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A cold-blooded killer sat in front of me, eyes downcast, shoulders slumped, body stiff. He knew he was a killer, I knew he was a killer, but his desperate attempts to convince the world of his concocted innocence had pulled a thread, and the camera was rolling on it. Thomas Keir was many things, but innocent he was not. His guilt seeped so heavily from his pores you could almost smell it under the harsh camera lights.


Getting away with murder is quite a clever thing, and Thomas Keir thought he was smarter than everyone else, including the police. He had carefully fabricated what he thought was a believable story that explained the disappearance of his young wife Jean, who had not been seen since 10 February 1988. He was the last person to see her, and with no body, he thought his ‘my wife ran off with another man’ theory was holding with the police and the media. It may have held longer had his second wife, Rosalie, not been found strangled and burnt to death on their marital bed just three years later. Keir was the last one to see her alive too.


It was 1991, and Keir played distraught husband in the media, where he wrote a tearful letter which he subsequently dropped around the local neighbourhood in an ‘attempt’ to find her killer. His ‘unlucky in love’ victim line was played to the hilt, even though human bones other than Rosalie’s had been discovered in a search of his backyard. Everyone had their suspicions. He was charged with Rosalie’s murder, but was acquitted in 1993, much to the surprise, and disappointment, of everyone.


DNA technology was at that time simply not up to the task of extracting an identity from the seven small bones. Police knew they had their man, but it would be a waiting game. In the meantime, his fabricated media existence was about to pull a thread.


In 1994, I ran a story on Channel Seven’s Real Life about Asian brides being over-represented in murder statistics, and ran a list of names where the husband was implicated in the crimes. I ran Rosalie’s name in that list and Thomas Keir sent us several letters of protest threatening to sue. It was not until the Executive Producer Gerald Stone received a call from Keir demanding to see a separate, inconsequential story we ran a few weeks later that our ears pricked. Keir said he had seen his missing wife Jean in the background of the file footage taken on Bribie Island. He wanted to show us.


By now, Stone thought the man was acting very strangely. We did our homework. Here was a man who had virtually stalked his first wife from age fifteen, whose possessiveness included lopping photos in half if they showed too much of his wife’s leg and demands to his mother-in-law Christine to alter her daughter’s swimsuits to reveal less breast and leg.


Christine told me she knew what a mother knows in her heart — that her daughter was dead and that her son-in-law was to blame, but she had to play the game for the sake of her grandson, Jean’s little boy. She knew what police knew too, but no-one could risk another acquittal, and that meant waiting.


We treated Keir’s dealings with us at Channel Seven as a case of ‘him doth protest too much’ and invited him in to show us his missing wife in the footage. She wasn’t there, of course; he was mistaken.


Then I conducted an interview that said so much on so many levels, and his non-verbal communication spoke volumes. In fact, Keir refused to look me in the eye at all, and when I asked him why, he said, ‘Oh, I’ve got a crook neck!’ It was pathetic.


Like a scene from CSI, we had the tape assessed by a forensic psychologist, who pointed out that Keir had never actually denied killing Jean. When asked if he’d killed Jean in a jealous fit of rage, he replied, ‘It didn’t happen like that.’


However, he would not elaborate on how it had happened. Indeed, when I confronted him about the extraordinary coincidence that both his wives had ended up dead, he merely put it down to ‘sheer bad luck.’


To kill someone is a very significant event. To cover it up and live a lie must have been exhausting for Keir, and he felt compelled to test whether his fabricated innocence was still holding, but the human body is a lousy vessel. Guilt eventually seeps out one way or another, but looking guilty is not a crime, or grounds for a conviction.


Seeking justice through the correct channels would prove an exercise in fortitude, patience and resilience for the dedicated police involved and Jean’s family, all of whom endured three long court cases.


There has never been any justice for Rosalie.
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Fear.


It was an all-to-familiar feeling for Jean Angela Keir, but she’d never known it like this, as it hungrily devoured the only part of her soul she still possessed. She shook. She shivered. The butterflies gnawed away at the insides of her stomach; anywhere else would have been better than here. He’d created that fear and she hated him for it. No, she despised him. How had her life come to this? What was she talking about: it wasn’t her life any more - it was his. No single aspect remained beyond his control. Her identity had totally vanished, lost in his psychopathic jealously.


‘Who am I?’ She’d always ask herself this question, but it never seemed to have an answer. Whenever she looked in the mirror, the reflection staring back at her was a ghost, an emaciated and thin stranger, an unrecognisable version of herself. Her delicate, porcelain skin had turned a pale grey, and her long, brunette curls had lost their shine and lustre. Her eyes had changed from a deep brown to a fiery red from an eternity of tears. They’d become hollow somehow. Her smile, her beautiful smile, had evaporated. Everyone, her mum, her dad, her friends, had all told her that her special sparkle had disappeared.


He was responsible. He was literally driving her crazy. Possessive, resentful, he always teetered on the brink of insanity. Brutality was something she knew like a lifelong friend; even wearing revealing shorts or a bikini resulted in him flying into fits of rage laced with an anger that knew no limits. She bathed with her own son...he beat her. She played around with her cousin...he beat her. She wrestled with friends...he beat her.


He’d always said, ‘I’ll cut you up and feed you to the dogs if you ever leave me or touch another man.’ Visions of him laughing as he tossed scraps of her to his beloved greyhounds raced through her head. How could she go into her house? How could she be left alone with him?


Freedom. She’d tasted it for the first time in years. The man sitting next to her had given her something that her husband never could. Staring blankly out the passenger-side window, she regained her composure and turned to her lover. ‘Carl,’ she said, ‘I don’t want to go in. I’m scared of him. He’ll kill me.’


‘You have to. He’s your husband, and you guys need to sort this out.’


‘But I’m in love with you.’


‘I know. I’m sorry. There’s nothing I can do. You guys are married.’


Terror engulfed her as she stepped out of the red Renault station wagon and saw him standing on the veranda. Moving towards the front gate, her breathing became shallow and short, as though a python was constricting her chest.


She walked straight past her husband keeping her head bowed, too afraid to make eye contact.


Thomas Andrew Keir had been waiting for hours. With each passing minute, his anger and resentment grew. He could feel the fury frothing and bubbling deep down in the recesses of his soul and, for what felt like an eternity, he stared out the window searching for any sign of his wife and the man who’d stolen her. Finally, he watched the Renault as it came down the street.


Two days earlier, he’d driven to Culburra to the caravan park where Jean was staying with her sister and her sister’s boyfriend. He’d dragged her, kicking and screaming into the car. On the way home, they’d stopped at a service station at Casula. Jean had gone to the toilet, escaped out the window and hitchhiked to her lover’s flat in Bondi. He knew she wouldn’t escape again; she’d pay for her infidelity. She was his: no-one else was going to have her, ever.


Tom opened the front door of his home in Wilkes Crescent, Tregear. His face carried a strained smile as he walked down the footpath, but deep inside the fires of rage burned brightly upon seeing his wife seated next to her lover. He watched her as she walked past him, head down, and then turned his attention to the car. When he reached it, he bent down and looked inside. ‘Do you want to come in?’ he asked.


‘Nah, mate, you guys work it out. Work this out for yourself.’


‘Righto, see you later then.’


Carl waited until Tom was inside before turning the ignition. The motor sparked into life, and a strange feeling of uneasiness, as if the world had tilted from its axis, came over him. He drove off. His unease stayed with him through the night and, to entirely remove himself from the situation, he moved out of his flat the next morning.


Inside the house, we can only imagine the events that began to unfold. Considering what we know today, perhaps it evolved like this...


Jean sat on the couch waiting, hoping. Maybe, Carl would come in, tell Tom she was his and take her away with him - forever. She looked up expectantly at the sound of heavy, thudding footsteps. He was standing there staring at her with an arctic gaze. Slowly, meticulously, he moved closer. With his head bowed, he lingered over every step, like an animal stalking its prey. She looked up in trepidation. She knew he was unpredictable. She knew she could never be sure which way his temper would turn. He stopped a few feet in front of her. The icy words left his lips slowly as he repeated what he’d said when he’d first found out about the affair. ‘How could you, Jean? We’re married.’


‘I didn’t mean for it to happen. It just...did,’ she stammered desperately.


‘You’re my wife!’ Tom spat through clenched teeth. ‘That means you belong to me!’


Jean put her head into her hands. ‘I’m sorry,’ she sobbed. ‘It won’t happen again.’


‘Too bloody right it won’t! I told you before that if you ever had an affair I’d cut you up and feed you to the dogs!’


‘Tom, I’m sorry. Please forgive me!’ she begged as she stood and moved to embrace him, but he was having none of it.


‘Get away from me! I don’t even want to know you at the moment! You’re just a whore!’


‘Tom, I said I was sorry and I won’t do it again. What more do you want from me?’


‘Nothing, that’s what! Nothing! You’re a dirty slut.’


Suddenly something inside her snapped. Years of pent-up anger and repression exploded from her mouth like bullets from a gun. ‘This is all your fault, anyway! You treat me like shit! You never let me do anything! You never let me leave the house! You even have your friends follow me! You don’t own me, Tom. I’m not a possession! Besides, if you were a better husband, I wouldn’t have needed to have an affair!’


The last word of her tirade had barely left her lips when the back of his right hand smashed into the side of her cheek, jerking her head sideways. She tasted the blood pooling in the corner of her mouth, put her hand to her lips and, seeing the blood on her fingers, spat back at him, ‘That’s right! Beat the crap out of me! That’s your solution to everything. I’ve had enough! I’m leaving you forever, and I’m taking my son with me! I don’t care what you say!’


With that, she moved towards her three-year-old son’s bedroom, picking up some of his toys and clothes as she went, but now something inside Tom snapped. ‘How dare she threaten to take his child! How dare she defy him!’ He exploded.


Taking on a life of their own, his fists pounded her, again and again and again, until eventually she fell to the floor. With weak and trembling arms, she struggled to raise herself. Her hair hung down over her face, hiding the merging streams of blood and tears, and she strained to speak. ‘I’m sorry, Tom. I’m sorry. I swear I won’t do it again. I just want my mum. Please stop! Please.’


‘You’re a liar! You’ll never do this again! You’ll never see Carl again. I’ll make sure of that!’ He gave her a hefty kick with his boot and took sick satisfaction in hearing the breath forced from her lungs and the cracking of her ribs. She slumped back onto the floor with a heavy thud. She rolled herself over, trying to force some air back into her body but, as she tried to rise once more, he was instantly on top of her. As she lay beneath him, she mustered the last of her strength, kicking and struggling, but her tiny body was no match for his emotional rage, and her strength soon faded as his huge hands wrapped around her throat, his fingers clenching together like a vice, squeezing tighter and tighter. Leaning in close, he whispered his last words to her. ‘If I can’t have you, no-one will.’ Moments later, her essence escaped her.


Tom Keir continued to shake his wife’s lifeless body again and again to make sure the job was done, and then crawled across the lounge room floor as he tried to regain his breath. He climbed onto the sofa and sat pensively, a thousand thoughts rushing through his mind as he stared at his wife’s body; first and foremost, how to dispose of it? Cutting her up and feeding her to the dogs had always been his plan, but there wasn’t time for that. He had to get rid of her quickly, because he knew her mother could come over at any minute, or that his son could wake up. So, what to do with her?


He’d buried things in the yard before, blocks of concrete, car panels, fencing panels, a car engine and a forty-four-gallon drum, and they hadn’t taken him that long. He’d already buried so much junk, she would be just one more piece.


Rising from the sofa, he roughly picked up his wife’s battered corpse and tossed it over his shoulder, knowing that dragging her through the house would only wake his infant son. He gently put the body down when he reached the back door and crept silently out into the backyard to check if his actions had aroused suspicion from the neighbours, but they hadn’t. The neighbourhood remained quiet and peaceful.


He looked up at the sky, breathing a sigh of relief that there wasn’t a full moon. What light it was giving off was dimmed by the thick, dark clouds. Making his way back inside, he picked the body up and tossed it over his shoulder once more. He carried it out into the yard and made straight for the chosen spot. He knew exactly where he was going to put her. After hurriedly hiding the body under the house, between the foundations on the western side, he went to fetch his tools.


Several crickets chirped as he crept quietly across the lawn to the garage. He slowly opened the door, grimacing as it creaked. Freezing, he slowly looked around once more, certain that someone must have heard, but no-one had.


Gently lifting a crowbar and shovel off the wall, he carried them outside and slowly crept back to the side of the house. As he rounded the corner, his pulse quickened. There was movement near the body! ‘Get out of it,’ he said, as softly as he could.


His German Shepherd stopped sniffing Jean’s body and gave a slight yelp when Tom tapped it with the crowbar. The dog ran off, and Tom, lying as flat as he could, began scratching in the dirt. As the soil loosened, he picked it up with the shovel, until a small pile soon developed next to his wife’s body.


The ground was harder than he’d expected, and it was slow going. Beads of sweat had formed on his forehead, and he’d barely excavated more than a few centimetres. The faster he dug, the more the sweat dripped from his brow, and he struggled to wipe it away with his sleeve. After a few minutes, he slid out from under the house and scanned his surroundings. Nothing. Resuming his digging, his mind was awash.


‘She made me do this,’ he said to himself. ‘I had no choice. If only she’d done what she was supposed to! How dare she mouth off at me like that! Dopey bitch had to go and have an affair. Well, this taught her a lesson. Shit! What am I going to say to everyone?...I’ll tell them she ran off with Carl. Yeah, they’ll believe that.’


Pleased with his ruse, he dug quicker and quicker and the hole became deeper and deeper. By the time it reached a suitable depth, he was almost completely exhausted.


He carefully slid Jean’s body into the hole. Due to the short distance between the ground and the floor of the house, he had to bend her body to ease it into the deep, narrow hole, where it would stand upright, but it proved to be a perfect fit. Silently and methodically, he began to shovel the dirt back into the hole around the body. When the last of it was in place, he patted the soil down. ‘This is the last place anyone will think to look for her,’ he thought as he made his way back across the yard. In the garage, he took extra care to make sure the tools were returned to the wall exactly as they had been. Pausing at the door, he allowed himself a smile, satisfied with his evening’s work.


He was barely halfway across the lawn on his way back to the house when he heard the phone ring.


The phone conversations that occurred next are based on evidence provided by Jean’s mother...


Sprinting inside, he got to the phone on the twelfth ring. ‘Hello?’ he gasped, out of breath.


‘Where were you?’ said Jean’s mother, curious as to why Tom was breathless at this time of night.


‘I...was down the back...feeding the dog.’


‘Is Jean back yet?’


‘No, not yet.’


‘Okay. I’ll ring back later.’


The words had barely left her lips before he snapped the phone back onto the receiver. When he did, he remembered the dirt and blood on his hands, so he headed into the laundry and scrubbed and scrubbed until the last of it was gone. When he’d finished, he went and sat in the lounge room to finish calculating his deception.


At eleven o’clock, the phone rang again.


‘Hello?’


‘It’s Christine. Are they back yet?’


‘No.’


At twelve o’clock, she called again.


‘Hello?’


‘It’s Christine again. Are they back yet?’


‘Yes, they arrived a few minutes ago.’


‘Would you put Jean on the phone? I want to talk with her.’


‘No, she doesn’t want to talk to you. She was very tired. She’s gone to sleep.’


‘Alright, I’m coming over.’


‘No, no, don’t do that, because you’re only going to have a quarrel. She doesn’t want to talk to you. She’s tired.’


‘Okay, tell her I’ll see her tomorrow after work.’ She hung up reluctantly.


‘No you won’t,’ Tom thought smugly to himself, ‘because I’ve just committed the perfect crime.’




The following contains transcripts of recorded evidence given by witnesses during court proceedings.
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Jean Angela Keir.


The first time I heard her name was when I was handed a Missing Persons file back in 1989. I had no idea that, from the moment that brief was put in my hand, my life and that of my family would be completely and utterly turned upside down. My partner Mick Lyons and I would be launched into a bizarre investigation for which, truthfully, we were not prepared. Over the next decade, it would consume my life almost entirely; eventually threatening to tear my family apart.


It began in Mt Druitt, in the west of Sydney. The ‘Druitt’ and the surrounding suburbs like Blackett, Emerton, Lethbridge Park and Tregear are undoubtedly some of the toughest areas of the city. It is a very low socio-economic area, with high unemployment, alcohol, drugs, domestic violence and racial tension. It was, and still is, a real hotbed, which meant there was always something on the boil. However, mixed in amongst the pockets of shit (the druggies, the wife-beaters and the dole bludgers) there was a spattering of people who, despite their lower social position, took great pride in their personal appearance and that of their homes. These were your truly genuine, hardworking Aussies. They were the salt of the earth with good, warm hearts.


Some coppers might have complained about being in a difficult area, but not me. I was always happy about being there. From my first posting to Blacktown as a trainee constable I’d wanted to be in the thick of the action. My Dad was very proud when I graduated from the Academy in 1980 and he always told me it was better to go somewhere busy so I could learn as much as I could. Some police stations can be fairly routine but the Druitt was one of those places where you walked in each morning with no idea what to expect or what was going to be thrown your way. It was sink or swim. Even the Uniforms and the Ds got on well which was not always the case elsewhere. The Uniform guys wouldn’t flick a job to the Ds because they didn’t feel like doing it. Instead, they’d pitch in, help out and ask for advice when needed. I really did like working there.


One day, I was in the Detectives’ Office struggling with our antiquated photocopier.


‘Stupid machine!’ I cursed as it jammed for the umpteenth time. It wasn’t my usual style but I started screaming profanities as I became stroppier and stroppier. All I was trying to do was put together a simple brief but every time I pressed the ‘copy’ button the thing would start beeping and flashing with those little red circles indicating a paper jam. I’d pull it all apart, take the paper out and then close everything. It’d warm up and the little green light would flash telling me it was good to go. I’d press ‘copy’ and, sure enough, the red lights would start flashing again and the whole process would have to be repeated.


‘Time-saving devices and paperless age my arse!’ I muttered to myself as I slammed my fist down on the copier. I was just readying myself to give it a hefty kick when someone called out:


‘Pete! Boss wants you in his office!’


The photocopier was not getting off that easily. I kicked it, hard, before making my way to the boss’s office.


My boss was Detective Senior Sergeant Mick O’Connell. He was your true old-school cop, like someone from a seventies TV detective show. I got on with him extremely well, probably because I’d made my decision to become a detective whilst watching Homicide with my Dad as a kid. I really identified with Leonard Teale’s character, Senior Detective David ‘Mac’ Mackay. Like Mackay, Mick had seen and done it all. He never took a backward step, and commanded respect from all around him. He wasn’t one for fancy or flashy clothes and always wore an open-necked collared shirt. His attire pretty much reflected his attitude towards police work: everything stripped down to its simplest form: no nonsense and no bull. His brown hair was parted and flipped over to the left. He always wore his sunnies either hanging from the pocket of his short-sleeved shirt or from the buttons which sometimes struggled to do their job as Mick had the build of a man who enjoyed a few beers. He hated wearing ties and I only ever remember seeing him wear one when he went to court. He was a pretty jovial character who loved a laugh and had been a detective for most of his time in the force. Mick was a dead-set rough diamond and one of the best things about him was that you knew that as long as you did your job properly he’d always be there to back you up. He fondly referred to us as his ‘boys’ and in return for his support he had the fellas’ loyalty one hundred per cent. If anyone ever unfairly criticised one of his ‘boys’ he’d be up them like a rat up a drainpipe.


‘You wanted to see me, Boss?’ I said when I got to his door. True to character, Mick was studying the form guide intently, his eyes not deviating as he spoke.


‘Having trouble with that bloody photocopier, are you? We should chuck it down the stairs and make the bastards buy us another one. Take a seat, mate. I’ll be with you in a tick.’


I sat down and looked at my ink-stained hands while listening to Mick muttering about the next ‘friggin’ donkey’ that had better run a good race or he’d make sure it ended up at the glue factory. He circled the last of his selections, put the form guide down and swivelled around on his chair. It creaked and squeaked as he rustled through the paper tray on the right-hand corner of his desk before retrieving a file and handing it to me.


‘Mate, seeing how you’re on late shift this arvo do you reckon you could have a look at this Missing Persons file? The sheila disappeared last year and everything points to her pissin’ off with another bloke. Just go around and have a chat to her husband and see if there’s anything more he can tell us about it. If there’s bugger-all to it just fill in the report and send it back to Missing Persons.’


‘Yeah, no dramas,’ I said, ‘I’ll check it out later on tonight.’ I took a quick peek at the cover of the file: Missing Person — Jean Angela Keir.


‘Thanks, mate. Have a good one,’ Mick said as he swivelled his chair to face the window and returned to his form guide.


Later, another D and I went around to the Keir household in Wilkes Crescent, Tregear. When we arrived I paused out the front to take a good look around. It was your typical suburban Australian home, a white-panelled place with a metre and a half high mesh fence enclosing the front yard. A deep-green Colorbond fence separated the front yard from the back. On that same side there was a double gate leading through to a side access driveway to a rear garage which appeared to be detached from the main house. We walked through the gate of the mesh fence and up the front path. We knocked on the door but there was no-one home. Over the next few weeks, we went there again and again, but still no-one answered. Every time we knocked and waited, I felt an irresistible pull to search around the house; something just felt totally wrong. A few weeks later, we were patrolling in the area so we decided to give it another go. It was approaching ten o’clock at night by the time we turned into the street and the closer we came to the house the more uncomfortable I felt but, to be honest, I didn’t really expect much. This was a routine ‘tick and flick’ and, in reality, we had more important cases to attend to. We pulled up outside the house and something immediately struck me.


‘Hey, Dave. Bloody hell, mate!’ I said to my partner. ‘There’s actually a light on; looks like we might get lucky.’


We hopped out of the car, and as soon as I set foot inside the property I stopped. There was something wrong. I knew this house was keeping a dark secret, so I began looking around like someone who’s lost something but doesn’t know where to begin.


‘Are you coming?’ Dave asked as he leapt up onto the raised concrete veranda.


‘Yep,’ I said, making my way up the path.


‘What were you doing?’ he asked.


‘I don’t know, mate, but as soon as I walked through the gate something felt wrong. I dunno; must be going mad.’ Dave just shook his head and knocked on the door.


We heard heavy footsteps and then the door opened and a man in his early thirties appeared. I couldn’t see him clearly through the flyscreen, but the outside light was just strong enough to reveal some of his features. He had thick, dark hair that was beginning to grey a little, and one bushy eyebrow that stretched across his forehead. I remember thinking that he looked a little like Animal, or Sam the Eagle from The Muppet Show.


‘Good evening, sir. We’re from Mt Druitt Detectives,’ I said as I held up my I.D. ‘Are you Thomas Keir?’


‘Yes.’


‘Mr Keir, I’ve got a Missing Persons file in relation to your wife, Jean Angela Keir. I understand she went missing about a year ago. We’re just following up on her disappearance and checking with her family to see if there is any further information that may assist us in locating her.’


With that, Keir opened the screen door and stepped outside. Straightaway, his actions struck me as a little odd. He took a quick, almost imperceptible glance to the right and made a point of positioning himself between us and that side of the house. I looked past him to try to see what he’d been looking at, but seeing nothing out of the ordinary, I turned my attention back to him. His face was as blank as that of a statue, and when he opened his mouth to speak he was calm and clear, a little too much so I thought, like he’d rehearsed his answer or said it a hundred times.


‘No, I’ve told the police everything I know,’ he said. ‘Jeannie took off with some bloke, and I haven’t seen her since. I’ve spoken to her on the phone a couple of times, but that’s about it.’


I started taking notes. ‘What about the rest of your family and friends? Has anyone else heard from her?’ I said.


‘No. Nobody.’


‘This bloke’s not fair dinkum,’ I thought to myself. ‘If she’s run off with another bloke and he’s spoken to her, then why is there a Missing Persons report? If he, and the family knew she was alive and okay, then what the bloody hell am I doing here?’


I was just preparing to press him for clarification when there was a sudden loud bang behind us. Dave and I spun around to see that a car had run squarely up the back-end of ours. The bloke in the passenger seat got out and, after staggering around for a bit, started calling out to his mate. ‘Damn it! That’s all we bloody need!’ Dave grumbled as he launched himself off the veranda and set off down the footpath.


‘Excuse me for a minute, Mr Keir, while we sort this out,’ I said as I leapt off the veranda and followed Dave.


The passenger was now yelling incoherently as he staggered across the street. ‘Hey, mate, you just hit the back of a police car!’ Dave called to him. ‘Where do you think you’re going?’ He stopped dead in his tracks and turned around and signalled to his mate, who immediately jumped out of the driver’s seat and started doing a runner.


I quickly set off in pursuit. He was obviously pissed, but was still pretty quick, and I had to sprint a good hundred metres up the road before eventually catching up with him. I’m a tall but pretty thin bloke, and physical confrontation isn’t my style, so I always try to avoid it if at all possible, but I’d played a fair bit of footy for the coppers’ team as a winger and full-back, and so I brought him down from behind like I was making a last-ditch try-saving tackle. He hit the ground pretty hard, and I thought I’d knocked the wind out of him, but he managed to get up and take a swing at me. Fortunately, I was able to duck out of the way. I went to give him an uppercut, but my feet slipped on the gravel driveway and my intended knockout blow simply glanced off his chin.


Suddenly, he belted me in the right eye, which dazed me a bit and later produced a bloody good shiner, but it wasn’t enough to stop me. I drove my right shoulder into his chest and we both fell to the ground, with me landing on top of him and pinning him down. ‘Keep going, mate, and there’s only going to be one winner out of this, and it won’t be you,’ I said as I pressed his face down onto the ground.


‘Alright, mate, I’ll stop,’ he said, realising that he had nowhere to go, and deciding that enough was enough. He’d given me his best shot, and I was still standing.


I released my grip on him and he got to his feet, still hunched over as he tried to regain his breath. I grabbed both his hands and held them tightly behind his back, then whacked the cuffs on and marched him back down the street. As I neared the car, I realised that Dave was having troubles of his own. The scuffle had spilled back into Keir’s property and, as I watched them wrestling with each other, Dave was smashed into the Colorbond fence. I heard him let out a pained grunt, and knew he’d buggered his shoulder.


Rather than deterring Dave, however, it just pissed him off even more, and now he found the extra strength needed to overwhelm the bloke and cuff him. We chucked the two of them in the back of our Ford Falcon and I leant back on the bonnet with my hands resting on my knees as I tried to regain my breath, while Dave got on the radio and called for a Uniform car. The Uniforms turned up as quick as a flash, and before long the two jokers were in the back of a paddy wagon, later to be charged with drink-driving, assaulting police and resisting arrest. I watched the paddy wagon drive off with my left eye while I held my palm up to my right. All I could think about was how I was going to explain to my wife that I’d copped another shiner. I felt alright, but I certainly didn’t look the best. My wife would later tell me that when I came home all battered and bruised, it was one of the scariest moments she’d had in all the time I was in the Force.


‘Dave, mate, are you alright?’ I eventually asked.


‘Yeah, mate, me shoulder’s a bit sore, but no dramas.’


‘Do you guys want me to give a statement?’ we heard a voice say. ‘I saw the whole thing.’


Dave and I turned around to see Keir leaning with his elbows on the mesh fence across the front of his house. ‘Yeah, that’d be great,’ I said. ‘We’ll be in touch.’


It was a bloody good thing he was there, because Keir’s testimony meant we were able to secure convictions.
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Two years later, I was called back to Wilkes Crescent.


It was a beautifully sunny afternoon, and I was out the back playing with my three-year-old daughter Ashleigh. I was watching her running around, and started to think how much work was beginning to intrude more and more into my family life. It was something I struggled with constantly, never really leaving work at work. I tried to enjoy time spent with my family, but cases and criminals always consumed my thoughts.


‘No, I don’t have to be at work for a few hours yet. I’m going to enjoy my time with my daughter,’ I thought as I watched Ashleigh walking towards my German Shepherd, Khan, who didn’t notice her, too concerned with chomping on the remnants of last night’s dinner. Ashleigh moved closer and closer and then, sure enough, gave Khan a few pats and made off with his lamb bone. He didn’t move. He was a good-tempered dog, and he and I both watched as Ashleigh wandered off with long strings of juicy slobber sliding off the bone and onto her hand. Deciding that the bone wasn’t for her after all, Ash dropped it and continued on her merry way. Khan watched for a bit and, when he was happy she was far enough away, walked over, plonked himself down and resumed chewing on the bone.


I felt more relaxed than I could remember as I leant back in my deckchair. I was finally letting go of work, even if just for a few moments. I was basking in the sun’s warmth when suddenly a cold shiver shot straight up my spine. I sat bolt upright as I was gripped by a severe sense of deja vu, feeling like I’d been transported somewhere else. I was still sitting in a backyard, but it looked different. Behind me, there was an oddly familiar white fibro house, and in the yard there was a German Shepherd, much like Khan, who was also chewing on a bone, but the bone was much larger, big enough to be a human leg or arm. Suddenly, the dog began running around the yard as though someone was chasing it. Now the scene disappeared, and I found myself back in my own yard. ‘Shit, that was friggin’ weird!’ I thought to myself.


After I’d recovered my composure, my first instinct was to check on Ashleigh’s safety, but she was nowhere to be seen! Panicking, I jumped up and started searching. I looked everywhere. I was frantic! I’d lost my little girl! There was only one place left, her cubbyhouse, so I ran down to it and peered inside, but there was no sign of her. That was it! She was gone! Sue was going to kill me.


In my distress, I’d forgotten that the cubby was on raised brick piers, but eventually I thought to look underneath. Much to my relief, she was there. My heart started beating again as I gently pulled her out. ‘How many times have I told you; never crawl under those piers!’ I said with mock sternness tempered with a father’s love as I folded her in my arms and began walking towards the house. Suddenly, I heard the phone ring, and the cold shivers returned.


‘Pete,’ Sue called from the kitchen.


‘Yep?’


‘It’s work.’


‘What do they want?’


‘Dunno,’ she said, the disappointment evident in her voice, ‘but I reckon you’ll be home late, because they want you to go in early.’


Sue hated me being called in early. If they called me in early, it meant a big job was on, and that always meant I’d be home late. She put up with it because she knew my job sometimes required it, but she was never happy about it. I’d first met Sue when I was still living with my parents and the alarm had gone off. Sue was living there with another lady whilst she studied at teachers’ college. The cops hadn’t come, despite Sue ringing them repeatedly, so Sue came over to tell Mum about the alarm and the non-appearance of the police. Mum had informed Sue that I was a cop and, always on the lookout for a hot girl for me, and deciding that Sue certainly fitted the bill, made a point of introducing me. I was immediately attracted to Sue, with her long dark hair and beautiful smile, and not more than half an hour after she’d left, I went next door and asked her out to the local club for a casual drink.


Sue was in a troubled relationship at the time, and was initially reluctant about going out with me, but I gradually wore her down. Despite her hesitancy, I just kept ringing. Whenever I saw her out the front, I’d made sure I spoke to her, and always asked her out. Eventually, she agreed, and things moved pretty quickly after that. I don’t really remember, but Sue assures me that after about a week or so I told her that I was going to marry her!


I proposed to her on Australia Day in 1985, and we were married that same year. The wedding day itself, whilst amazing, was a bit of a blur. I was more nervous than I can ever remember being. Disarming potential bank robbers armed with sawn-off shotguns paled in comparison as I waited for the wedding to start, dancing around the place like a cat on a hot tin roof. I was so excited to be marrying the woman who I thought was the most magnificent creature in the world. As the big moment drew closer, I became very jittery. When I saw Sue walk into the church, I remember thinking to myself, ‘This is just amazing! She’s so beautiful! I’m the luckiest guy on Earth, and I’m going to make sure nothing in this world ever hurts her!’


It felt like there was no-one else in the church. When the priest asked her if she promised to love and care for me until death parted us and she said ‘I do’, I was happier than I’d ever been. When he said, ‘You can kiss the bride,’ I suddenly became painfully aware of everyone’s eyes on us, but it was one of the happiest days of my life.


After the wedding and honeymoon, I went back to work with a new spring in my step. I’d grown up in a family that instilled a strong sense of morals, duty and justice, something that only intensified now that I was starting a family of my own. As the years passed, I came across every type of crook, murderers, rapists, thieves and conmen. I knew it was my job to deal with the scum of society and, for the most part, I did what I had to do. I went about my job, and tried not to let it get to me, but I found it increasingly hard.


My defining moment as a detective came when my wife became a victim. A bush-rock delivery guy took an inappropriate fancy, and started stalking her. He’d call the house when I was on late shift and do the whole heavy breathing thing. He’d tell her he was watching her, and was going to come around to the house and rape her. Sue, not being the most secure woman in the world, became increasingly nervous and agitated, and absolutely hated it when I was on night shift. Afternoons were okay, as long as I didn’t work too much overtime, because she found it impossible to get to sleep until I got home. That’s why I bought Khan: for Sue’s protection.


The delivery guy really knocked Sue for six. To make matters worse, Sue was pregnant at the time, and miscarried due to the stress. The picture of that little baby on the screen at the doctor’s surgery with no heartbeat is something I’ll never forget. I was gutted, but my heart went out to Sue, because she was the one who had to endure the miscarriage. It was a difficult time for both of us and, needless to say, I held a deep hatred for this guy. Thankfully, my boss gave me permission to conduct the investigation, even allowing me to concentrate solely on it.


Eventually, I managed to trace one of the calls to a house in Blackett. I checked the address, and then checked the name against the school records at nearby Bidwill where Sue worked, thinking there may be a connection — nothing. I rang the home from where the call had been placed. A woman answered, and I told her I needed her to come into the station to answer some questions. She came in, and I interviewed her. I asked her who lived at her house, and she told me it was just her and her child. The only other person who sometimes came around was her boyfriend. Then I dropped it on her about the phone calls, but I didn’t tell her it was my wife who was the victim.


I told her I wanted to know where he was. She said he was at his grandmother’s, but pleaded with me not to go there and grab him, promising to bring him in herself. I said that would be okay, and gave her thirty minutes. I was the second-in-charge of the four Ds stationed at St. Marys, and the other three were out on a job, so thirty minutes gave me time to get them back in time to do the interview.


The fellas returned and we were sitting in our office when the Uniform boys rang through to say that the bloke had arrived. They brought him down to our office, where I was sitting on the edge of my desk. He didn’t see me as he walked past, but as soon as I saw him I realised who he was. I jumped up and was about to throttle him when my boss grabbed me by the shoulder and motioned with his head for me to come outside. He closed the door behind us and said, ‘So who is this arsehole?’ I told him, adding that I was going to kill the bastard.


‘You’re not going anywhere near him until we get him confessing it on paper!’ the Boss said. The boys had a five-minute chat with the guy, and got the written confession. Fortunately, due to the boss keeping his head, the guy was kept away from me, and I didn’t do anything silly, but it created a burning hatred inside me of guys who commit crimes against women.


Sue was, and still is, the most important thing in the world to me. We share a mutual trust and respect that strengthens our marriage. I never told Sue too much about the jobs I did, not wanting to worry her but, at the same time, she had the knack of knowing when I’d had a bad day, and would always make me a great dinner or breakfast and make easy conversation, which helped take my mind off things. Sometimes I’d confide in her about things, such as domestics I’d been to, and we would often talk about how and why relationships could deteriorate so badly from a time when these people must have loved each other dearly.


‘I hate that I have to leave Sue alone yet again,’ I thought to myself as I walked inside and she handed me the phone. I could see that she was really anxious because she knew it was something big and I wouldn’t be home for hours. I checked my watch. It was just after one. ‘There goes two hours of family time,’ I thought to myself as I put the phone to my ear.


‘Hello,’ I said, somewhat apprehensively.


‘G’day, Pete,’ said one of the blokes from the office. ‘Sorry to ring, mate, but the Boss wants you to come in right away. They’ve got a body in a burnt-out house in Tregear.’


‘Male or female, mate?’


‘Female. Mick Lyons is already at the scene, but I don’t know much more than that.’


‘Okay. Give me a few minutes to jump in the shower and tell him I’ll get there as soon as I can. What’s the address?’


‘Eighteen Wilkes Crescent. Mick’s already organised Forensics.’


‘Thanks.’ I put the phone down and made for my bedroom. Burying my head in my wardrobe, I started to gather my clothes together. I sensed Sue was behind me, so I grabbed a handful of ties and turned around to ask her opinion. ‘Susie, which one of these...’ I started to say, but there was no-one there. ‘Susie?’ I called.


‘I’m down in the kitchen with Ashleigh,’ she yelled back.


I lay my trousers, shirt and a selection of ties on the bed and went out into the hallway. I looked up and down its length, but couldn’t see anybody. ‘This day’s getting a little weird,’ I thought to myself.


I started to think about the information I’d been given, wanting to have things squared away in my head before arriving at the scene. I knew I’d heard the name Wilkes Crescent before, but I couldn’t remember what it was in connection with.

OEBPS/Images/imgc61757626e13.jpg
A shocking and bizarre murder investigation

R SEYMOUR & JASON K. FOSTER





OEBPS/Images/img7d7b443c911b.jpg
BIG SKY PUBLISHING
ww.bigskypublishing.com.au






OEBPS/Images/main-4.jpg
CHAPTE B2

4\“'.\






OEBPS/Images/main-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/main-3.jpg
CHAPTER 1






OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml


  

    Table of Contents



    

      		Cover



		Halftitle



		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Foreword



		Prologue



		Beginnings



		Questions



		Flames of Concern



		A Hidden Secret



		Two Wives — Two Investigations



		The Dig Begins



		The Motive Uncovered?



		Loose Lips Sink Ships



		The Second Dig



		Seven Bones



		Battling the Bureaucracy



		A New Father?



		DNA Tests



		A Change of Scene



		Three is the Magic Number



		Rosalina



		Jan the Man



		Tests in America



		Locating the Informant



		The Jury Decides



		Jean’s Memorial Service



		Sentencing



		Prophetic Words



		Resting in Peace



		Epilogue



		Fast Forward to 2020



		Afterword by Giles Tabuteau



		Writer’s Note



		Endnotes



		About the Authors



		BCover



    



  



OEBPS/Images/main-1.jpg





