals along the beach with Brad and Anita. I remember the beach trips; Anita got so badly stung by a blue bottle on one of those outings. We used to do this a lot. After my family broke up, I didn’t get the chance to hang out with that side of the family very often.’

She was not the only person to contact me. I spoke with another family member by phone. ‘I saw Brad’s missing person report on the TV when I was 15,’ says B. ‘I spent lots of summers with Bradford, before I moved out of Sydney when I was nine. I spent time with the three kids, and we’d go to Brighton Beach. The last time I saw Brad alive was at my house, in inner-city Sydney. He was about five.’

Both these women, separately, told me truly horrific stories about their own childhoods.

‘My relative was not a good person,’ says B. ‘He spent quite some time in jail. By the time I was 14, he was having sexual intercourse with young men. He’s related to a man who was very involved with Lorna and the children. That man was very much like my relative. He’d done jail, and the boys, and all that. He used to hang around with the young men at Liverpool, at the hotels and the pinball parlours. There was a lot of paedophilia, with young men. My relative was in prison for larceny and attacking a pensioner with an iron bar when he was 21. He sold heroin at The Cross… and sold his bum.

‘Young boys would come to our house to see him and I’d say, “What are they doing here? They’re too young to be your friends.” They were getting money and weed off him. I couldn’t get any money off him just to get clothes! I was only 15. I get a lot of flashbacks… I had a traumatic childhood. But I was never harmed… they liked boys, and I’m a girl. There’s male paedophilia all the way around. When we moved out of Sydney, we disconnected with Anita and Bernie. We grew older, and Brad had gone missing.’

‘A couple of times I rang the police and told them what I knew — that I had suspicions about my relative and the other man. I haven’t seen that man since my relative’s funeral in 1995. He asked me for twenty bucks, at the funeral. He spent a lot of years in hostels and homeless places. I would say Brad was getting sexually molested. Whether by that man or my relative, I don’t know. My relative committed suicide.’

Her voice, as she spoke, was full of fear and pain, but also uncertainty. She was happy to speak to me, and anxious that her truth is told, but she was also afraid to; her mistrust of people is evident. She hopes unburdening herself of the trauma inside her will lay some demons to rest.

‘It will more than likely lift the world off my shoulders,’ she says. ‘It’s nice seeing Bradford’s case for missing persons week year after year, but traumatic at the same time, seeing his little face on your page, knowing he’s still missing.’

A’s story is equally as disturbing, and what she overheard as a child might actually be the most crucial piece of evidence in Brad’s case.

‘I believe I know what happened to Brad, and possibly where he is,’ says A. ‘The story is very, very long and complicated. I rang the missing persons hotline. I was asked a few questions and had to confirm who I am; my number was taken and I was told someone would call me back. That was months ago. It was a 1800 number, I may have gotten it off your page.’

She called Crime Stoppers again, and made another report, then messaged me:

‘I just wanted to give you an update. I rang another number today and gave a brief description of what I know, and a case file has been created at last. I have the file number so hopefully I hear from the police soon. I do want to thank you for all your help and for this page; without it I doubt I’d have found the courage needed to speak up.’

However, police never called her back. In 2025, she contacted me again:

‘Hi, still no help from the police Crime Stoppers number, yet I know I’m 100% sure who murdered Bradford. I’ve made many reports over this past seven years. I don’t have anything to do with that side of my family. I found out that reports had been put in saying sighting of Brad in King’s Cross, only that report was filed by this man and his friend. I do not believe Brad was ever at the arcade or Poolroom. These men were very violent.’

‘One day, not long after Brad went missing, I remember being upstairs, getting ready for school. These two family members were having a heated conversation; their voices were loud, that’s what got my attention. I crept down the stairs to the halfway area of our stairway, where our linen cupboard was. I made sure I stayed out of view. They were arguing over Brad, and how he “had a big mouth.” Words were said along the lines of, “The little prick is gone now so we don’t need to worry, no one will ever find him, they’d have to dig up the whole road and bridge.”’

‘For some dumb reason, I decided to go down the rest of the stairs and ask what happened to Brad; I asked where he was. The men both jumped to their feet and came at me. My mum stood in the way and yelled, “No not my daughter!” A fight broke out and my mum was beaten up, so was I.’

‘After the fight ended, my mum was tending to my very badly injured eye — it was bleeding. Everyone had calmed down. One of the men sat in front of me pushing his knees hard up against mine and warned me, “Little girls with big mouths will end up where Brad is.”’

‘My mum made me promise to not tell anyone about what I had heard. I agreed because I was afraid I may end up where Brad was. I was kept home from school for a really long time, about five weeks. When I went back to school, I still had a massive black eye. My eye is still damaged today.’

‘After this incident, the school started documenting my injuries in the office sick room. I was made strip down to my underwear and examined weekly. At the time both men had heroin addictions and took off up north for some time. One man returned alone, very messy, withdrawing from heroin. He tried to kill himself and ended up in the psych ward of the hospital.’

It is chilling reading. Most chilling? A sent me a photo of a ‘Life. Be in it’ T-shirt, saying, ‘I was gifted this shirt just after Christmas the year Brad went missing.’ She was given the shirt by a relative. The shirt didn’t appear to be new and wasn’t wrapped as a gift. ‘My relative said that I was the only one it would fit, that’s why I got it,’ she told me. ‘I was complaining it looked like a boy’s T-shirt.’

The day he went missing Brad Pholi was dressed in blue shorts, green thongs… and a blue-and-yellow ‘Life. Be In It’ T-shirt.

A doesn’t know what became of the T-shirt, so we can’t have it tested. Her mother passed away a few years ago, so can’t speak to police about what she saw in those awful years.

She sends me other photos, of her as a child. Rows of smiling children in neat school uniforms. Except for her… she’s smiling, but she doesn’t have a uniform. She asks me to look more closely at the photo and points out the bruises around her neck.

‘There’s a bridge not far from where Brad lived but I’m not sure if it was that bridge they meant,’ says A.

‘The road they were talking about was being resurfaced or something. I think I could find the bridge on Google Maps. We did look at this with the lady officer, but my phone broke, so I lost all her contact details. There are a lot of secrets in our family. My mum knew, and made me promise to keep trying to find justice for Brad. There’s so, so much more behind the scenes in our family… now most of that generation have passed away. I can tell you there were paedophiles in the family, and their friends too.

‘All I want is justice for Brad. I haven’t spoken much to Bernie but he is aware I’m trying to get what I believe is the truth out. Bradford was murdered, I’m 100% sure of it, because my mother removed us from the violence. I’ve called so many police over the years, and they go as far as to listen to me, but no follow-up.’

I just can’t fathom how police dug up the Pholi house based on a ‘dream’ reported by someone who had no connection to the family at all, yet they’re not following up on eyewitness reports made by people who knew the family well?

When I first spoke with Anita in 2014, she told me she had been going to counselling to help her deal with the loss of her little brother. She said she thought it was helping. Bernie was in prison at the time we spoke, but when he was released, Anita said he would be coming to live with her, and they could support each other. She said she would be calmer, and her life would be better. Family was everything to her.

The second time we spoke, Bernie had been released and was living with Anita. She had just had another run-in with a neighbour wielding a baseball bat and had seven stitches in her head. Her life was filled with violence, grudges and clashes with police.

‘I don’t trust the police,’ she told me. ‘We’ve had that many coppers out here. They won’t talk to me anymore. But I feel safe here.’

She posted on her multiple Facebook accounts in between stints in prison, often cryptic messages, her mental health taking a battering after what she had endured for so many years.

Matthew Molloy last saw Anita in about 2015. ‘She was just a shadow of the person I knew growing up,’ he says. Matthew could see Anita was in the throes of a serious drug addiction, which is very likely her way of self-medicating for the intense emotional trauma she had experienced since childhood.

‘She cried in my arms about Brad, more than once,’ says Mattthew. ‘She was lost without him, and she felt helpless. She couldn’t get answers. They didn’t even have a body to bury.’

The coroner agreed:


Despite several claims of abuse, Deputy State Coroner Carl Milovanovich ruled out Lorna Pholi’s involvement in the disappearance of her son. ‘I do believe it should be publicly stated, that there is absolutely no evidence to suggest that Lorna Pholi was in anyway involved in the disappearance or suspected death of her son Bradford Pholi,’ he said. ‘It’s hard to almost impossible to disappear these days… If Bradford was alive and living as a homeless young man for years on the streets it would be impossible for him not to have any identity, if he wanted social security he would have to have a bank account and he would in some way be in the system… when there is no smoking gun or bloody trail anything is speculative, in this case a child disappeared and whether it was misadventure, he fell in a creek, or foul play I believe that it is likely he is dead.’



I asked Anita if losing Brad had changed her as a person?

‘Oh, more than you know, girl. I was that protective of my boys. I promised Bradford that I would do this for him. The book is going to be excellent. I’ve been reading the appeals you’ve done for us. It’s been really helpful for me. I might have a little tear when I get off the phone, but you’ve cheered me up, I feel great now. That’s why I call you the angel of the missing. It’s good to know someone is out there like you.’

‘It helps. I wish they’d put their faces on milk cartons, and have those missing persons shows on TV again. When I heard of people going missing, I never thought it would happen to me. If we found Brad, it would give Bern and I closure, and he could start following Mum around up in heaven. He never left Mum’s side. Whatever Mum wanted, he did. Mum wanted the washing up done: “Yeah, mum, I’ll do it” he’d say. He was Mum’s golden boy. He just couldn’t run fast enough though.’

Anita Pholi died in 2020.

‘I know, even though she’s gone, Anita would appreciate you writing this,’ says Matthew Molloy. ‘I promised her in 2015, as long as I live, I would do whatever I could to help solve this. I would dearly love to see the person responsible for this little boy’s disappearance and obvious murder, and whatever else he did to him, I can only imagine… I’d like to see Brad and the family see justice. This thing has taken Lorna and Anita, and I know Bernie wasn’t in a good place when I last saw him. One of Anita’s friends spoke to me a few years ago and informed me of her death. That family deserves to see justice. I want to see the person responsible in jail, and we need to know where Brad’s body is. The family has the right to bury him.’

Anita mentioned to Matthew the name of the man she named at the inquest, but Matthew cannot recall what she said about him. ‘I remember Anita didn’t like him, but she didn’t elaborate on why.’

I think I know why.

Bradford Pholi was ten years old when he was last seen in Warwick Road, Dundas Valley, in Sydney, on Boxing Day, 26 December 1982. Bradford was Aboriginal, and was dressed in blue shorts, green thongs and a blue-and-yellow ‘Life. Be In It’ T-shirt. He was intending to catch the train from Eastwood to Newtown to visit a family friend.

If you have any information about the disappearance of Bradford Pholi please call Crime Stoppers on 1800 333 000. There is a $100,000 reward available.
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