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CHAPTER 1
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IF I’D KNOWN WHAT WAS going to eventuate, just three months later, I might well have made the decision to simply pack up and move back to the farmhouse for the next nine months!  But after a top week hanging out in Brisbane over the New Year, with two of my favourite people, I decided to have a year of ‘grey-nomad’-ing. 

It seemed like a grand idea at the time.  Of course, ‘at the time’, we were three very seedy, hungover bodies on New Years Day 2020, stretched out on loungers by Jumbo’s pool, and making New Year resolutions.  Well, it wasn’t actually ALL Jumbo’s pool.  Jumbo, aka James, has a very salubrious apartment at Kangaroo Point, overlooking the river and Southbank Parklands, which offers tenants and their guests, the use of the swimming pool belonging to the apartment complex itself.   

But they were pretty half-arsed resolutions I must say.  The sort that you just know are going to fall over by January 5th. You know the kind, lose some weight, take out a gym membership - which you’ll go along to twice, then forget about for the rest of the year. Spend more time together with mates, yeh, right!  

By January 7th every one of us will be back into our regular routines and either too comfortable to get out of our own road, or too busy to scratch ourselves!  James resolved to find a hobby, BB recommended fishing. ‘Rather sit and pick m’ nose, Beebs,’ was his rather rude response.  

It should be pointed out, that James is the head honcho of the State’s division of the AFP – Australian Federal Police. There was never a time when he could, or would, sit and pick his nose or any other orifice, doing absolutely nothing. 

BB, aka Beebs, and James were colleagues, albeit in separate states, until BB retired a few years back. He’d been on support duties for a year or more before then, working from home in order to spend time with his terminally ill wife Joanie – the love of his life. When she died, he spiralled down, overcome by their cancer battle and his years in a high stress job.  It was my roping him in to investigate a cracker of a story seven months ago that forced him to face his demons.  With Jumbo’s help, ‘cos he got roped into the case ‘n all. Fishing was a slow-down-be-present strategy for Beebs.

Just to clarify, while the two men were colleagues from the AFP, BB had spent quite a few years prior to that, serving with the NSW State Police from where he was poached. And prior to that, he’d been a conscript in the Vietnam war. I have never been a serving law enforcement officer. My career was in journalism until a few years ago when I also retired, but our paths had crossed at various times over the decades, when we found ourselves investigating common cases.

‘Aww, you’re a disgrace, the both of you!’  I told them, while James poured us each another ‘hair of the dog’.  ‘Can’t you come up with something a bit more exciting – or at least enticing – than that?!  Life’s slipping away from all of us my friends, while you, Jumbo are still working your freckle out,’ 

‘I love it!’ he retorted. 

‘And Beebs you’re fishing yourself into oblivion!’

‘Rude!’ cried Beebs, ‘Oblivion can be very underrated!’ 

‘Anyway, Annie,’ insisted Jumbo ‘you haven’t come up with any exciting, interesting, or enticing ideas of your own.  People in glass houses and all that...’

It was true.  But I had been thinking hard.  That mother of a case we cleaned up last year was heavy.  And I’d been shackled by legal restrictions in writing about it.  It took most of the last six months before everything was nailed down sufficiently to get as many culprits to court as they could.  In fact, some of the crim’s didn’t make it that far – some were bumped off, some disappeared, some went to ground – we shook the tree and the repercussions rippled through at least three States and the ACT.  Heads rolled, villains in high places were exposed, and compromises were made. So while I couldn’t write the true story – yet - the novel was selling well!  

So this week away in the sunshine state has been a much-needed R&R break for all of us, and we’ve loved hanging out together. But it was time now to get back to life and making some new marks. For me, it is a ‘what now’ moment.

‘Funny you should mention that Jumbo,’ I challenged. ‘I’ve decided I’m gonna have a go at being a grey nomad this year. Whaddya reckon about that, gentlemen? There was a shocked silence. Then finally, in a chorus straight from a 1930s music hall show, the pair of them asked in rotation, with a belly laugh after each one, ‘What?!  On your own! By your own self?’  

‘In that twee little Mazda of yours? Who’s gonna fix y’r flat tyres?’  

‘D’ya even know how to pitch a tent? What about the crocs ‘n snakes?’  I sipped my Mimosa and let them have their fun, for a bit. Finally, when they’d let all their childish ribbing have its head, I continued.

‘Gonna hire a van, fellas. Big enough for me and a couple of friends who might want to drop in from time to time. Catch up with some of my old colleagues around the country. See some of the beauty spots I missed during my working travels, from the ground so to speak. And some of those ‘off the beaten track’ places I see on the telly. Get to meet some of the locals, some ordinary fellow Aussie’s. Maybe join up that Women on Wheels group I’ve heard about, women who travel together for safety.’

‘Cripes, Annie-girl,’ said a faintly concerned BB. ‘It’s a big country to be traveling around on your own.’

‘Lots of people doing it these days mate.’ I replied.

James had to put his two-bits in as well, ‘Including some very dodgy characters, Annie.’  And I knew he was referring to Gloria and her cronies who were involved in last year’s case. The same Gloria – or Glory as she was commonly referred to – who tried to kill me at my own farmhouse in Wauchope - with the help of a whopping great shovel!  

‘Be that as it may, James, I’m planning to give it a go. Y’ never know if y’ never go, isn’t that what the Ad says?’

‘Well, y’ better talk us through your plan then Annie. The planned itinerary. I assume you’ve mapped out – or WILL map out – a basic route, expected arrival dates and so forth, and a plan to keep in contact for your safety.’ This was BB’s additional penny’s worth.

There’s no doubt about the fact that you can take a bloke out of the job, but you can’t take the job out of the bloke! Once a policeman, always a policeman as the saying goes. 

But it was a good reminder. And as I hadn’t got any further than making my new year resolution on the first day of the new year so far, I figured it would be prudent to do that as soon as I got home to Newcastle. Because as sure a dog loves a bone, these two guys would be going over my travel plan with a fine-tooth comb. And I’d like to be on the road before the end of the month so it will be a busy couple of weeks. 

* * * 
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THE grey nomad idea wasn’t entirely new, or ‘off the cuff’. In fact it’s in my genes. My gran was an original grey nomad after my pops died in his early 50s. Pops or ‘Popeye’ as he was affectionately known because he bore a remarkable resemblance to the cartoon character of the 1930’s and ‘40s with his pipe, his sailor’s gait, and his squinty eye, was a much loved and much-lamented family loss. Gran was so devastated by his passing, that she couldn’t bear to remain in their little cottage by the lake without him.  

She sold up and bought a new two-bedroom flat in a block of four quite near the Wickham train station. I inherited the flat when she died in 1972.  But the flat was more of a base camp than a place she settled into. With the leftover funds from the sale, she bought herself a second-hand Bongo van and kitted it out for camping. During the 60s, she’d travel around to folk clubs and concerts, anywhere that took her fancy, from north Queensland down to Melbourne and all parts in between. Like the Brisbane Folk Centre in 1962. And she was there, too, when The Seekers emerged in 1963 before they became famous. She even went over to the West one time. 

And I’m quite proud of the fact that she joined the Freedom Ride in 1965 to protest racial discrimination and segregation. That was a powerful time in Australian history when a group of Sydney University students organised a bus rally traveling to places like Moree and Walgett, where life for indigenous people was pretty appalling. She followed the bus in her van and helped to make the first major change to legislation affecting aboriginal rights. 

And in 1967, when I was sixteen, she took me on my first road trip to Melbourne, for the first Port Philip District Folk Music Festival – the precursor to the National Folk Festival which later settled into Canberra and is still going today. That was an eye-opener.

She wasn’t your typical grandma, that’s for sure. The old van finally gave up the ghost in 1971, when she came home to Newcastle, got sick, and decided it was time she joined pops.

Maybe it was all those memories coming home to roost that made me think this was a good idea. Or maybe gran was looking on from the ‘other side’ and encouraging me to have one last big adventure.  

It damn near was!
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CHAPTER 2
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BEEBS DID HIS VERY best to dissuade me from my ‘folly’, as he termed it, over the next couple of weeks and insisted on coming with me to check out vans. I know he and Jumbo were talking secretly and making their own backup plans in the event that I actually did ‘hit the road’.  And he’s picked apart my schedule to the nth degree, to the point where I’m now on the fifth spreadsheet!

Not only that, his careful commonsense meant that I inevitably modified almost every aspect of my trip. Firstly, the cost to hire the mobile home I was envisioning was eye-wateringly out of the question. Not that I had a tiny budget but the prospect of throwing some $70,000 on this new year resolution – say, in comparison to a one-year gym membership – seemed just too ridiculous for words.

Secondly, as he pointed out, from a January perspective a year will be over in a flash.  But the reality of camping for three hundred and sixty-five nights and driving for three hundred and something days, all the while using public showers, was going to get on my wick at a much faster rate. He knew me too well. I agreed that a six-month period or less was probably a more practicable target. At the end of that time, I could come home for a spell and do it again if I still had the travel bug.

Thirdly, trying to get around the whole country in less than six months was far too ambitious for a first-time grey nomad. It wasn’t until he spread a country-wide map across my lounge-room floor that I conceded he might just be right.

So it was that in a smaller campervan, for a shorter period, using less petrol, travelling a smaller distance, I was financially and emotionally ready for my 2020 new year resolution trip by January 29. Three days after Australia Day.

Forty two days later, Australia declared the Covid-19 Pandemic and life, as we know it, came to a grinding halt.

* * *
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IN A SIZEABLE DEALERSHIP in Sydney, a private and confidential phone call is being held behind a closed door in a storage locker at the back of the premises, where a young car detailer has answered his private mobile. The caller barks at him: ‘Shipment is on its way, delivery on 25th January.’ 

‘Same location?’

‘No! Pick up from docks, unit number DWS7190. You got that?’

‘Yeh, boss. No worries. There’ll be no one here on the 26th, Australia Day, so I’ll have the whole day to seal it all in. It’ll go out in the yellow van, on the 27th. Ok?’  

‘Better be, sonny. Don’t screw this one up!’ the call is disconnected.

As if I would!  The young man mutters. This is his third assignment for the man who scooped him up from the backstreets of Sydney and offered him a paying job. The first two were just small delivery jobs. This one was serious work and it was paying good money. He remembered a pastor from one of the do-good churches, years ago, warning him, to ‘never bite the hand that feeds you.’ So he plans to stay on the right side of his new boss, for sure. Who knows, it could lead to a real, full time job.

* * *
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I DIDN’T ARGUE WHEN BB insisted on coming with me to check out some of the many places that hired campervans.  ‘Better to go with a professional company than a private rental Annie,’ he insisted. ‘Then, you’ve always got a legal leg to stand on if anything goes wrong with the vehicle.’  That made sense to me and we spent a week scouting places around the Newcastle, Lake Macquarie, Hunter, Central Coast, and Sydney.

I finally settled on a likely little limousine that we found at a Parramatta site, amongst a line of similar dealerships. Definitely just a two-person camper but comfortable and well equipped with everything I’d need to keep me on the road. Beebs did a mechanical check, but I was a lifelong member of the roadside service group, NRMA, so if anything went tits-up with the beast, I knew I’d have help at the tap of my phone. 

What’s more, the dealer agreed to deliver it to BB’s place at Mooney Mooney, meaning I could drive to his, pick up the van, park my car in his garage while I was away, then return the van to Parramatta when I was done and catch a train back to Mooney. Of course, with a bit of luck, Beebs might just decide to come and collect me and my belongings at Parramatta and save me the train trip. A gal never knew her luck in a big city, eh?

Because of the public holiday for Australia Day on January 26th, it wouldn’t be ready for delivery until the 27th. I opted, instead, for delivery on the 28th which meant I could stay at BB’s overnight with time to load up, then head out on my adventure – as planned – on the 29th of January.

That sorted, I turned my attention to packing – minimally – and stocking supplies for the trip. It was summer when I’d be heading off but turning into Autumn as I began heading north again, and Winter as I was returning to base. Challenging! But after a career in investigative journalism, I’d learned to travel light because I never knew where I’d end up at short notice. Besides, Op Shops were around every corner, somewhere, and whatever I was short of, I could pick up for small dollars when I needed it.

Before I knew it, the 25th had arrived and I decided to go down to BB’s a day earlier. There was always a festive atmosphere in the city for Australia Day, and we both thought it would do us good to join in the celebration for the day. Especially as it could be another six months before we spent any time together. And so, that’s just what we did. 

* * *
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WHILE SYDNEY – AND much of the rest of the country - was engaged in celebrating their National Day, at a certain Dealership in Western Sydney the local police were investigating a silent alarm. ‘This’d drive ya nuts, wouldn’t it Sarge? Some bugger thinking they can stage a break-in on a public holiday and steal – what? What are they gonna steal from a van dealership?!’ 

‘Yes, constable! It does drive me nuts! I’d rather be out in the park with my wife and kids and a bunch of friends, enjoying the celebration and the sunny weather, than chasing some plonker with delusions of easy pickings!’   

They parked the paddy wagon at the drive entry, climbed over the cable barrier, and began to search the premises first. Everything seemed to be secured, no visible sign of a break-in. Locks were intact. No broken windows. They continued to patrol the yard and the display vans with nothing obviously of concern. As they moved around the back of the premises, they could see a couple of storage lockers as well as a large open-sided shelter which seemed to be where van repairs and/or fit-outs were undertaken.

They could also hear noises from one of three vans parked under the shelter and quietly went to investigate. THUMP! ‘Get in there, ya bugger!’ Definitely a bloke’s voice muttering and swearing at something inside of the van. They looked at each other and grinned. Sarge whispered to his constable, ‘Not the sharpest tool in the box here, I reckon!’ he nodded at his young offsider to indicate that he could take the lead here. Sarge figured the kid could use the experience and he suspected there wasn’t a lot of danger to be faced from the idiot inside.

‘This is the police! Come on out NOW and keep your hands where we can see them!’

Oh dear. The young car detailer, who’d only been in the job for three weeks, let out another muttered expletive and stepped into the doorway, his hands on his head. He had a lot of explaining to do I’m afraid. And an arrest was imminent.

* * *
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ON THE 28th I packed in to the new van. A lovely bright yellow model which the Dealer himself delivered to BBs place at Mooney Mooney – as promised. ‘It’s the same model as the one you looked at and paid for, but I had a feeling you’d be delighted with the colour, am I right?’ 

‘Too right!’ I enthused. Yellow is my favourite colour while white, for me, is a very ho-hum choice! I was tickled pink – err, tickled yellow with this fancy little number!

Johnno parked the van on the front lawn and gave me a quick rundown on the practical matters, while I got myself familiar with the knobs and dials. BB was giving him a lift back to the Cowan station where he’d pick up a train to take him into the city. 

‘No, mate,’ when Beebs offered to run him all the way back to Parramatta. ‘This works fine for me. I’ve actually got to go into the city. Been called in to the police station for a chat.’ Both BB and I looked at each other in alarm until Johnno laughed. 

‘Relax! There was a break-in at the yard which turned out to be NOT a break-in after all. We got a new kid in recently doing the detailing for us, turned out he was on the premises buggarising around with who-knows-what on the public holiday. The local cops put in their report but the Detectives in Sydney suspect there might be more to this than meets the eye. The kid’s being held in the cells until I can vouch for him.

But I dunno that I WANT to vouch for him, know what I mean? If he’s a wrong ’un, I won’t be retaining his employment, let’s say! Anyway, Annie, have a great trip, this little beauty will steer you right. See you again in July!” He waved a salute as he jumped into BBs wagon and headed off for the train station. 

On the 29th, I made my cheery farewells to Beebs and headed off on a new adventure. Yippee!

* * *
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AND WHILE ANNIE WAS making her cheery farewell, a detective was making a grumpy good morning to a young detailer who had been cooling his heels in the cells at central police station for nearly three days. The young man was displaying a swaggering bravado, responding to the detective’s questions with bold cheek: ‘Dunno whatcha talkin’ about,’ and ‘never heard of ‘im!’ and ‘Just doin’ me job.’

‘But working on a public holiday? Don’t tell me Johnno was going to pay you triple time for working on Australia Day, kid!’

‘I was just...err...tryin’ to show that thing, y’know...like, initiative! Yeh, that’s it! Initiative. ‘s my middle name, see!’ grinning widely and mocking the officer.

‘We’re going to find your phone you know. And when we do, we’ll be able to see just who you’ve been talking to. We think it’s BobbyZ. We might even let slip on the street, that you’ve been very co-operative with the police. What d’ya reckon, young man?’

That wiped the smile off his face and bought a flash of fear to his eyes. Thereafter, he refused to open his mouth, let alone answer any questions. The detective opted to leave the interview there, let him stew on that for a while, he might be more willing to co-operate after another night behind bars was her thought as she collected her paperwork, smiled, and began to leave the interview room.

That’s when the penny started to drop for the young detailer-ex-street kid. Nobody was coming to rescue him. Not Johnno, not BobbyZ. And there was nobody else he could turn to. Nobody.

‘Wait!’ he called out just before the detective closed the door. She smiled and returned to ask, ‘Got something to share with me, kid?’
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CHAPTER 3
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MY PLAN WAS TO, FIRST, head across to South Australia. The state was hosting the 60th Adelaide Fringe Festival - the largest arts festival in the Southern Hemisphere - for a month starting from February 14 to March 15. I was allowing just over two weeks to get there and stopping at multiple locations on the journey. Including dropping in to the Cobargo folk festival for a couple of nights along the way – that is, until major bushfires devastated the area on New Years Eve and put paid to that idea. 

But I wasn’t in a hurry. I fancied spending some time in the Blue Mountains, in Wagga Wagga, Mildura, then over to the Barossa Valley before heading down to the city itself.

From Adelaide then, and after the Festival, I’d planned to spend the following five months roaming across southern Victoria, after hopping over to Kangaroo Island and the Fleurieu Peninsula for a bit, then ambling around south-west NSW before arriving back to my home base sometime in July.

My first destination, though, was to the Blue Mountains and the fastest way to get there is by going through Sydney. But who – in their right mind! – would choose to drive through that feral traffic scene?! I decided to take the very long way around instead. And that meant ambling my way through places like Wiseman’s Ferry and along the Old Northern Road – so-called because of its convict connections – which is a most beautiful, scenic journey. 

The van travelled like a dream. It handled well on the old road which was a good job because in due course we’d be traveling on the Bell’s Line of Road, renowned for its curvy ride.

As I settled into the journey, I allowed my mind the luxury of a little amble of its own. And I couldn’t help but cast my mind back to last year’s investigation and the three ‘good time girls’ I met. One of whom had tried to switch off my lights, permanently. The scar had healed but I was still having the occasional sleepless night about that. 

And I wondered how Glory was coping, at her age, locked up in prison. And how confined she must be feeling after her years of road-tripping in a rather glam motorhome with her long-time pals, Dolly and Trudee. I’ll bet she was missing her freedom. 

Good! And I’ll bet the girls were too. Although their sentences were minimal – they were only charged with obstruction of justice. They had no idea that Glory was intent on bumping me off. But given their past records from their days as ‘working girls’, a nominal custodial sentence was mandatory.

Then my mind wandered back to that last van trip I did with Gran for my sixteenth birthday. To the music festival in Melbourne, modelled on the famous Woodstock Festival in the United States. Being part of the festival camp community. Hearing so many different bands – too many to get around all of them. And sitting in on late night jam sessions ‘til the wee small hours, shaking a tambourine and listening to hilarious band-tour stories.

Tasting my first pot cigarette! And sworn to secrecy that my parents were never to hear about it. It was Gran’s stash of course. I told you she wasn’t your typical Granny! She’d been smoking it for a few years but in those later years, it was the only thing that kept the pain at bay. It was Medicinal Marijuana before the term was even thought of. 

Talking our heads off as we drove down to Melbourne, camping overnight on the way down and then again on the way back to Newcastle. Talking about everything a young girl couldn’t talk to her parents about but which a grandma had all the wisdom a young girl could soak up. 

I still miss her. And my dad. And my mum. It seemed that this trip was going to contain a few little wanders down memory lane.

* * *
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MEANWHILE, BACK IN Sydney’s police headquarters, there was a meeting being held. A high-level confab between senior management as well as representatives from the Queensland and NSW AFP – including Annie’s friend James, who’d flown down from Brisbane at the Police Commissioner’s request. 

‘Assistant Commissioner, so good to see you again and thanks for coming down.’  James is greeted warmly by the NSW Police Commissioner. They had done some work together on that big case last year and James was appreciative of the support he’d received from NSW. At the time, they’d celebrated the success together, along with their teams and the pair had struck a mutual rapport, calling each other by their nicknames, Jumbo and DDay. Today, however, in their professional capacity, some formalities were called for.

‘Commissioner Day! Pleased to be here and working together once again.’ James replied as they shook hands vigorously. ‘Any news on that shipment yet?’ he asks as he is directed to a seat at the conference table. The Commissioner moves to the end of the table and introduces the participants, leaving his keyman to last and answering James’ question.

‘Chief Superintendent Adam Markwell, James. He has the latest information to share with us this morning and I’ll leave him to deliver his report.’  The two men shake hands formally with Markwell indicating, ‘Very pleased to meet you too, sir, and please call me Adam. I’m not one for standing on ceremony when it comes to a task force.’

A man after my own heart, by the sound of it, thinks James as he nods for Markwell to continue.

‘On Australia Day we got a report from local constables at Parramatta station, regarding an arrest they’d made after responding to a silent alarm at a Van dealership. One of our senior detectives in the drug squad was privy to certain intel passed on from your far north Queensland division about a shipment being tracked from Bali and destined for Sydney. She flagged an interest on our local system which the arresting officers picked up on.’

James was aware of the case, his team were on the ball, and it was good to know that there were some switched on coppers in this state too. Past experience had shown that, too often, leads were overlooked or ignored as not a high priority. 

‘Good judgement by your detective, Adam. Please pass on a ‘good work’ from up north!’ He grinned as did the rest of the group. They were all aware of the inter-agency and interstate rivalry that sometimes reared its head between the two states. Especially when it came to State of Origin football!

‘Well, I have to admit that we had a bit of unexpected good fortune with this one. When the constables bought him in to lay the charges, it just so happened that one of our dog handlers was heading out of the station with his woofer, Benji. Being the keen canine, Benji gave the young offender a good err, sniffing! And wouldn’t you know, there was a familiar scent which dobbed the little scoundrel in. Nothing obvious, but traces of powder must’ve been lingering on his clothing which the dog picked up. 

‘Our detective had the offender brought over to head office for further questioning. Naturally, the young man was totally ignorant of every question or suggestion that was put to him.’ A chuckle went around the table at that. These were all experienced officers who’d done their time on the beat! Not a fool among them. ‘But with a little, err, encouragement, he became a tad more forthcoming.’

He continued to explain that the sixteen-year-old employee was no ‘greenhorn’ despite his best efforts to project such a persona. He was in the employ of a certain ‘BobbyZ’, who fancied himself as something of a Personnel supplier. More like a Fagan to those in the know. He placed his young charges in various paid positions; their job was to deliver services to HIM as their employer. 

In the case of this young man, he was placed in dealerships around the city and surrounds for the purpose of smuggling certain parcels of ‘product’ which were then ‘recovered’ when the vehicle had departed. He apparently had a ‘gift’ for secreting said parcels in highly creative ways.

‘Well, hang on Adam, how would the parcels be collected? As I understand it, these vans were hired by tourists, and the like, who could be going anywhere!’

‘Correct! Which is why our Detective then invited the owner of the Dealership to partake of coffee and a chat, at her office. Johnno, as he likes to be called, being a law-abiding citizen, was very willing to assist the police and complied graciously. It was a very civilised discussion at the end of which Detective Porter, thanked him and sent him on his way.’  Markwell paused, James looked confused. Until the CS winked and continued.

‘He is now under heavy surveillance. According to our Senior Detective Maisie Porter, ‘The bugger is as dodgy as a road runner!’ He hands her preliminary report to James, who notes her meticulous details on some extensive research into the Dealer’s business connections and track record. Highlighted was the name of one of his associates, one Robert Zimmerman – or BobbyZ. Pretty impressive Detective Porter in such a short space of time - by anyone’s calculation!  

James nods, studying the report, ‘And presumably, Porter is allowing him to feel ‘lulled into a false sense of security’ as the old saying goes?’

‘Absolutely Correct!’

In fact, according to the remainder of her preliminary report, Detective Porter apparently suspects that the Dealer – who has access to all of the client’s details – is in the perfect position to plan the recovery detail. He befriends the client who in turn tells him their travel plans – when they’re traveling, their destination, their stopping points, their itinerary. He responds by giving them recommendations of what tourist attractions they’d enjoy. It means that the illegal consignment can be innocently carried around the state and to all other states without suspicion. He simply lines up the collectors in whichever state the consignment is destined for and passes on the relevant information. 

Further, Porter indicates, as a back-up, it would seem likely that a simple tracking device could be used on the van itself in the event that a change of itinerary might require an amendment to their collection plan.  

‘It seems,’ James throws the comment over to the room ‘that we have an opportunity here ladies and gentlemen, to shut down a substantial drugs operation supplying the whole country. If we play our cards right!’  

Chief Superintendent Markwell makes the observation, ‘I should point out that the case in question involved just one package. Sizeable but not a mega-drop. However, Commissioner Day has more to add, yes?’ He invites the Commissioner to share his thoughts.

Damien Day nods and continues, ‘We think this was a test run. The ‘sprat to catch the mackerel’ if you like. According to the intel you supplied us with James, the overseas syndicate changed their pattern for this run. The original shipment was pretty sizeable, wasn’t it?’

‘Well over the 5mil mark,’ James agreed ‘and the delivery method and pattern was different too.’

‘I wouldn’t make sense for them to load it all onto a private yacht and bring it to Sydney. We think the bulk of the shipment is ‘parked’ for the moment, with a small sample sent down here. They’re either testing their people or they’re trialling a new delivery service.’

‘Why the changes if this isn’t the Syndicate’s first run?’

Markwell takes up the response. ‘Could be there’s a new player in the game? A new head of the Syndicate? Someone in the link that they’re suspicious of? What’s the AFP’s position on this James?’

The discussion continues, confidentially of course. After all, we wouldn’t want any crooks getting a free ride here, would we?  The AFP is pretty cagey when it comes to keeping national secrets. Even in a room full of Law Enforcement Officers!

* * *
[image: ]


AND IN A SMALL HOLDING cell, many levels below the top floor boardroom, a sixteen-year-old Detailer is now pondering his fate. If BobbyZ finds out he’s talked to the copper he’s dead. On the other hand, he’s left him here to rot for three days instead of getting a lawyer to spring him and get him out of town. And Johnno would have told him I was banged up! Plonkers!

He is also wondering if the fuzz found his mobile phone yet ‘cos without that there’s no proof he’s connected to BobbyZ and he could always retract his statement. Bloody phone! He dropped the damn thing in the van when he heard the coppers calling him out. It fell down the back of a sofa seat that he’d been re-fitting after the last of the package was stowed away. And a nice job he did, too – including having to carefully split that fat single package into three thinner blocks to fit the space!

Not that BobbyZ would appreciate my work! Probably won’t even pay me for the job now. Not my fault that some of the powder escaped as I re-sealed it. It was only a few light specks. And not my fault that the bloody dog spotted what no-one could even see! Nice dog though. I thought I was finally on a fastrack to fortune when I scored work with the organisation. Should’a known better! 

Meanwhile, a homeless mobile telephone, trapped in a mobile van, has been ringing constantly for three days, unanswered of course. The caller becoming increasingly incensed until he hears from a business contact about a certain young lad’s arrest. The caller, too, will have a nervous wait wondering exactly where the kid’s phone is, who’s got it, and can they track him via that phone which – unbeknownst to anyone interested - now has a flat battery.
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