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				PREFACE

				‘When I was a kid I used to pray every night for a new bicycle. Then I realised the Lord doesn’t work that way so I stole one and asked Him to forgive me.’

				—Emo Philips

				CRIME is as compelling for its practitioners—the dapper, the desperate and the diabolical—as it is in its own right. Those who don’t play by the rules hold an endless fascination for the vast rump of us who do.

				The people who populate these pages think nothing of wandering into a bank with a sawn-off shotgun to make some spare coin, breaking out of courthouse cells, or declaring to their congregation—for their own gain—that the End Times have arrived.  They are lives lived—and often prematurely extinguished—on the fringe. Theirs are stories of extremes: of plot, character, fate and coincidence.

				The first Badlands (both books in this series are self-contained) was focused purely on murder stories—modern Australian killings with a twist. While there are still plenty of unusual and befuddling homicides in this collection, Return to The Badlands extends to the bold and the bizarre in non-fatal contemporary crime around the nation. Many are remarkable stories I discovered while researching Badlands that I felt compelled to share. Murder is not a precondition in these stories but sometimes, as in ‘Blood Worth Bottling’, death follows from other ‘gateway’ crimes as stakes get higher and higher.

				Crime is at its essence about power, even when it is about money. Behind every successful drug dealer’s shiny Porsche there is someone in a basement with their hands tied, or another hapless victim. In these pages there are power plays between cops and robbers, crims and judges, con artists and their dupes. Some criminals maintain power by exploitation. Other crooks see themselves as powerless and justify their crimes as snatching back a bit of necessary reward for themselves. 

				The compelling stories of two cults feature here as well as hair-raising accounts of former followers. The damage done by one  cult was mostly averted. The other was allowed to prosper for years. We don’t traditionally conceive of the often charismatic and cruel cult leaders as criminals because their crimes occur behind high fences and their victims are often reluctant to identify themselves as such. Authorities have struggled to properly police, let alone prosecute, the crimes of cults. But the destruction they leave in their wake can make the most psychotic shotgun-wielding bank robber seem amateur. 

				So in these pages we have a criminal stew of jailbreakers, smash-and-grab merchants and cult fanatics. There are psychological and evidentiary riddles as in Badlands but in Return to The Badlands there is a little bit more action, gunplay and high-speed chasing. Looting, shooting, and … romantic intrigue. Here, you will meet mum and dad armed robbers who bring the babysitters in to free themselves up for a good night’s pillaging. There is a partly innocent serial killer and a partly-guilty police force. There are evil adults who think themselves righteous and there are tiny heroic children who stand up to the monsters in their lives. This second lap of Australia’s badlands starts with a jilted bride sending her groom’s gonads—suspected of straying—to a fiery grave and it closes with a violent robber in a Tasmanian jail endlessly replaying how the world’s tiniest crime fighter caught him out. In between, there is the endlessly diverse parade of humanity on display: the good, the amusing, the cunning, the inept, and the truly disturbing. 

				I am again indebted to many people, not least a legion of Australian reporters. Acknowledgements follow the stories. Thank you to all the readers who made the first edition of Badlands a sell-out and demanding a second and third print run. For story ideas, feedback, tips, bouquets and brickbats, I can be contacted at tip.the.hack@gmail.com.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				GLOSSARY

				barkeep	a barkeeper; barman or barwoman

				bash artist	a person who assaults others

				dockethead	a criminal with several prior convictions or a ‘long docket’

				fuzz	the police

				hoodangers	a party, festival or celebration

				jacks	the police

				longarm	a class of firearm with a long barrel, such as a rifle

				mitochondrial DNA	the genetic material found in mitochondria (membrane-bound structure present in  living cells responsible for respiration and energy) that is passed down from females  to both sons and daughters 

				noggin	the head

				on the lam	on the run

				packing heat	carrying a gun

				shtoom	quiet

				silk	a senior barrister such as the Queen’s Counsel (QC) or Senior Counsel (SC)

				Soggies	a particular type of police squad; Special Operations Group (SOG)

				soul patch	hairy square, rectangle or trapezoid under the bottom lip of a male

				to bell the cat	taken metaphorically from an Aesop fable about a mouse who proposes to put a bell on a cat, so as to be able to hear the cat coming; to become aware of danger

				took his lumps	for someone to suffer the consequences of their actions

			

		

	
		
			
				

				GOODNESS GRACIOUS GREAT BALLS OF FIRE

				‘His penis should belong to me.’

				—Husband-killer Rajini Narayan

				AFTER Rajini Narayan used petrol and a psychic’s candle to flambé her Hindu husband’s testicles—sending him from the comfort of their Adelaide home to the uncertainty of his next life as a crispy eunuch—her QC tried to explain: ‘She just wanted to do something to save her marriage’.

				Twenty-two years earlier—before the house, the marriage, the groom and his gonads went up in smoke—the matrimony of Satish and Rajini started as it would conclude: in flames. It was a Hindu wedding and the old folks wished them well. The year was 1986 and a young Satish Narayan walked around a pit filled with fire and put a red sindoor dot on his new wife Rajini’s forehead, marking her as his own. It was an echo of the Hindu love story of Lord Rama who used fire to establish the purity of his wife Sita after he rescued her from the hellish fury of the demon king Ravana. Rajini was a Fijian-Indian and, like 80 per cent of Fijian-Indian marriages, hers was arranged. She regarded her husband as a god and tried to be the ‘proper’ Indian wife. By 2008 the couple and their three offspring had settled in the Adelaide suburb of Unley, having moved there from Canberra. They had been married for over two decades and the charms of domestic life were wearing thin even for subservient Rajini.
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				SATISH went out in a fluorescent blaze of fire and embers. The eulogies that ensued following his demise were substantially less glowing. The dead man’s daughter Jessica described her father as a wife-beating monster. ‘He was very oppressive, controlling and would often blackmail me if I didn’t listen or if I disagreed with his theories, philosophies, politics or ideology,’ she said. ‘He beat me at least a couple of dozen times a year … my mother was abused every day. It was so hard to live in such a hostile environment that, eventually, I left home.’

				Rajini seemed to tolerate the verbal and physical abuse dealt out by her husband for over twenty years before she finally snapped. She thought herself deserving of punishment. ‘I did not like to be beaten [but] I told myself I had to be better, I have to try harder,’ she recalled. ‘I deserved it because in my mind I was not the perfect wife for my perfect husband … I idolised him. He was my hero.’ Rajini was often too scared to talk back to Satish ‘because you do not fight with your god. If he is talking you should keep quiet, you should keep your mouth shut and he will not hit you, but the moment you open your mouth you will get a few slaps’. As a submissive and doting wife, Rajini felt trapped, unable to stand up to her husband—and leaving the marriage was never an option. ‘Indian wives and girls are meant to be submissive, once you are married, you stay married,’ Rajini said. ‘If anything should happen it should stay within your house, within the four walls of your bedroom, nobody should know.’

				But if Rajini could withstand the beatings to her body, attacks on her pride were a bridge too far. When she arrived at the view that her husband was having an affair it all became too much. Satish had given Rajini his email password—a court later heard—and she had found messages about the affair. ‘My husband loves another woman. He hugs her,’ she confided in a friend. Whether the infidelity moved beyond such seemingly tame, platonic displays never became clear. The court did not broach the issue of whether Satish’s offending bollocks were targeted because of their direct involvement in the affair or simply because they were in the wrong  place at the wrong time and regarded by their incinerator as handy collateral offerings.
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				SHORTLY before 5.30 a.m. on Sunday 7 December 2008, Rajini entered her marital bedroom and doused her sleeping husband’s genitals with liquid from a container of combustant, later confirmed as petrol. Days earlier Rajini had visited a tarot card reader and left with a CD of the session and a candle. The professional mystic should have foreseen that handing over the candle was a bad idea. It was alleged this was what Rajini used to light Satish’s petrol-doused privates.

				For anyone who has ever felt disarmed, disoriented or rudely intruded upon when being woken from slumber by the fairly innocuous sound of an alarm clock, spare a thought for the late Satish Narayan and what caused him to be dragged from a deep, dreamy sleep. Satish woke to the disturbing scent, sight and sensation of his manhood aflame. Such a scenario is a bad start to anyone’s day but Satish’s Sunday was about to get even worse. Jumping out of bed and flailing about in fright, Satish knocked over a container holding the remainder of the petrol, causing it to spill over the rest of his body. And with the sudden whoomp of a quick-spread petrol fire—he self-combusted. The fire spread from the flaming husband through the rest of the Narayans’ Unley townhouse and then onto an adjoining property, causing damage of up to a million dollars. An off-duty nurse attended the blaze and was able to render at least some initial aid to Satish who was suffering burns to 85 per cent of his body. The rest of the family escaped the blaze unhurt while Satish was rushed by ambulance to the Royal Adelaide Hospital.

				Rajini was arrested and charged with aggravated assault, arson and three counts of acts to endanger life. Satish battled on for nearly three weeks but on Boxing Day 2008, twenty days after the fire, he lost the fight and took his last breath. Rajini’s charges were upgraded to murder.
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				ACCORDING to prosecutors Rajini had come clean on the motive of her crime in its immediate aftermath—chatting to neighbours gathered out the front of the inferno. ‘My husband loves another woman,’ the scorned Rajini explained as flames from her family home licked the sky behind her. ‘I’m a jealous wife. His penis should belong to me. I just wanted to burn his penis so it belongs to me and no one else. It’s just his penis I wanted to burn. I didn’t mean this to happen.’ The fiery phallus became the subject of even greater focus at Rajini’s bail application, forcing court reporters to attempt to craft genteel family-friendly prose from the unseemly subject matter. 

				The 44-year-old self-made widow was freed for home detention on $15 000 bail wearing an electronic monitoring bracelet and on the order she undergo continuing psychiatric analysis. After contemplating a plea bargain Rajini pleaded not guilty to murder and arson. Rajini’s defence lawyers said their client had not  intended to kill her husband but had just wanted to keep him on the straight and narrow by burning and ‘purifying’ the tip of his penis. Lindy Powell QC said Rajini feared she was in danger of ‘losing her god’. Channelling the mind of her client as she lit the wick on that fateful night, the silk waxed lyrical as to what was running through Rajini’s mind: ‘You say you loved her. I’m going to burn your penis. I’m going to tell your family what you have done’. Once the fuse was lit and hubby combusted, Ms Powell said, there was immediate remorse and Rajini had tried to save Satish and her three children from the fire.

				The jury acquitted Rajini of murder by majority verdict but unanimously convicted her of manslaughter. This meant nearly all of the eight women and four men in the jury box agreed with Ms Powell that Rajini had not intended to kill Satish. Rajini dodged jail after being sentenced to six years’ jail fully suspended. Prosecutors appealed saying the penalty was too soft for such a premeditated crime. They argued ‘the sentencing judge erred by failing to consider the length of time for reflection between [Rajini’s] anger whilst reading the emails, and when she obtained the candle and petrol and committed the offence’. But Rajini kept her freedom when three court of appeal judges confirmed the original sentence stating the case was ‘unique’. For Satish, a Hindu cremation finished the job his maltreated missus had started. Rajini kept mourning her dead husband. And the robust Narayan children said their lives had ‘ironically’ improved since their mother sent their father to a fiery grave.

				[image: 50805.jpg]

				IN INDIA there is an alarming form of usually fatal domestic  violence called ‘bride burning’, also known as ‘dowry deaths’. In these horrific incidents the husband or in-laws of the newly married woman set fire to her. The crimes are often motivated by unhappiness about the size of the dowry that accompanies the bride into the marriage. The bride is typically doused in kerosene inside a house and then set alight with the resulting death blamed on a kitchen accident. British medical journal The Lancet recently estimated there were 100 000 such deaths in India every year. In suburban Unley, Rajini Narayan put a distinctly Australian twist on the disturbing Indian phenomenon, creating ‘groom burning’ as terminal revenge for cheating.

				In the end Rajini’s motivation all came back to that other milestone of life: her and Satish’s fiery wedding ceremony. ‘A bizarre idea came to me,’ Rajini would later explain. ‘I would use a candle to burn the tip of his penis. It would be like circumcision, or just like he placed that red dot on my forehead at the wedding. It was like I had all the powers of the goddess to save my husband, my lord … it did not occur to me that it was going to be dangerous.’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				BLOOD WORTH BOTTLING

				‘I kept on digging the hole deeper and deeper looking for the treasure chest until I finally lifted my head, looked up and realised that I had dug my own grave.’

				—Sir John Denham

				QUEENSLAND is the big state a big number of big things call home. There are the big fruits: the Big Pineapple, the Big Apple, the Big Mango, the Big Mandarin as well as the Big Orange. There are also the big nuts: the Big Peanut, Bob Katter and the  Big Macadamia. There are the big animals: the Big Pelican, the Big Crab, the Big Bull, the Big Barramundi, the Big Brolga, the  Big Marlin, the Big Crocodile and the Big Cassowary. And there  are also the big random objects: the Big Pie, the Big Gumboot, the Big Golden Guitar and the Big Easel.

				Everything, it seems, is bigger in Queensland—even the robberies. The Sunnybank Hills heist was the biggest armoured-car robbery the Sunshine State and the nation had ever seen. In 1999, while the rest of the world was counting down the months to the end of modern civilisation courtesy of the impending millennium bug, a gang of robbers quietly set about relieving a Brinks van of its $2.2 million cash cargo.

				The heist set records for several reasons. Not only was the gargantuan size of the booty impressive but also the tiny number of minutes it took to pull it off. And it was all done without a single shot fired. But the robbery would not be the end of the story.  The raid on the armoured car set off a string of incidents culminating in a homicide trial, a vanished murder victim, dangerous criminals hitching lifts in ministerial cars and a mysterious bottle of blood found in the most unlikely of places. It has become, in short, one of the strangest and most enduringly puzzling chapters in contemporary Australian crime.

				[image: 50853.jpg]

				FOR THE boys in the armoured car it started as just another Monday night. It was March 1999 and a clear autumn evening was unfolding as the Brinks van made its rounds. Security guard Matthew Kelly was driving. He had been put behind the wheel because he did not have a current gun licence. His three burly compadres—the firearm-equipped Brinks guards—were in charge of protecting the fortune in loot in the back. Kelly was thirty years old. He had grown up on the New South Wales Central Coast, and had been working with Brinks in Queensland for just ten weeks.

				As the Brinks men did their rounds, Monday night rolled into Tuesday morning. At about 2 a.m. Kelly drove the armoured car and its crew to the Sunnybank Hills shopping centre in Brisbane’s south. His three colleagues got out to do a cash transfer and Kelly was left alone in the van with the motor idling. Within seven minutes, Kelly later explained, four masked men appeared wearing black balaclavas and white gloves, surrounding the vehicle and brandishing rifles. The bandits ordered Kelly to open up and fearing that their ammunition might penetrate the van’s bulletproof glass, Kelly did as he was told. The Brinks van was found seven hours later at Calamvale—3 kilometres from where it was hijacked. Its $2.2-million-dollar mother lode in Australian and foreign currency, what was once the property of more than 400 businesses, was gone. So was any trace of the men who took it. Only two things remained in the back of the cleaned-out van. One was $200 000 in a sealed bag which had possibly been left behind out of fear those notes may have been marked and traceable. The other was an injured Matthew Kelly. He was stuck in the back of the van with broken handcuffs dangling on his wrist. He had blood on his shirt and a cut on his hand. As the police who found him said, Kelly appeared ‘dishevelled and a little upset’.

				Kelly told how the bandits forced him at gunpoint to drive a short distance away and then forced him to unload the bags of cash into a waiting dark sedan. It took just minutes for the bandits to shift twenty bags full of cash into the boot of their waiting car at Calamvale and then take off. Kelly explained how the robbers had handcuffed him to a handle in the van. Kelly said he fell asleep for a while but when he woke up was able to use a mobile phone in the van to call triple 0 and describe where he thought he was. He then partially freed himself by breaking the handle on the vault door that he had been cuffed to. 

				By that time authorities were already searching for Kelly and the missing van—Kelly’s colleagues had promptly raised the alarm after walking out of the Sunnybank Hills shopping centre and finding an empty space where the van containing the millions was meant to be. Police were out searching in helicopters but the first person to pinpoint the exact location of the van was not a cop but a line-dancing instructor on her way to work. Stella Meares saw the vehicle when she pulled into the driveway of the Calamvale community hall about 8.30 a.m. on Tuesday. She had seen the choppers and heard radio reports about the missing armoured van and suspected it was all connected. She was spot-on. ‘I pulled up here at the stairs and all of a sudden I noticed a bit of the van,’ Ms Meares told reporters. ‘I was very frightened. I was on my own. I wasn’t game to go near it … I might have found a dead body. I called triple 0 straightaway.’
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				FOR POLICE, Kelly’s story did not gel. It seemed to have a few hairs on it and a few holes in it. Millions of dollars had vanished in minutes without a shot being fired. To the coppers and to Brinks—who offered their own $200 000 reward for information—it stunk to high heaven of an inside job. Suspicion fell heavily on the man manacled at the crime scene. Detectives quizzed Kelly intensely on his story. He was interrogated for eleven straight hours immediately after the heist with officers repeatedly putting it to him that he was not the robbery’s victim but its mastermind. Speaking about it a year after the heist Kelly said: ‘They asked me everything, it was pretty bad’. He said it would be easier on him if police arrested the real robbers. In the weeks after the police interview, Kelly continued to deny his involvement, saying: ‘No, I didn’t do it … no matter what I say or do people have their own opinions’.

				There were certainly some differing opinions about how Kelly acted when the heist went down. Some said that even based on his own story Kelly had broken security protocol. They said armoured-car drivers facing a hold-up were meant to just drive away. If the motor was idling when the bandits pounced, Kelly should have simply hit the gas and sped off. Some said Kelly could have alerted others he was under siege by using the radio or hitting the van’s duress button. But others said Kelly’s actions were completely understandable for a man under that kind of pressure and it was too easy for others to play the hero after the fact. Serious crooks were always onto the latest developments in heavy artillery and piercing ammunition. With four men shooting in the same place who could say just how long the van would have remained bulletproof? Besides, Kelly had been trained not to be a foolhardy hero. His father Michael Kelly said Matthew had reassured him that the  security-guard job was safe and he had been trained not to take dangerous risks. ‘He was terrified, very frightened of course when someone pushes a gun in your face,’ his dad said. ‘The police said “Well it would take a bazooka [to penetrate the van]”. Well Matthew wasn’t prepared to test that theory.’

				But police had some pretty compelling reasons for suspecting Kelly in addition to the fact that he admitted opening a locked door for armed robbers. Two months before the Sunnybank heist, Brinks lost a total of $162 000 in two robberies and Kelly had been a crew member in one of the vans when the money went missing. Kelly had also been questioned as a witness over a series of thefts from ATMs while he was working for a Sydney security company. Police discovered that on the fateful night of the Sunnybank heist as Kelly’s colleagues had headed into the shopping centre they had passed a cleaner coming out. It took the cleaner less than a minute to reach the loading bay where Kelly had been parked with the motor idling and when he did, the armoured van was gone. This meant if Kelly was surrounded and hijacked it must have been a lightning-quick operation.

				The police came to the conclusion that no one had even met, let alone confronted, Kelly at Sunnybank Hills. He just waited for his colleagues to leave the vehicle to do the money drop and then simply drove off in the van once they were out of sight. When Kelly arrived at the arranged meeting place in Calamvale one or more co-conspirators bundled the cash into the boot of their car, handcuffed Kelly to the inside of the van, and then vanished with the millions. Investigating police failed to conceal their scepticism about Kelly’s version of events or their theory of an inside man. ‘It is becoming abundantly clear that the thieves obviously knew what they were doing so it stands to reason they had some knowledge of the vehicle concerned,’ Detective Inspector Peter Scanlan said. ‘There’s no sign of any forced entry. We’ve surmised the driver has let them into the van.’
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				POLICE thought it was likely Kelly was the heist’s inside man. They thought another man, Ian Guthrie, fitted quite nicely as Kelly’s brother bandit and possibly as the mastermind of the whole sting. Police came to believe it was Guthrie’s boot the Brinks millions had been put in before being transported to New South Wales for  safekeeping. There was no denying Guthrie and Kelly were mates or that the Guthrie family had form for robbing banks. Matthew Kelly, Ian Guthrie and Ian’s little brother Patrick had grown up together in Tumbi Umbi on the New South Wales Central Coast. About a decade before the Sunnybank heist, Kelly had worked with Guthrie in a tree-lopping business. And police believed just days after the heist Ian Guthrie moved north to Queensland to hang out with Kelly. Ian described Kelly as a ‘great bloke’.

				There was less love for Kelly emanating from police headquarters. As far as Queensland detectives were concerned they had a prime suspect brazenly playing victim and a two-million-dollar hole in their credibility as guardians of law and order. One of the puzzles they had to solve in addition to catching the culprits was ascertaining where the millions had gone. It was too big an amount to simply vanish into thin air or quickly be converted without  raising suspicions. Perhaps, some speculated, the money had been driven south to New South Wales and then quickly moved overseas. But even under that scenario there would be traces of it left locally. As Austrac Deputy Director Graham Pinner pointed out at the time, most stolen money sent overseas eventually flowed back to Australia. ‘Ordinary Australian crooks want to live here. Even if they travel and they’ve got some assets overseas, they like to call Australia home,’ he said.

				In the months following the Sunnybank heist, Ian Guthrie made some substantial purchases. Ian—later described in court as an unemployed bobcat driver from Tumbi Umbi—bought himself cars, a property in Kempsey and an ultralight aircraft. But Kelly, as the police prime suspect, kept a much lower profile. For a year after the heist, police maintained surveillance on Kelly as he went about his quiet life on the Gold Coast. During this time, Kelly told a reporter he had only worked occasional cleaning jobs and finished a landscaping course. Depending on whether he was involved in the robbery he said he would not go back to working security. He was either emotionally scarred or he was retiring undefeated. Aside from a trip to the United States, there was nothing out of the  ordinary and no flashy display of sudden wealth on Kelly’s part. Eventually though, it seems he tired of being under the watchful eye of the local constabulary in the land of the banana benders and wanted a change of pace. ‘My life is not totally destroyed but it’s certainly been thrown around a lot. I just want to put it all behind me,’ Kelly told a reporter from his rented home.

				Hoping to beat the heat from the Queensland Police, the heist’s prime suspect decided to flee the Gold Coast and go for a leisurely drive around the nation. However, there would be no relaxed homecoming from the national tour. For Kelly it would be more like a last lap. Kelly withdrew $40 000 from the bank (in the conventional way). He told his dad he was going away. He bought a car under a fake name, obviously hoping to shake any stalking spooks or spies. And in June 2000 he left behind a note for loved ones saying he planned to hit the road and put the Gold Coast in his rear-view mirror.

				Almost a year after the heist, police Operation Dungeon still had four detectives assigned to it trying to catch the Brinks van robbers. Detectives had taken more than 500 statements while pursuing the case. And Queensland’s State Crime Operations team searched interstate and overseas trying to find the stolen millions. When detectives still couldn’t identify the robbers a year after the heist and the formation of Operation Dungeon, there was a review of the entire investigation.
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				AS KELLY pursued his dynamic version of hiding, moving through each state of the continent, he used fake names including the alias Michael McGrath. Over a few months he had travelled from the Gold Coast through Queensland, the Northern Territory, Western Australia and New South Wales. He had with him a laptop and video camera he had bought on his trip to the United States and he constantly changed vehicles, buying and selling several cars during his travels. The Matthew Kelly run-from-the-fuzz travelling roadshow seemed to be gaining a natural momentum and then suddenly the renegade road trip came to a grinding halt. The Sunnybank heist’s prime suspect and alleged inside man simply vanished.

				Kelly’s farewell note at the start of his road trip had stated his intention to disappear for a while, but it’s likely not even the author of those sentiments intended them so literally. Matthew Kelly has never been found. And while different people hold vehement but opposing views on whether he is dead or alive, no one really knows. His last days—and the bizarre evidence that has emerged in the years since then—may hold some clues.
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				THE GUTHRIE boys had been born and raised in a merciless environment. A court once heard how Patrick Guthrie had been  the subject of physical and sexual attacks by his father. Patrick fled the paternal home as a youngster to join his mother, who had  left the family earlier, but authorities intervened to force him back to his abusive dad. Dismayed by this development, Patrick attempted suicide or at least self-harm by leaping from a great height. A patch of lantana cushioned his landing and saved his life. The bleak upbringing created hardboiled men and as adults the Guthrie brothers were no strangers to freebies procured at the end of a longarm. They would come to be linked to the Brinks heist but in the new millennium Patrick Guthrie—and it seems his brother Ian too—had come to the attention of police outside of Queensland.

				By early 2001, New South Wales Police had become suspicious of the activities of dockethead Patrick Guthrie and a younger cleanskin colleague of his called O’Shea. Police had noticed the pair constantly scoping out shopping and business centres that contained ATMs. Officers concluded the two men intended to make a large cash withdrawal and were more likely to carry out the transaction with dynamite or a tow truck than with a key card. The police obtained warrants and intercepted the ATM oglers’ phone calls. Patrick was still in his twenties but already had a priors  docket with more than twenty firearm offences on it. Seven years earlier a psychiatrist had noted of Patrick: ‘Unfortunately he  appears to be more than just a collector of guns and may well have used firearms to intimidate people’. The shrink concluded: ‘The indications are that he has been violent and, generally speaking, dangerous. Consequently the risk of future dangerousness persists’.

				Patrick Guthrie and O’Shea bought a tabletop ute and attached a cable and winch to the tray—handy to use when pulling cash-filled ATMs out of walls. In the wee hours of Saturday 10 February 2001, the pair arrived wearing balaclavas in their special-purpose ute at the Greater Newcastle Building Society in Morisset. Lying in wait were NSW Police, including tactical operations and State Protection Group officers.

				The robbers reversed the ute over to the ATM, which held over $90 000. Guthrie smashed the glass around the ATM and O’Shea brought the cable hook towards it. But before the thieves could transform their target ATM into a literal hole in the wall, police pounced and shouted for the men to surrender. Guthrie jumped back into the ute’s cabin to drive away and police fired two shots of chemical reagent through the windscreen. Officers tackled Guthrie but he fought back and violently resisted arrest. The arresting police noticed him trying to grab at something inside his  trousers. They were later shocked to find a magnum pistol in his waistband and bullets in his pockets. The officers took offence at Guthrie’s apparent willingness to have a shootout with police in order to escape arrest and expressed their disappointment with his attitude. Further proof of the robbers’ readiness for a firefight was found in the cabin of the ute. There lay two assault weapons: one loaded with twenty-nine cartridges in the magazine, the other loaded with thirty, as well as four spare loaded magazines.

				In his police interview Patrick Guthrie objected to the nature of his arrest. ‘On legal advice I got nothing to say regarding anything like that,’ he started. ‘What I do wanna do is present myself as I am, smashed to pieces after I was handcuffed, laid on the ground, had my head caved in … inhumane is not, not the word … [I’m] in handcuffs and I had the shit kicked out of me by several, several of your police officers.’ His sentencing judge said: ‘It is true that the respondent appears battered and bruised in the photographs and in the video. The statements tendered in the proceedings did not  disguise the circumstance that the arrest was effected in the course of a very violent struggle’.

				The dramatic events illustrated how the Guthries’ larcenous tendencies had well and truly flagged the interest of the NSW Police. So much so that as Ian and Patrick had been speaking to each other on multiple mobile phones registered in fake names, police were intercepting the calls and listening in on their conversations. At this point the mystery of the missing Matthew Kelly, alleged-Brinks-inside-man-turned-road-tripper-turned-ghost was of scant interest to the NSW Police. But their eavesdropping soon yielded some captivating material on the Kelly case nevertheless.
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				MATTHEW Kelly had spent about three months on the road before tiring of it. He had gone west from Queensland through the Territory and into Western Australia, all the while doing two noteworthy things. First, he was steadfastly eschewing the use of his real name. And second, he was staying in regular mobile phone contact with old mate Ian Guthrie.

				Kelly told several people he was going to stop travelling around and head east, back home, for good. On 1 September 2000 he bought a Holden station wagon in Perth. But this time he dropped months of deliberate artifice and used his real name. Outwardly, it seemed Kelly was resigned that a life back on the east coast under the police microscope was better than being a nowhere man— constantly on the move, away from friends and family, pretending to be someone else. If so, it must have been a nice resolution for Kelly after thousands of kilometres feeling stateless and hunted. For others, like any co-conspirators on the Sunnybank Brinks job, Kelly’s homecoming decision may have been cause for concern.

				The heat from Queensland detectives was undoubtedly on Kelly. If he came back to town and was put under pressure by  the jacks, what would he do? If they got him in a room and  charged him, what would he say? Would he spill the beans on just himself or would his talk go further? He couldn’t possibly say no one else was involved—they wouldn’t believe that he handcuffed himself to the van and got the millions away simultaneously. If  he was tired of running and he was coming back home against  all better judgement what did that say about his resolve to avoid culpability?

				While Kelly was wrapping up his national tour in late 2000, Patrick Guthrie was still in the planning stages of his destined-to-be-rudely-interrupted New South Wales ATM rip. NSW Police were listening in on Patrick’s chats with his brother Ian as well as Ian’s discussions with another man believed to be Kelly. The disappearance of Kelly—a suspect in a Queensland heist—was of no concern to the NSW Police. But then, according to them, in late August and early September 2000 the eavesdropping detectives overheard some hair-raising phone conversations between the brothers Guthrie.

				Police allege Ian discussed with Patrick his intention to murder a man travelling from Western Australia to New South Wales. When the link was later made, police found it matched Kelly’s movements. Authorities re-assembling Kelly’s disappearance found Kelly planned to head home from Western Australia via Queanbeyan in New South Wales. A conversation police claimed was the Guthrie  brothers discussing Kelly’s planned homecoming was intercepted in August 2000, the month before Kelly vanished. ‘Oh he’s talking he’s had enough,’ Ian told Patrick. ‘Well, what he’s doin’ now, he’s, he’s gonna go and just fucking um, front up. Fucking shit. He’s leaving this weekend so I’ll have to catch him on the way.’ Police claim Ian then assured Patrick he would sort it out.

				But while much of this information was being stored, the light bulb moment was still in the future. No connection between the two states’ separate inquiries had immediately been made. The intercepted chats did not specifically reveal the identity of the intended target or the planned location for the killing. They did, however, reveal Ian Guthrie had bought a white Mitsubishi Pajero four-wheel drive to use in the hinted-at crime and there was some discussion of disposing of the vehicle after the job was done. They also revealed a potential motive for the planned killing: to stop the target returning to Queensland to face the police.

				As Kelly made his way to Queanbeyan in early September 2000, the Guthrie brothers met up in Brisbane. The NSW Police asked their compadres in Queensland to monitor the Guthrie duo while they were in their state. What happened in Brisbane was truly strange. But first comes the bottle of blood and the wombat holes.
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				KELLY arrived in Queanbeyan on 7 September 2000. Police believe he was met there by Ian Guthrie. Later that month, Kelly’s car was found abandoned with some of his belongings inside. Finding the vehicle led police to suspect Kelly had met with foul play. But it took another month for NSW and Queensland Police to put their heads together and connect the Guthrie brothers on the New South Wales intercepts with the missing Queensland heist suspect whose last known location was southern New South Wales. Over the next eighteen months detectives pursued the link, reconstructing the movements and evidence left behind by their criminal players. Their inquiries resulted in a compelling sequence of events. This is what police believe happened:

				In late August 2000, as he had discussed with his brother, Ian Guthrie bought a white Pajero in his sister’s name and paid with cash. He then headed towards Queanbeyan to meet with Kelly. Phone records show Guthrie and Kelly had made several calls to each other between midnight and 5.30 a.m. on 7 September 2000. Early that morning Guthrie drove from Gosford to Queanbeyan where he picked up a rifle and then picked up Kelly—possibly where his car was later found. They travelled to a remote property at Jerangle, south of Queanbeyan, arriving about 7.30 a.m. Guthrie picked up gate keys from the owner and borrowed a large butcher’s knife before driving to a remote part of the property called Mt Holland Outstation, accessible only by four-wheel drive. Police believe it was there or near there that Ian Guthrie murdered his homesick inside man. Later, Guthrie returned the gate keys to the owner and told him he had lost the borrowed knife. That night he returned the rifle to Queanbeyan and headed back home to the Central Coast.

				The owner of the remote property said Ian Guthrie returned just under a week later, this time with his brother Patrick. Police believe Patrick had driven forty-two hours non-stop from Darwin to get there. The Guthries said they were there for a few days of camping and roo shooting in the same remote part of the farm Ian had visited days earlier. Police believe they had come back to  properly dispose of Kelly’s remains that had been stashed there. When the owner went looking for the brothers later that afternoon the two men emerged from the bush saying they had been smoking wombats out of their holes. The brothers cut some firewood and then left abruptly, saying they had decided not to camp after all. The owner found the whole visit strange. While he presumed the Guthries had made the trip to go roo shooting they did not appear to have brought firearms with them. That night the owner made a note in his diary that he believed the two visitors had buried something on his property.

				Police searched the property and in December 2000 they found a collapsed wombat hole with shovel marks near its entrance in the area the owner said the Guthries had been. When they  excavated the hole, police found some burnt timber, two plastic bottles of petrol and, most bizarrely, a glass orange-juice bottle  containing 80 millilitres of human blood. Officers searched the property for six months but the blood in the bottle was the closest they got to finding Kelly. The blood was too decomposed to be tested locally so police sent it overseas to a lab in the United States where experts concluded it was an identical mitochondrial DNA match to Matthew Kelly. Other reports said the bottle’s content was consistent with being Kelly’s blood but that this was not 100 per cent certain. Ian Guthrie had sung Matthew Kelly’s praises calling him a ‘great bloke’. He had never gone as far as saying his blood was worth bottling.

				Police believe Ian Guthrie kept Kelly’s phone to make it appear to loved ones and eavesdropping authorities that Kelly was still alive. Police alleged that three days after Kelly was killed, his phone was used by Guthrie on the Central Coast and the next day in Sydney before being traded in to a dealer. Police believe Guthrie used Kelly’s SIM card to check his messages and send reply text messages, purporting to be from Kelly, to Kelly’s ex-girlfriend in Queensland. Police also claimed they intercepted conversations where the brothers discussed their plan to keep the SIM card and send a Christmas message from beyond the grave indicating everything was alright. ‘Hang onto it until Christmas to say “Happy Christmas, ra, ra, ra, having a great time”,’ Ian allegedly told Patrick.

				The longer the Guthries delayed a missing person’s probe or homicide investigation, the more time for trails to cool and the better the brothers’ chances of getting off scot-free. It was an adequate diversion. There is a conventional wisdom: dead men don’t text. Kelly’s green 1968 Holden station wagon was eventually reported abandoned in a clearing near Captains Flat just south of Queanbeyan and 40 kilometres south-east of Canberra. By mid-October, NSW detectives had made the connection between Guthrie and Kelly and they set about like a squadron of moles digging holes across New South Wales in search of either booty or a body. The following month they stopped scouring Captains Flat for Kelly’s corpse and started again in earnest around Cooma in southern New South Wales. In May 2001 the strike force launched to probe the Sunnybank heist and Kelly’s disappearance raided properties in Sydney and on the Central Coast. Earth-moving equipment was brought in to excavate the coast property and police seized up to $200 000 that witnesses said came from a shipping container buried underground. Police alleged the money was some of the proceeds of the Sunnybank heist. In April 2002, police charged Ian Guthrie with the murder of Matthew Kelly. Shortly after, they charged younger brother Patrick with being an accessory.

				And that was the basic police case. Two crims killed a third crim because they were in danger of him ratting them out. Police from different states had been onto parts of the puzzle but not  sufficiently across the lot to prevent Kelly’s murder. But there was another strange incident along the road to Jerangle that may have made a world of difference. It was an episode not involving crims at all, but rather a member of parliament and his staff. It was the sort of thing that could only have happened in the state where everything is bigger.
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				IN THE Top End of Australia it is said people go troppo. Short for tropical, it explains in shorthand how the increased heat sends a certain proportion of the population barking mad. Homicide rates skyrocket as the heat literally turns more people into demented  killers. What happened next might have been a little south of Far North Queensland, but it was definitely troppo.

				There are two theories on what was going on between the two state police forces as the Guthries and Kelly each made their  separate way to the fateful and allegedly murderous rendezvous in southern New South Wales. One theory holds that when the Guthries came to Brisbane en route to Jerangle, the detectives keeping a watchful eye on them suspected they were travelling to Queensland to kill Kelly. The other theory, perhaps more credible, states that by that time NSW detectives were still unaware of the Brinks heist connection or Queensland’s interest in Kelly. But they wanted continued surveillance of their travelling Guthrie bad boys and the Queensland Police obliged.

				Whatever the case, in early September when the Guthries flew from Sydney to Brisbane—just three days before police believe Kelly was killed—members of the Queensland force were shadowing them. Major Crime Squad detectives tailed the brothers from the airport to a Brisbane gun shop. For some reason—perhaps the fear that the Guthries were now armed or, more embarrassingly, that they might slip the net and cause carnage having tooled up in full view of police—detectives were ordered to apprehend the brothers. ‘We were told to move on them straightaway even though it blew our cover,’ one of the detectives said. ‘We spoke to them and they complained and said they would report us to a member of parliament or the [anti-corruption] Criminal Justice Commission.’

				The audacious Guthries were as good as their word and went to the Redcliffe electorate office of Federal Liberal MP Teresa Gambaro where they complained of problems with the police. A staffer there advised them to go see the local state MP Ray Hollis, Speaker of the Queensland Parliament and, incidentally, a former Pentridge prison guard. Hollis was in parliament when the Guthries arrived at his electoral office. ‘Apparently they thought the police had been hassling them,’ Hollis later said. ‘They had been to the gun shop and, according to my driver, they were agitated when they came in and said police had confiscated their [hire] car after they had grabbed them and thrown them up against the car.’

				The Guthries complained that they were victims of police harassment so one of Hollis’s senior advisors called the Criminal Justice Commission and reported the incident on the crooks’ behalf. The brothers complained to Hollis’s ministerial car driver Bob Lamachia that because the police had kept their hire car they could not go anywhere and would be forced to sleep on the beach. The senior advisor said he told Bob the chauffeur ‘if he was comfortable, to give them a lift somewhere and he drove them to a motel near the airport and then came on to Parliament House. [Bob] said [the Guthries] pointed out there was a police car waiting for them and they expected to be harassed again … Bob did say they were pretty strange’. Queensland detectives watched on, flabbergasted as the notorious Guthrie brothers were chauffeur-driven around town in the speaker of parliament’s ministerial car. A detective told Queensland’s Courier Mail newspaper it was highly unusual conduct for experienced criminals to bring attention to themselves by complaining to a member of parliament. But then-premier Peter Beattie said there was no way the speaker would have knowingly helped alleged criminals. ‘Ray is one of the most honest people I know. There was something else up and I’m sure there was a good reason for it,’ the former premier said.

				Police were less understanding when the speaker’s car, with alleged crims on board, zoomed through red lights, causing the detectives to lose track of their suspects. Authorities believe just three days later, Ian Guthrie, having shaken his police tail with the help of the speaker’s driver, killed Kelly. If the police theory on Kelly’s plight is right, then the strange administration of justice, law enforcement and corruption-fighting in the pineapple state may have cost the heist suspect his life. Hollis said: ‘Surely they’re not blaming my staff … it was a case of people in an electorate office trying to do what they’re supposed to do—help sort out a problem for an agitated citizen’. But to police the real ‘problem’ was that they were being prevented from pursuing their crims and the  reason the ‘citizens’ may have been ‘agitated’ was because they were being held up while possibly on their way to a planned execution to cover up Queensland’s biggest armoured-car robbery. Bypassing completely the monumental nature of the bungle in favour of a smaller-picture view, the then-premier Beattie remarked: ‘If the speaker’s driver has driven through a red light and broken the law he should have been issued with a ticket’.
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				THE Guthrie brothers’ murder trial in the New South Wales Supreme Court was a strange affair, not least because there was  little proof there had been a murder. Kelly had still not been found alive or dead. Crown Prosecutor Pat Barrett said the jury would have to assemble the ‘tiny pieces’ in a rather complicated jigsaw. He said the Crown did not know the exact time of Kelly’s death or the murder weapon used. ‘There were no eyewitnesses, no one saw the killing take place and no one saw Ian Guthrie in the company of Matthew Kelly.’ There was, however, good evidence on the movements of the various parties, some of their recorded conversations, phone location evidence and the bottle of blood found in the wombat hole. The prosecution said Ian Guthrie’s motive for killing Kelly, and Patrick Guthrie’s motive for helping, was their fear Kelly was returning to Queensland and that he would either voluntarily turn himself in or that the police would be able to get him to sing like a bird. That meant the prosecution case relied somewhat on convincing the jury Kelly was in fact the inside man of the Sunnybank Hills job and not its victim.

				A veteran-crim-turned-protected-witness who cannot be named but who we will call ‘Rob Banks’ gave evidence he had discussed armed robberies with Kelly. Rob Banks had been convicted of seven armed robberies and had got his jail time slashed from eighteen years to five for helping police. Rob Banks said Kelly liked ATM robberies and had discussed doing a job on an armoured van with the Guthries. According to Banks, Kelly had told him ‘How about we just get a job with them?’.

				At their trial, neither of the Guthries took the stand and so the prosecution was not able to cross-examine them on some of their more suspicious actions and comments. The defence case on behalf of the brothers boiled down to resurrecting a dead man. Lawyers for the Guthries not only introduced doubt as to whether the Guthries were the killers but they brought into question whether Kelly was even dead, suggesting the heist suspect may in fact be living large overseas. The court heard how when Kelly had first arrived on the west coast he had visited a solicitor and asked for a list of countries that did not have extradition treaties with Australia. Kelly had also made his intention to disappear very clear in a number of communications. He wrote to an old flame saying he could not stand being watched by police and would rather be in hiding. His ex-girlfriend admitted trying to get false license IDs for Kelly before he disappeared. ‘As of this date Matt Kelly does not exist,’ Kelly wrote to his ex. But he may not have known how disarmingly accurate his prophesy might have become.

				The defence said three witnesses had seen Kelly since the time police claimed he had been killed. In the days and weeks after his alleged murder there were reported Kelly sightings by residents at Captains Flat where Kelly’s car was abandoned. An Australian Federal Police intelligence report tendered at the trial contained a statement by a witness who said Kelly had undergone facial reconstruction surgery in the United States and that the witness had then worked with him in the United Kingdom where Kelly was working as a cook. Less devastating to the prosecution case but still adding to the jury’s doubt was the Queensland Police logs reporting a Matthew Kelly being detected at Brisbane airport. It was just a man with a matching name but it all helped the defence’s case and  reinforced the opinion that those who described Matthew Kelly as a ‘murdered victim’ may have been wrong on both counts.

				There were still some aspects of the case that were very hard for the Guthries to explain away. Police rightly described as dubious Ian’s explanation of what happened to the kitchen knife he had borrowed at the rural property that was then lost. Guthrie said he had stabbed a kangaroo and it had hopped away ‘with the knife embedded in it’. But in the end it was not necessary for the brothers to explain away the bizarre and incongruous parts of their comments or behaviour. It was enough that there was reasonable doubt. On  4 November 2004, after a three-month trial, the jury of eight women and four men took two-and-a-half days to find both Guthrie brothers not guilty. The jurors were not convinced beyond reasonable doubt that Ian Guthrie had killed missing man Matthew Kelly nor that Patrick Guthrie had helped.
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				THE puzzle of what happened to the missing man was most confounding for his loved ones. Matthew Kelly’s father Michael described his son as ‘a tremendously good kid. He doesn’t drink, doesn’t smoke and he just likes to work and get on with things’. The father who had railed against the police theory his son was a robber came to eventually, sadly, accept that his boy had been murdered. ‘My son is dead—nothing can change that. I don’t even have his bones to grieve over.’  The grim conclusion was made more poignant by the fact, as the proud dad told it, that getting involved in the potentially deadly security industry had never been part of Matthew’s grand plan. His real dreams revolved around becoming a pro golfer. Humping around other people’s money while dangerous would-be robbers lurked in the darkness was something he was forced into by circumstance. It was a path he wound up on, the dad explained, when a car crash sent all Matthew’s real dreams skidding and careening out of view.

				Michael Kelly had been a successful golfer and, for a time, a part-owner of Logan City Golf Course. Like father like son, Matthew Kelly was expert at getting the dimpled white ball into the little black holes more efficiently than most others. He was, his dad said, a ‘tremendously long hitter’. For eighteen months Kelly worked at the pro shop at Keperra Country Golf Club while honing his swing. He had secured a sponsor in Malaysia and was a fortnight from turning pro when a car smash changed all his plans. Kelly was sitting in his car at traffic lights when he looked in his rearview mirror and saw a car flying up behind him, the driver looking the other way. Kelly’s car was a write-off and all the muscles on the right side of Kelly’s upper body, running from his neck down, were torn. ‘He virtually just lost all his strength,’ his dad said. ‘So that was the finish of that. That’s when he went into security work.’ Matthew had done security work in Sydney for a smaller company servicing ATMs. Ironically, he had told his father he moved from Sydney to Brisbane because he felt there was too much crime in Sydney and his job was too dangerous. ‘He wanted to get away from the crime,’ Michael said. ‘He said the area where he was working was a tough area … so he comes up here and runs into something like this.’ 
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				IAN Guthrie had spent eighteen months in the can at Sydney’s Parklea prison awaiting the trial and verdict in the Kelly case. Once acquitted, he was free. He went home to his girlfriend, 14-year-old son, and three primary- and preschool-aged daughters on the Central Coast. He then returned to prison as a visitor on the right side of the bars, dropping in at Long Bay on brother Patrick who, while also acquitted over Kelly, still had a year to go on his four-and-a-half year stretch for the foiled ATM liberation. Ian Guthrie said he was happy with the acquittal but felt he was not yet out of the woods because he believed police had a vendetta against him. ‘I’m happy to be back with my family but I feel that I’ve been persecuted by police and that they will keep on trying to get me on something,’ he said. ‘People still look at me like I’m a killer. I’m glad it’s over but it’s not finished. I would like to celebrate, but I can’t. If I go on my own anywhere, I’ll get pulled over and the police will say “What’s this in your car?”’

				Police still regarded Kelly as a murder victim. But Ian Guthrie and his legal team spoke of Kelly not as a corpse but as some kind of escaped international playboy—one who had got out of the country and got away with something unspecified yet worth laughing about. Guthrie told the press he believed Kelly was overseas but would not comment on the claims made during the trial that he had a new face. Guthrie’s barrister Jamie Trevallian added: ‘Wherever Kelly is, he is laughing’. So where was he? According to Guthrie he was ‘somewhere overseas kicking back’. And what would he be laughing about? Well, presumably something, just not the Brinks heist. ‘He’s smart and he’s genuine. I don’t class him as someone deceitful … I have no knowledge of him doing the Brinks robbery,’ Guthrie said of Kelly.

				Guthrie’s post-acquittal script ran that not only was Guthrie still Kelly’s friend and protector, rather than his betrayer and his killer, but he reckoned he would now pay the price for being such a staunch stand-up mate. ‘I’m no dog, so if I knew anything, if I didn’t know anything, I wouldn’t say anything,’ he said. ‘I’m going to get set up… I wouldn’t tell them where Kelly was.’ Guthrie accused the officer in charge of the investigation, Detective Inspector Phillip Roche, of waging a vendetta against him, saying ‘It’s become personal between me and Roche’. The jury had heard of Kelly sightings locally and overseas. But police remained convinced the Brinks robbery suspect was no longer in the land of the living.

				Detective Inspector Roche said he was ‘devastated’ his four-and-a-half year investigation had terminated in acquittals. But he reiterated Guthrie was the last person to see Kelly alive and there was uncontested evidence that the pair had met in Queanbeyan in September 2000. ‘Kelly’s dead as far as I’m concerned, as far as the police are concerned, the coroner, and his family,’ Detective Inspector Roche said. Ian Guthrie was quick to point out what this meant for the vanished suspect if indeed he was still alive. ‘The police [now] regard Matt Kelly as a dead man … so if he did do the Brinks robbery, he’s a free man,’ he said.
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				NO one knew for sure what happened to Kelly, whether he was dead or whether the Guthries were involved. That just left the small matter of the missing millions and Queensland’s biggest-ever armoured-car heist. There were a couple of charges laid against  Ian Guthrie that momentarily helped the police save face but  ultimately the charges fizzled out and were dropped. No one went down for anything. The main show was over and the short-lived legal tiffs that followed were all very off-Broadway.

				In July 2004, just months before the verdict was returned in the murder trial, Queensland Police issued a warrant for Ian Guthrie’s arrest on one count of stealing for his alleged involvement in the Brinks heist. In 2006 Guthrie flew into Brisbane and handed himself in at police headquarters. He appeared in the Brisbane Magistrates Court charged as the ‘principal offender’ in the heist. He was granted bail and the matter was adjourned until 1 June 2006. Outside court he said he would vigorously defend himself against the charge. His Sydney barrister Tim Watt said Guthrie had brought the matter to a head rather than have it drag on interminably.

				Police documents tendered to court stated: ‘It is reasonably suspected by detectives that Matthew Charles Kelly drove the Brinks van away and met Ian Charles Guthrie at a place in Brisbane where the money was transferred to a vehicle’. Guthrie is alleged to have told a third man that the heist would involve firearms and that ‘he didn’t want any soft-cocks on this job’. Police alleged they had evidence of links between Guthrie and the buried cash they recovered. They claimed Guthrie had spent $200 000 on property, vehicles and other materials since the heist while unemployed and not receiving welfare. Guthrie was also charged with money-laundering in New South Wales but months later authorities quietly dropped both actions.

				[image: 44052.jpg]

				THE jury’s finding in the murder trial left several riddles unsolved. Was Matthew Kelly a murder victim mouldering in a mineshaft somewhere? Was he now a Pommy chef with a new face? Or was he laughing it up in luxury on the other side of the globe? Was there honour among thieves after all? Or had mad amounts of money led some otherwise sane people to do some bad and crazy things?

				The most confounding riddle of the whole twisted saga was also the most compelling piece of evidence: the bottle of blood.  Was it a deliberately planted red herring to prevent an international manhunt for the still-living Kelly? If so, and the Guthries were helping their mate not harming him, it was a dangerous ruse— giving rise as it did to a murder trial. More likely is the police theory that Kelly had become the victim of foul play. But even if that theory is accepted, the bottle of blood is still baffling. Why would Kelly’s killers drain some of his blood and leave it in a  bottle in a wombat hole? Was it intended to have been spread somewhere else to confuse investigators or remove the Guthries from suspicion? Was it to mock up a body-less suicide scene or to be drizzled somewhere after some time had passed to pretend Kelly was still alive?

				Maybe the bottle of blood had been part of a crime scene clean-up, although it’s hard to imagine a method of murder that is bloody but results in only 80 millilitres of blood leaving the body. Perhaps other blood had been mopped up with material that was then destroyed and the bottle was used to capture an amount that had been missed. Or perhaps the bottle of blood was meant to be destroyed in the fire in the wombat hole but the burnt embers failed to ignite the bottles of fuel because the Guthrie brothers had to quickly cave in the burrow when the property owner came looking for them and the lack of oxygen starved the fire. Perhaps, perhaps, perhaps.

				We are left with only one take away certainty in the bizarre case that combined a successful unsolved heist, a murder with a missing victim, and a bottle of blood at the bottom of a wombat hole. From robberies to riddles—everything is bigger in Queensland.
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