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Chapter 1
Bundy Quicksilver is an alcoholic. His final drink on 13th January 1977, reminded him never to allow alcohol to pass his lips again. If it did – one drink was too many and a thousand not enough. His wife Ada threatened to leave with their two children if he didn’t do something about his drinking. His promise, he would never drink again, he kept.
After this declaration he never again allowed alcohol to pass his lips. After another twenty years, he understood why he was an alcoholic. Ada helped him rediscover a new life. With her help he changed from being a dry drunk to live an enriched life.
Sadly after thirty-one years of marriage he lost the love of his life to cancer and retired on a farm in the beautiful Mary Valley north of Brisbane. Until one day a visit to his local post office changed his life forever.
‘You have a parcel you’re to sign for.’ She pushed a sheet of paper toward him, ‘sign here,’ pointed to a spot beneath his name. Bundy signed and was handed the parcel.
On the rear were the words - Commissioner of Police. His eye brows lifted not knowing what to expect - twenty years since he retired from Queensland Police Service. Tearing the paper, he discovered a blue coloured metal case with the words POLICE SERVICE MEDAL clearly embroidered on the front.
‘After twenty years, the Commissioner decided to send me a medal.’ Stunned and excited, he shared his latest discovery with the Post Mistress. ‘I suppose, being the Post Mistress you could do the honour on behalf of the Commissioner to present me with this medal. Would you do me this honour?’ Bundy asked in a soft and sincere voice.
‘I’d love to,’ she replied - poked her chest out, a broad smile spread across her moon shaped face. Bundy handed her the case. She opened the lid, a large medal with the words DILIGENT AND ETHICAL SERVICE fastened with coloured stripped two tone blue ribbon and a bar with the figure ‘20’ pinned across the centre of the ribbon, held her attention. ‘Do I take them out and pin them on you?’ She asked in a concerned voice. A look of seriousness covered her face.
‘I suppose you should. What’s the other medal?’ Bundy asked when he saw two in the case.
‘A smaller version of the larger one, I suppose you wear them to show you served twenty years in the police service. I’m privileged to do this, a proud and honoured moment.’ She said as she unclipped both medals from inside of the case quickly fastening them to Bundy’s shirt, ‘do I salute or stand at attention?’ She asked nervously.
‘No, I don’t think so – I’m overwhelmed to get them. I never believed I’d ever hear from the police again. I’m grateful to be remembered.’ A tear welled in his eyes, memories flooded back of twenty years he served his community as a law enforcement officer.
After he returned home, he wrote a personal letter to the Commissioner to express his appreciation and gratitude on receiving the medals. Words flooded his mind. Actual right words were difficult to find. He wrote from his heart.
‘Is that you Bundy?’ The voice didn’t sound familiar when Bundy answered the telephone.
‘Bundy Quicksilver here, who’s speaking,’ he answered the caller, only thinking might be another pest call from a call centre.
‘You can’t tell after twenty years - the Commissioner.’
‘Oh for goodness sake – how are you Commissioner?’ The Commissioner telephoned personally direct to his home, ‘thank you for sending me those medals – I thought I’d been forgotten.’ He muttered.
‘No – we never forget. How’ve you been since you left the service?’ The Commissioner asked in an official tone.
‘Great - thank you. I was so overwhelmed when I received the medals I wanted to write to show my appreciation in receiving them.’
‘You are the only one who replied.’
‘I’m sorry no one else wrote.’
‘As I remember – you always wore your heart on your sleeve. Was it difficult when you left the job?’
‘For the first couple of years; each time I heard a crime committed on the radio or saw the report on television, I wanted to be back in the service chasing the bad guys but unfortunately with a pacemaker I understood I couldn’t in case I was injured.’
‘Bundy, the reason I telephoned is - I’d like you to come and have a chat sometime in the near future - here in my office. I have a proposition you might like.’
‘I’d be honoured Sir.’
‘Enough of Sir, you’ve known me long enough to call me Commissioner.’
‘What is your proposition?’ Bundy muttered not quite certain how to answer.
‘Something prompted me to consider after I received your letter. I think you will like what I’m proposing. Get back to me; I’ll give you my direct number. Ring me anytime.’
‘Yeah – okay,’ Bundy recorded the telephone number. ‘Thank you Commissioner, I’ll get back to you.’
They said their farewells. Bundy’s mind exploded in anticipation after considering the conversation. Why did the Commissioner want to speak to him at his office?
Nothing had changed since Bundy retired under medical conditions. Having a pacemaker implanted caused him to retire because of the high risk in being injured. Facing the front entrance of Queensland Police Headquarters in Roma Street, Brisbane bought back memories of being told, ‘you’re to go home and stay there and we’ll be in touch.’ Twelve months later he was medically discharged.
Before he entered the main foyer of the building, his mind flashed to an incident - it was his second night on patrol in the criminal investigation branch; as a trainee detective, he saw a male person lying in the gutter. This person was drunk.
Police headquarters wasn’t on the corner; the Railway Hotel was there then. He remembered leaning down to take hold of the drunken person. His revolver, a 38 Smith & Wesson fell from its shoulder holster from inside of his coat and landed on the ground beside this drunk. He quickly retrieved the revolver and replaced it into the shoulder holster. This was a close call.
His mind returned to the present, confused why the Commissioner wanted to speak with him. He only sent a letter of appreciation to thank him for the medals.
‘Can I help you sir?’ A uniformed officer asked when Bundy finally arrived at the reception desk.
Bundy blinked out of the past, ‘sorry, my mind was in another place, I’m Bundy Quicksilver. I have an appointment with the Commissioner.’
The officer pushed a button and spoke into the telephone. After speaking he said, ‘Mr Quicksilver, the Commissioner is waiting. Turn right through the doors; take the lift to the thirteenth floor. A member of his staff will meet you.’
‘Thank you.’ Bundy replied and walked to the lifts. He felt excited as he entered the lifts. His last visit to Police Headquarters was a long time ago; he’d never been to the Commissioner’s Office. At the time the building was new; an atrium formed in the centre; the building was the latest design for its day. He always imagined after seeing the atrium for the first time someone, someday would jump from one of the thirteen floors and land on the bottom floor. To his knowledge no one had done so.
His mind raced in anticipation of the proposition. Pressed number 13 on the lift, the doors opened to the floor and he stepped out. An officer greeted him, ‘Mr Quicksilver, please follow me.’ He followed.
‘How are you my friend,’ the Commissioner greeted him warmly.
‘Wonderful – thank you Commissioner, I’m a little concerned why you wanted me to visit you at your office.’
‘You don’t look a day older since I last saw you. You must be keeping fit and healthy.’ The Commissioner commented.
‘Thank you – life has treated me well.’ He didn’t want to say too much before he knew why he was there.
‘Bundy, I won’t beat around the bush. Sit down and we’ll talk.’ He’d known the Commissioner for over forty years and trusted what he was about to tell him. Actually when the Commissioner was a constable stationed near where Bundy lived at the time, he was the officer who signed his induction papers to join the force, as it was known then.
Each time Bundy received a transfer or promotion it was the Commissioner who was the first person on the telephone to congratulate him. Reeling back to the present Bundy said, ‘you have a proposition for me?’
‘Yes, with today’s technology and expertise I’m afraid to say your breed of detective is almost extinct. I want to resurrect it. I don’t know how yet, but with your help I’m certain we can do it. I’d like you to come and work in the service again. What do you think?’
‘I thank you Commissioner for thinking of me but it’s been over twenty years since I worked as a detective.’
‘It wouldn’t matter if it was a hundred years. You’d still have the hunger and I know about your instinct. Those things never die.’
‘Yes, that’s true. The ping still goes off in the back of my head when something is not working the way it should. As for the hunger, I don’t suppose it would take much to revive it. I loved working as a detective. I accept your offer.’
‘In that case, I want you to meet Detective Superintendent Kathleen Emerson. She’ll be the person you’ll work with. Come out Kate,’ the Commissioner called in a loud voice to be heard in the next office. A side door opened – a female, smartly dressed in a brown tailored suit, aged in her late thirties, walked erect into the office. ‘Bundy, this is Kathleen Emerson. You will be working together.’
He stood and shook her hand and looked directly into her eyes. Something wasn’t right. People’s eyes always told a story. ‘I’m pleased to meet you,’ she sat on a chair opposite him. Her smell of perfume reminded him of a similar one his wife Ada once wore. She didn’t acknowledge Bundy’s presence and sat in silence.
‘Bundy, you’ll work with Detective Superintendent Emerson and she’ll bring you up-to-date with her latest investigation.’ Each shook hands with the Commissioner and left.
They boarded the lift to the third floor. Silence between them. Bundy followed Detective Superintendent Emerson into an office. Small compared to the Commissioner’s. Two desks, one in a corner, two steel filing cabinets and a computer monitor on each desk. No windows.
‘Take the desk over there in the corner.’ She stated in a command voice.
Bundy walked behind the desk and sat on the chair facing the monitor, blank screen, his mind not certain how he should approach the conversation to break the ice. Instincts told him it was going to be tough.
‘Do you know why the Commissioner wanted me to work with you?’ He asked in a soft and inviting tone.
‘Something about you, and your way of being a detective, he told me. Look – let’s get something straight before we start. I don’t know why he chose you, I’ve read your record and yes I admit you were a good detective, in your day, but I emphasise, the word - were. I’ll do what the Commissioner wants, to please him because he’s the boss and I’m not going against his wishes.’ Her voice raised and fell as she spoke. Her expression told Bundy she wasn’t excited working with him.
‘Hey, don’t get your tits in a tangle – I didn’t know what he wanted. All I did was thank him for sending me two medals. He was the one who wanted to see me - okay.’ Bundy calmed once he expressed what he wanted to say at their initial meeting.
‘My tits - as you referred to them, and don’t you ever refer to my body parts like that again if you don’t mind, these are mine and I’m the only one who can refer to them that way. And they’re not in a tangle if you must know.’
‘Alright, I’m sorry; I guess you are in your late thirties. I have a daughter who is thirty-nine.’
‘It’s none of your business how old I am.’ She exploded. If looks could kill Bundy would have been dead on the spot. Her eyes blasted a message of non-compliance.
‘I didn’t mean anything bad - but I wonder how you rose to the rank of Detective Superintendent at your age? I was only a Sergeant First Class at a similar age.’
‘Not by lying on my back – if that’s what you’re insinuating. I worked bloody hard. Not as hard as you did obviously, but I put in the hours.’
‘Are you married or have a family?’ Bundy tried to change the subject.
‘It’s none of your business – no, I never married nor have a family. My parents are both deceased and I am the only child. My dad was a detective in the job. Does that answer your question?’
‘Yes – thank you. What was your dad’s name?’
‘Harold Emerson – he retired with the rank of Detective Inspector. Did you know him?’ Her voice quietened.
‘Ah…let me think, yeah, I remember him. He was a great bloke, very methodical and always dressed neat – wore a suit and hat, as they did in his day.’
‘You remember him.’ She appeared to not believe Bundy knew her father.
‘Yes, he was a Detective Inspector when I was a trainee detective back in the 70’s. He was a great bloke - now we’ve broken the ice – what is it we’ve got to do?’
Both looked at one another in a way two champions eyed each other before competing in a prize fight. Bundy couldn’t see a telephone on either desk, ‘don’t you have telephones here in this office. Are you important enough not to have them?’ He asked.
‘In your day you had telephones but today we have mobile phones.’ She produced a small hand size black instrument in her right palm; using her thumb she flipped a lid to show Bundy the face of a gadget flashing lights and numbers.
‘What’s that – one of those new fangled gadgets you talk into?’ he asked.
‘You mean to say – you don’t have a mobile phone – how old are you?’
‘I’m old enough to be your father – ah..sorry about that, I didn’t mean to refer to your father. Anyway – I’m old enough.’
‘Do you know how to use the computer – did they have computers in your day?’ She asked sullenly.
‘Yes, but not fancy ones like these. Ours were large – very large. They’re different now. I suppose after twenty years I’d expect many things have changed.’
‘I agree.’ She answered, their eyes met for the first time.
At least she was dropping her tone; he noticed the ice melted.
‘How about we go to the canteen and have a coffee?’ He asked, ‘do they still have a canteen? I need a heart starter before we go any further.’
They left the office.
Chapter 2
To Bundy’s surprise, the canteen was in the same place when the building was officially opened in 1989. He was one of the selected few who were permitted to attend the opening.
‘Nothing much has changed,’ he told his new partner when they walked into the canteen. ‘What do you have?’ Bundy requested.
‘Flat white thank you - strong.’
Bundy ordered a strong flat white and a hot chocolate. He stopped drinking coffee a couple of years before. At the time he was having lunch at his favourite café when the coffee he ordered, after he drank a mouthful, scorched his throat, causing him to faint. He was taken to the hospital thinking he’d had a heart attack. Since then he only drank hot chocolate.
‘Haven’t you been weaned?’ Detective Superintendent Emerson said when Bundy returned to their table with the refreshments.
‘What’d mean.’
‘Hot chocolate – that’s what you drink before you go to bed at night.’
‘There’s a story attached to drinking hot chocolate – I’ll share it with you one day when we get to know one another a little better.’ He answered.
They sat at a table waiting for their drinks to cool. Detective Superintendent Emerson waved to other officers she knew. One officer walked over to their table, ‘hi Kathleen, you didn’t go to the party the other night. Weren’t you well?’ This person asked.
‘I’m sorry; I didn’t feel up to it. I’ve got a lot on my plate right now, perhaps another time.’ The person said goodbye and left.
‘You can’t burn the candle at both ends. It’s what happened with me. I never realised until I retired how many hours I put in for the service and then thrown onto the scrap heap - until now.’ Bundy expressed.
‘If you must know, I don’t burn the candle at both ends. I didn’t want to go to their damn party - they treat me like a leaper – it’s as if I’ve got two heads.’ She expressed.
‘Probably they’re jealous – there’s a lot in the service. Shortly after I joined, a fellow officer told me not to expect many friends whilst I was in the job. When I asked him why; his reply: because the ones in the job were too frightened you would get ahead of them and the ones outside didn’t want to know you because you’re a copper.’
‘If that’s the case, why did you accept this proposition from the Commissioner?’ She asked in a friendly tone.
‘I’m intrigued; and at the same time want to get back on the horse. Twenty years is a long time, I don’t think I’ve lost anything. I’m much older and perhaps wiser, let’s hope so. I loved my work as a detective; it kept me alive in tough times.’ Bundy shared.
They finished their drinks and returned to their dingy small office which wasn’t large enough to swing a cat.
‘How about letting me know why the Commissioner wanted me to work with you?’ Bundy requested.
‘Eight years ago I was a detective working at the Sunshine Coast when a twelve year old boy disappeared. He’s still missing. I’ve been working on the case ever since.’ She admitted to Bundy.
‘How does this concern me?’ Bundy queried.
‘After you sent your letter, the Commissioner asked to see me. I bought him up-to-speed with the investigation. He told me you’d written a letter after you received your medals. He strongly suggested he bring you in to work with me in the hope you can help solve the mystery.’
‘Eight years you’ve been working on this case. Why haven’t you asked for assistance before?’ Bundy wanted to know.
‘I didn’t need to. I don’t need it now. I’ve been handling it okay; but when you’re told by the Commissioner he had another suggestion, you do as you’re told.’
‘Okay – here I am. You’d better get me up-to-speed. Eight years - my wife lost her fight with cancer nine years ago.’ Bundy shared.
‘I’m sorry to hear that. Are you alright to work this case?’ She sounded sincere.
‘You bet your life I am. I’ve been itching to get back into something like this for a long time. I never thought I’d get another opportunity. This is an opportunity of a lifetime. Its makes me feel young and alive.’ Bundy smiled.
‘Do you know how to switch on the computer?’ She asked.
‘There’s a switch here somewhere, isn’t there. Ah - here it is.’ Bundy switched on the computer to see the monitor flash alive with icons and a buzzing noise.
‘In the beginning I set up a data base to record the investigation. Click onto icon “missing child” and the file will come up. The password is Peter. The name of the child is Peter Clayton. He was twelve years old at the time.’ She expressed in a soft and concerned voice.
Bundy clicked on the icon and opened the file. Pages upon pages of documentation, times, dates, references, and other information glared from the screen. ‘How am I going to get up-to-speed with this?’ He asked.
‘Have you a computer at home?’ She asked.
‘Yes – why?’
‘I can download the file onto a USB and you can read it at your leisure at home. You don’t have to work here everyday. I can call you when I need you.’ Her voice softened.
‘You’re probably right. I can do that. It’ll take me awhile to read all of this and make notes. Is there any evidence of his whereabouts or if he’s alive?’ Bundy wanted to know.
‘Not yet. I’ve interviewed many people, I’m afraid there’s not much to go on. This investigation has been my life for eight years. I’ve lived, drank and eaten it.’ She answered.
‘A new set of eyes could make a difference.’ Bundy finished. His mind immediately flashed to 1975 when an elderly woman was murdered. His boss at the time after reading the running sheet identified a name which turned out to be the killer.
Kate downloaded the file and handed the USB to Bundy.
‘Have you my home phone number? I haven’t a mobile phone and don’t want one.’ Bundy asked.
‘Yes - here is my mobile number. You phone me anytime; if you can’t get me leave a message. I’ll get back to you.’ She answered.
‘I suppose that’s it for today. I’ll have a look at your work and get back to you when I’m ready.’
‘Take your time. It’s been eight years; another couple are not going to hurt. I hope you can help. I dream of either finding Peter alive, or his remains, he would’ve been twenty-one years old now. Which ever it turns out would be great way to close the file?’ Detective Superintendent Emerson was now calm and agreeable.
Bundy placed the USB in his pocket and left the office. On his journey home his thoughts were of Detective Superintendent Kathleen Emerson and how she’d spent the past eight years of her life investigating a missing child.
In his day he would’ve done a similar thing if he’d been allowed the time to spend on a single investigation. One investigation he hated was children, especially ones who ran away from home. He hoped this wasn’t one of those investigations.
Each day moved onto the next and each moment of the day Bundy scanned the files to paint a picture of Detective Superintendent Emerson’s past eight years of her life. In the beginning, as with any missing person, the report wasn’t taken seriously. Many teenagers ran away from home. Bundy’s previous experience of these acts he personally experiences many times. Often the child returned home after one night away. However, this case was different.
Reading the files, Peter Clayton was a good lad, quiet individual, liked by many friends and especially loved by his parents. His schooling was above average. On the day he went missing, a Tuesday. Each Tuesday he walked from his home, a short distance to the railway station and boarded a north bound train. Two stops further north he visit his grandmother. To cross from one side of the town to the platform, an overhead railway bridge for pedestrians; crossed the railway tracks.
No station master or staff, like in the old days, their job of issuing tickets for passengers, machines replaced them. No evidence to support he purchased a ticket from the machine at the station on the particular day he disappeared. This was confirmed in a note made by Detective Superintendent Emerson who investigated with the railway department to determine how many tickets were sold on the day.
Often passengers jumped the rattler (train) if they were going to the next station and didn’t pay their fare. This was not the case with the missing person because evidence showed regularly each Tuesday a ticket was purchased at this station for the second station north. On this particular day records showed no ticket being purchased.
Police and SES searched the surrounding area within a kilometre of the railway station and discovered nothing. The search carried out about a month after the child was reported missing. When the missing person report was made official, newspapers published the story; little feedback from the public. It appeared this child vanished into thin air.
After days of reading, writing notes, scanning files, Bundy needed a rest, stop; look at the investigation from a different angle to identify any loop holes. Questions erupted in his mind. Evidence pointed to the child leaving his home at four-ten in the afternoon to board a four-thirty train to travel two stops north; walk to his grandmother’s home a short distance from the railway station. He never arrived. Did he board the four-thirty train?
‘Is that you Detective Superintendent Emerson?’ Bundy asked politely speaking into the receiver.
‘Yes – is that you Bundy? I’ve been waiting to hear from you. I’ve thought about phoning a couple of times but didn’t want to disturb you. Have you found anything yet?’
‘No – not yet, I’m brain dead to tell the truth. I’ve been thinking; have you ever been to harness racing on a Saturday night?’
‘No – why should you ask?’
‘Would you like to go this Saturday night? That’s if you’re not doing anything.’
‘I’m not doing anything – yeah, I suppose – I’ve never been to a racetrack in my life.’
‘Do you know where Albion Park Paceway is?’
‘Yeah – I think so, anyway I’ve got a GPS; I’ll find it.’
‘I’ll meet you at the front gate around seven? Would that be okay?’
‘Alright, I’ll see you then.’
They said their goodbyes. Detective Superintendent Emerson couldn’t understand why he wanted to meet her at Albion Park Paceway. Did he have information about the missing child?
Saturday night arrived and as prearranged Bundy waited at the front gate of Albion Park Paceway to greet his guest. She walked toward him. At first he didn’t recognize her because she was dressed to the nines. Totally different to when he first met her on the first day. Her hair fell down the nape of her neck, shiny and floated as she walked toward him. She dressed in a summer dress which suited the climate.
‘Thank you for coming,’ he extended his hand to shake her hand, ‘I need a rest to recharge my batteries.’ He said calmly.
‘Wow – look at this place, I’ve never been to anything like this before. How do you know about this?’ She asked.
‘My wife was an owner – trainer – driver of horses and raced here most Saturday nights. I needed to get away and refresh my thoughts and this is as good a place as any to do it.’
‘Let’s go and enjoy it.’ She said with a smile in her voice.
They entered the turnstiles and walked to the escalator, and rode to the top floor.
‘I’ve reserved a table for two at the restaurant.’ Bundy expressed to his partner.
‘I never expected this?’ She echoed as Bundy walked toward a man waiting to seat customers at their tables.
‘Have you a reservation for two in the name of Quicksilver?’ Bundy asked.
The attendant looked at a book on the table and said, ‘yes, this way sir and madam.’ He ushered them to a table in front of a huge window looking across the track. Flood lights brightened the track - it could have been mistaken for daytime.
‘This is wonderful – I’ve never been to a place like this before. It’s so huge. You actually came here each Saturday night.’ She replied with glee. Her demeanour reminded him of his daughter Nicole when they dined together at the same venue.
‘We enjoyed our time here. I needed to wait until I retired to enjoy it fully. When I was in the police we weren’t allowed to own or be involved in horseracing nor racing of any kind. It wasn’t until I retired, my wife decided to take up the sport.’
‘Was she successful?’
‘Yeah – she raced here and this is the pinnacle of harness racing in the State.’
‘Bundy – it’s lovely and thank you for inviting me. I feel alive and relaxed. I’ve never done this before.’ She smiled and her eyes glittered in the light.
‘I thought you’d enjoy it. Now, do you want to bet on the next race or have an entrée?’
‘Oh..I’ve never bet before. Can you show me?’
‘Here is a racebook. Open it to race two. Each horse’s name is on the left hand side with the driver’s name opposite. These figures show the places the horse finished in their previous start.’ He pointed to the book.
‘Here’s a good name – ‘High Class Investigator’, I’ll have ten dollars on it for a win. It’s an omen.’
Bundy looked across to the monitor, ‘it’s one hundred to one. If it wins you win a thousand dollars.’
‘How do I place the bet?’ She asked taking a ten dollar note from her purse.
‘Are you sure – what about having five dollars each way.’
‘No – I want the whole ten dollars on the nose, is that the right terminology?’
‘Okay I’ll put it on for you. Hope you have good luck?’
Bundy walked to the totaliser window and placed the ten dollars to win on number twelve.’ He returned to his seat and handed her the ticket.
‘It’s against the odds and the form is off, the only thing going for you he has drawn number 12. The same age as our victim when he disappeared.’
‘Why do you think I picked the horse; and the name of course?’ She smiled and kissed the ticket for luck.
‘Do you want to order before the race?’ Bundy asked.
‘Can we have a drink, not coffee or chocolate, a strong drink – a nice wine, would be nice.’ She used a warm tone.
A waiter appeared before their table and asked if they wanted any drinks. ‘Yes, have you a dry white wine - Bundy what’ll you have?’
‘An orange drink – thank you, I don’t drink.’
Chapter 3
‘Are you frightened of being arrested for drink driving?’ Detective Superintendent Emerson asked.
‘No – I’m an alcoholic. My last drink was 13th January 1977.’
‘That’s a long time ago. Can’t you have a drink to be sociable?’ She asked.
If only she knew me when I drank alcohol, Bundy thought. ‘If I have one I’d need to have a thousand. One’s too many and a thousand’s not enough.’ He explained.
‘I congratulate you,’ their eyes met for the first time.
‘Thank you – it’s not necessary. Ada gave me an ultimatum, if I didn’t stop drinking she would leave and take my children. I made her a promise I would never drink again. I’ve kept the promise.’
‘You must have loved her very much?’
‘Yes, I did – she and my children were my life. For twenty years I was a dry drunk until I worked as an alcohol and drug counsellor and learned to change my behaviour and found out what caused my alcoholism.’ Bundy shared.
‘That’s something to be proud of. I don’t have a problem; at least I don’t think I have. I enjoy a glass of good wine with my meal or after a hard day at the office. If I drink too much you tell me - you can counsel me.’ She replied with a smile.
‘I doubt you’ve got a problem. I know this job can drive you to drink at times but my problem began when I was six years old.’
‘Did you start drinking then?’
‘No – I was twelve when I had my first drink of alcohol, a similar age to our victim and the number you’ve bet on in this next race. It was another sixteen years before I stopped drinking, another twenty years after that, before the penny finally dropped.’ Bundy never shared this information with anyone apart from Ada.
‘What’s going on out there?’ Detective Superintendent Emerson pointed to the parade ring.
‘The horses and drivers are going onto the track. Your number twelve looks fit. I haven’t been to the races since Ada passed away and lost interest with the horses and drivers. I used to know each one by name – one time.’
Number twelve did look fit, his coat shiny and glossy, head erect and hooves stamping ready to go. He thought of having a small wager himself but he’d given up betting a long time ago - a mugs game. Money was safer in his pocket.
Over the fifteen years or so he was involved in the harness racing industry he saw enough to warn him from betting. Trainers were peeling the paint from their stable walls to survive, would bet their last dollar on their horse, thinking it would win. If he, as a person in the industry, didn’t know what horse would win, then what chance did the punter have betting on the race? Like Detective Superintendent Emerson said, it was an omen bet.
‘How do they race?’ She asked.
‘Look over at the back of the track and you’ll see a mobile utility with barriers. The vehicle with arms spread across the back. Each horse, numbered; one to ten line-up behind their number on the mobile – number eleven and twelve are on the second line. When the mobile gathers speed and each horse is in-line; the mobile speeds off and the race begins.’ Bundy explained.
‘My horse has got to run through the ones in front to win. Why didn’t you explain it to me before I had the bet?’
‘I tried to explain, you didn’t take notice. Why do you think you’re horse is one hundred to one.’
‘I like the name ‘High Class Investigator’. It’s an omen, and he’s wearing number twelve saddlecloth.’
‘That’s about all that’s going for him. But you never know in the racing business. The race is about to start.’
All lights dimmed on the track; only noise heard was the sound from the race course announcer about to call the race. ‘They’re off and racing.’ The race caller sprouted, calling the name of each horse as they positioned in the race.
Bundy witnessed many races and this one was the same as any other. Number twelve followed number two through to position itself in the one out - one back position, an ideal spot to be in, until the final hundred metres of the race.
‘You’re horse is in a good spot – one out and one back, he’s not doing much work and should finish well.’ Bundy told Detective Superintendent Emerson.
‘I told you I liked the name of the horse.’
‘Alright, move around now.’ Bundy whispered, his heart beat faster and knew number twelve had a better than even chance to go to the line. Around the final turn the drivers gave their horses all opportunity to win, number twelve moved into the clear.
She jumped from her seat, threw her hands into the air and screamed aloud, ‘come on number twelve.’ Number twelve crossed the winning post clear of the second horse. ‘I told you he’d win.’ She threw her arms around Bundy’s neck and smiled, ‘I told you so. I’m sorry I did that. I got so excited and couldn’t control myself.’
‘Yeah – it’s okay. No harm done.’ He was pleased for her and took her arms from around his neck and grinned with glee the horse came first past the winning post.
‘What happens now?’ She said excitedly.
‘They return to the front of the grandstand; a steward will check the whips of the drivers before he declares ‘all clear’. Congratulations, you’ve won over a thousand dollars.’ He was pleased for her.
‘I’ll share the winnings with you.’ She said.
‘You can’t do that – it’s your money and I don’t expect you to share your winnings. You won it fair and square.’
‘Well, I’m paying for our meals and drinks. I’ll have another wine. About time you called me by my first name ‘Kate’.’
‘Okay – Kate, it’s better than Detective Superintendent Emerson, a real mouthful.’
Bundy went to the totaliser and received one thousand two hundred dollars after handing in Kate’s ticket. He returned to the table and handed her the money, ‘you won more than what you thought – twelve hundred dollars.’
‘Here’s a hundred – this should cover our meals and drinks.’ She handed Bundy a crisp new one hundred dollar note. He accepted.
They enjoyed a delicious meal of seafood and dessert finished with coffee and a cup of tea for Bundy. When they left Bundy heard his name called, ‘hey Bundy, aren’t you talking to us.’
He looked toward where the voice came from and identified his friend John O’Reilly. They walked over to John’s table. Bundy knew each person sitting around the table. Memories flooded back to when he and Ada dined at the same table with these friends in harness racing. Harness Racing is a tight knit community and once you’re part of the community it stands for life.
Bundy introduced Kate to each of the group. John looked at Bundy with a look to show, ‘how’d did you get this one – she’s young enough to be your daughter – look’.
‘Come and join us.’ John beckoned. Bundy and Kate sat beside him.
‘What’ve you been up to? We haven’t seen you about for a long time.’ One of the diners asked.
‘After Ada passed away I got lost in a maze of grief. Anyway, I’m back now. What about Kate here – she backed the winner of the second race, one hundred to one winner.’
‘You’re lucky.’ Said another patron seated at the table.
‘This is the first time I’ve been to the trots and hopefully it won’t be the last.’ Kate shared with the others and smiled directly at Bundy.
‘What’re you up to Bundy?’ John asked.
‘Kate here is a Detective Superintendent with the police. I’ve been recalled to help her with the disappearance of a young lad eight years ago who didn’t get on the train after leaving home.’ Bundy said.
‘That was terrible – I remember reading about it in the papers. That’s a long time ago.’ One lady commented. ‘Are you close to finding out what happened?’ She continued.
‘Not yet – but now Bundy is working with me fulltime I’m certain we’ll find an answer.’ Kate said.
‘Have you still got it Bundy?’ One patron asked.
‘I surely hope so. I feel great and my mind is fresh.’
‘What can we do to help?’ Another patron asked.
‘You can keep your ear to the ground and let us know if you hear anything. That would help.’ Bundy concluded.
‘Here’s my card.’ Kate handed a business card to each of the people seated around the table. ‘If you hear anything – I mean anything, don’t hesitate to phone my mobile or contact Bundy. We’re looking for a needle in a haystack. Any help would be appreciated.’ She concluded and smiled.
They left their friends and walked to the front gate. Kate stopped and looked directly into Bundy’s eyes. He didn’t know what to do. Was she coming onto him, she’s given enough signals all night, Bundy thought – no she’s a work pal, that’s all. She’s young enough to be his daughter.
‘Thank you for a wonderful night, Bundy. I thoroughly loved each moment. I see now why the Commissioner wanted to have you back. We will find what happened to Peter Clayton. I know it.’ She gazed into Bundy eyes. He saw self determination and knew they would find an answer to the puzzle. ‘Goodnight – I’ll see you bright and early Monday morning at the office.’ She left.
On his journey home the words Kate spoke floated through his mind. We will find out what happened to Peter Clayton. I know it. Bundy noticed a new spark of enthusiasm in Kate’s voice. She was now determined to work with him.
‘Do you think your friends who we spoke to Saturday night would know or find out anything?’ Kate asked Bundy at their desks on Monday morning.
‘You never know, they get about and people talk. In our day, and I hate to keep going back to the good ole days of detective work; we visited racetracks and knew who was who in the zoo. People get to know and trust you and most people are honest and want to see justice prevail. If they find out anything, they’ll get back to us. I’m certain.’ Bundy concluded.
‘I can’t thank you enough for the other night. I wish you’d share the winnings with me. I feel guilty taking the money.’
‘Don’t worry – I’m pleased you won. Fancy backing a horse to collect twelve hundred dollars, I know it was an omen bet.’ Bundy asked, thinking how lucky Kate was to bet on a one hundred to one winner and collect. Good luck to her. Only hope the luck keeps flowing.
‘Our luck is with us Bundy; I can feel it in my bones. We’re going to find Peter Clayton. I know it. Come on, what do we do next?’ Her confidence grew.
‘For a start I want to visit the child’s parents and speak to them. I know it’s been eight years, but there may be something to go on with, perhaps something they’ve heard or seen. I don’t know. Can you arrange it please?’
‘Yes, I’ve kept in contact with Peter’s mother. I phone her weekly and have done so since I started this investigation. I’ll phone her to make a time we can visit. She is a wonderful and warm person.’
Kate pulled her mobile phone from the pocket of her trousers, flipped open the lid and speed dialled a number and placed the phone to her ear. ‘Is that you Mrs Clayton? Kate Emerson here,’ Kate spoke into her phone and afterwards closed the lid. ‘Mrs Clayton will see us tomorrow morning; she loves me visiting her to keep her up-to-date with our investigation. You’ll love her. She’ll make you a cup-of-tea.’ Kate finished.
‘What about Mr Clayton?’ Bundy asked.
‘He passed away about two years ago. He never recovered from not knowing what happened to his son.’
‘I’m sorry to hear about his death. Unfortunately life is tough. I suppose if anything happened to my son, or my grandson, I’d feel the same way. In fact my grandson is now the same age when Peter went missing - scares an old timer like me. After Ada died my son came to live with me and although he’s my son and I love him, I’m happy he’s married and now has a family of his own. There’s nothing like being a father and to lose a son at twelve years old – would be devastating. What about the grandmother. Is she still alive?’ Bundy concluded.
‘Yeah – she’s in her nineties and it’s hard on her.’ Kate said.
‘Can we arrive a little early before we visit Mrs Clayton? I want to have a look around the neighbourhood. Get familiar - I know it’s been eight years and you did a great job of sketching the area; taking photographs; searching bushland and all those things, but my instincts tell me there’s something missing.’ Bundy questioned.
‘Yes, Peter Clayton - he’s missing.’ Bundy noticed Kate’s attitude change.
‘I don’t mean you’ve done anything wrong. Eight years of continuous investigation, would leave me still looking for something. My ole mate Quincy Simpson always told me to look within a hundred metres of where the offence was committed and you’re more than likely to find the culprit.’ Bundy shared.
‘Who’s this fellow Quincy Simpson?’ Kate asked in disbelief.
‘He’s retired, in my day of detective work he was a forensic scientist who always came to the scene of the crime, best in the State and probably would still have been only he retired.’
‘You had your own forensic scientist?’ Kate asked amazed.
‘Yeah, you could say that. Quincy came to wherever and whenever I asked, he and I are still great mates. We visit one another and chat about the good ole days. Reminisce if you like, but with hindsight we solve more crimes now than we did in the ole days.’ Bundy reflected on many investigations when Quincy helped solve the investigation through his scientific knowledge.
‘We have our own forensic team attached to the service.’
‘Yeah I know. If you don’t find DNA at the scene, it’s onto the next job – I heard the rumours.’
‘We don’t have time to carry out a proper investigation. Yes, DNA is used and yes, it makes our investigation easier. We still have fingerprint evidence and other evidence.’
‘Don’t get me wrong. If we had DNA in our day we would’ve solved many more crimes. It was nose down sniffing out the evidence, talking to people, listening and learning, recording details, every detail; and work until you found the culprit.’
‘That may have worked in your day but today we rely on forensic evidence rather than waste time chasing culprits. Everything has changed. If you miss them on the hurdy-gurdy you pick them up on the merry-go-round.’
‘I suppose it’s why the Commissioner asked me to help you.’
‘Touché!’ She smiled. ‘Do you want me to pick you up at your home before we go to Mrs Clayton’s tomorrow?’ Kate invited.
‘Yeah – that’d be a good idea. Give you an opportunity to see where I live and have a trip to the beautiful Mary Valley to see the best country in Australia. Thanks.’ Bundy echoed. ‘You’ve got one of those GPS things so you shouldn’t get lost. I’ll have the kettle on when you arrive.’
‘Alright, I’ll be at your place at nine o’clock in the morning, sharp.’ She concluded.
Chapter 4
Precisely at nine o’clock the next morning Bundy saw a white coloured Ford Falcon drive across the grid to his property. He walked from the front veranda to where the vehicle parked at the front gate.
‘What a beautiful place you have here.’ Kate voiced as she opened the driver’s side door to alight from the vehicle, ‘got the coffee on?’
‘You’re punctual; I’ll say that about you. When you said nine o’clock I didn’t realise you were spot on. Yeah – only take a minute.’
‘What are the small horses?’ Kate asked walking across to the house. Miniature horses were in the front paddocks and looked at Kate, ‘they’re cute.’ There were different shapes and colours.
‘My son and his wife breed and show miniature horses. They live up there on the hill and use my place as their own.’ Bundy nodded to a house further up on the hill.
‘What a wonderful place to live. No wonder you wanted to retire when you did. I’d retire here if I had the chance.’ She smiled and looked across the paddocks.
‘You’ve got years ahead of you before you think about retirement. The way you’re going you’ll probably become the first female Commissioner for the State.’ Bundy smiled.
Kate’s face immediately grew into a wide smile, she looked at Bundy; he saw she had her chest poked out more than it usually did, ‘you never know when you say it that way. Where’s this cup-of-coffee you said would be waiting for me?’
‘Join me on the veranda, take a seat and I’ll bring it to you.’ Bundy pointed to a cane table with two chairs, ‘sit in this one nearest the window, the other’s mine.’ He left Kate seated gazing at the miniature horses.
He prepared the coffee and tea, placed biscuits onto a plate and carried them to the front veranda. ‘Kate, could you open the screen door please?’ She rose and opened the door. Bundy placed the plate of biscuits on the cane table with Kate’s coffee beside her, ‘it’s not flat white what you’re used to, but Nescafe from the bottle.’ He remarked. Bundy closed the screen door.
‘How tall do these horses grow?’ She asked.
‘Around thirty-four inches, any taller and they are classed as a small horse.’
‘Do they race?’
‘No – they show them at the Nationals in Sydney each year. Last year they won seven National Titles, which is a credit. They show them in a show ring and jump them over jumps – six panels high.’
‘Do you bet on them?’
‘No – they’re only show horses, not racehorses. Have you spent all of your winnings yet?’ Bundy wanted to know.
‘Not yet, I banked most of it. I’m not stupid, you know, I realise I was lucky the other night; I really think my luck is growing to find Peter.’ She shared with Bundy. ‘It’s lovely here. I feel so relaxed I could go to sleep.’
‘Unfortunately there’s no time to relax. What time do we need to see Mrs Clayton?’ Bundy asked.
‘I told her we’d be there at eleven o’clock, we’ll probable have lunch. She’s always fussing when I arrive; I love to spend time with her, you’ll like her, I’m sure.’
‘I’d better show you the palace.’ Bundy told Kate. He picked the spent cups and plate up and carried them inside. Kate followed.
‘You keep the place tidy and clean for an old fellow.’ She remarked when they walked into the lounge room.
‘Enough of this old fellow stuff. I know I’m old enough to be your father but have a little respect for your elders.’
‘I didn’t mean anything mean by it, you do keep your place clean and tidy. It’s the first thing I noticed when I drove up. Don’t take it the wrong way.’
‘Point taken - this is the lounge room; over there the kitchen and my office and a spare room. Through here is the main bedroom, the bathroom, laundry and toilet at the end. It’s big enough for me.’
‘This is great.’ Kate looked in all of the rooms before returning to the lounge room. A huge photograph hung on the wall. ‘Is this your wife?’ She asked looking at the photograph of a horse winning driven by a female.
‘Yes, Ada won on this horse on her first drive after she obtained her driver’s license to race at country tracks. If you come with me I’ll show you where I built a garden and placed her ashes.’
They returned to the veranda and walked down the steps. At the front of the house next to the steps was a brick structure. On top lay a statute of a miniature horse. A plaque showed the final resting place of his wife.
‘I placed her ashes with her racing gear in a box. She wanted to be cremated and placed in a garden at the front of the bedroom. She never got a chance to see the house built. It was her final wish before she passed away.’ Bundy’s eyes swelled and a tear formed, his throat thickened and he drew back tears, ‘we’d better be going.’ He mumbled.
‘This is beautiful. I think your wife would be proud of what you’ve done for her.’ Kate said.
After closing the doors and windows to the house he sat in the front passenger seat of the vehicle. Kate drove.
‘Don’t you lock up out here?’ She asked.
‘I never do. I only closed the house in case it rains. We’ve never been robbed. This is the tenth year. It’s why I purchased the property at the end of a road and the forestry is at the back of us so we can’t be built out.’ Bundy shared with her.
‘I suppose you’d be safer here than in the city.’
‘Too right.’ He concluded.
After they crossed the grid leaving Bundy’s property Kate asked, ‘how long have you known the Commissioner?’
‘Since 1970, going on forty years or more, he was a constable at the local police station when I went to apply to join the police. He’s followed my career; each time I was transferred or promoted he’d be the first to phone and congratulate me. Why should you ask?’
‘Don’t get me wrong, I’ve got nothing against you, but think about it, he pulled you out of retirement to work this case with me. I think it’s strange – that’s all.’
‘He did mention at our little talk in his office before you came in, he wanted me to show you how the ole detective worked. I suppose you could be the guinea pig.’ Bundy smiled and looked across to Kate.
‘It’s hard to think how you investigated cases in your day. I looked at some of your old investigations and you must have never been home.’
‘Yes - Ada often told me she didn’t see me for eight months one time. I can’t believe it, when a job needed to be done, you did it.’
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