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PROLOGUE:

	 

	 

	The headlights of a large late model Mercedes caught the wisps of salty mist in its beams as the vehicle swung into the parking bay by Sugar Loaf Rock. The driver looked at the finely carved walnut dashboard and amber glow of the clock set into it.  5:45am. The driver switched the engine off and opened the door, illuminating the interior.  The sharp bite of the wind caught his breath.  Even though it was early September, the mornings were still bitterly cold. He looked at the small piece of paper in the car’s interior light and then slowly lifted himself out of the car. 

	 

	Closing the car door turned off the only light, plunging the parking area into darkness.  The absence of light was like a heavy shroud around him.  Mist drifted by as the gentle offshore breeze blew between Sugar Loaf Rock and the bluff. The driver was an elderly man in his late 70’s. His short-cropped hair barely visible under his charcoal Fedora. He stared around the car park for some indication as to the purpose for this clandestine meeting. He turned up the collar of his jacket and walked around the car looking down the coast to a small beach some 50 metres away.

	 

	The man locked his car, more out of instinct than a perceived need, and moved towards the edge of the car park. He could see a small light on the beach. His eyes had begun to adjust to the darkness and so he struggled down the embankment to the edge of the sandy beach. His mouth billowed large plumes of condensation as he walked. The light was still very poor and he stumbled and fell over some rocks he could not see until it was too late. As he got up, he brushed the sand off the front of his trousers and moved off down the beach towards a large rock with a lantern sitting on top of it. Even though it only took a couple of minutes, the wind had already sent the cold through his slender frame and he shivered uncontrollably. It was eerily quiet. The soft crunching of the sand and the gentle lapping of the water was the only sound he could hear.

	 

	When he reached the large rock, apart from the lantern there was only one single item on the rock. An old wooden photo frame.  In the frame was a picture of a young Russian soldier, standing proudly, holding his rifle in his right hand with the butt nestled easily on his hip.  The faded black and white picture was quite clear in the lantern’s light. The man instantly recognised the young man in the picture. He turned, looking in all directions, then finally in the direction of the light house further up the coast. His mind raced trying to figure out what this picture and the cryptic meeting meant.

	 

	He did not hear the shot. He simply knew no more.  His body fell lifeless to the ground as the gunshot boomed and echoed between the bluff and the rock.

	 

	There he lay. The coarse sand beneath him as the incoming tide slowly inched its way towards him. Then there was silence once more. Nothing moved. Even the mist hung around him like an icy shroud.  

	 


 

	CHAPTER 1:

	 

	 

	The mist still clung to the bluff as the flashing lights of the emergency vehicles danced their macabre routine through the fog’s eerie wisps. The morning light had bathed the area in just enough light to be able see the retinue of uniformed men moving like ants up and down the beach.

	 

	Two people slowly edged towards the parking area carrying a stretcher over the rocks. The bleak morning light and the disco like dance of the emergency lights made navigating the jagged edged rocks difficult and cumbersome.  

	 

	Then one of the people waved in the direction of the rock halfway down the beach.  A heavy-set police officer in a dark jacket waved back.  The officer then turned to his junior officer and barked a gruff question, but this was no surprise. Sergeant Adams had lived and served in the South West his entire career.  He was a very big fish in a tiny pond, and he knew it.

	 

	“Jimmy! When are the Major Crime guys coming?”

	 

	Jimmy, the youngest and least experienced Constable on the team had just finished a phone call and turned towards his Sergeant. He was in his mid-twenties and fresh out of the academy.

	 

	“Not until lunch time. They have a big case in Margaret River.” He answered

	 

	“Well who is going to process the scene then?” He barked in return.

	 

	Sergeant Adams let out a stream of expletives that summed up his frustration of being called out before dawn.

	 

	Jimmy paused and looked sheepishly at the Sergeant and then at his feet.

	 

	The Sergeant was not a patient man and the silence he got from his constable told him that something was not in order.

	 

	“Jimmy what did you do now?” he growled turning to the young man.  Plumes of condensation belched from his mouth.

	 

	Jimmy shuffled slightly, the crunch of the sand highlighting his discomfort at the news he was about to offer. He turned to the Sergeant. 

	 

	“Well when Major Crimes told me when they could arrive I called the commissioner. I knew we had to act quickly, especially with the tide coming in.  The Commissioner asked if there was anyone else.” Wincing reluctantly. “So I called Steve.”  He knew what reaction this would bring.  The eruption from his boss was not long in coming.  As soon as the news had been received, the hulking behemoth of his boss came lunging towards him.  His voice was usually loud, but this time Jimmy could hear it echoing effortlessly off the bluff.

	 

	“Now what did you have to go and do that for?  We can handle this without any help from no burnt-out East Coast has been.” He bellowed. “Just because he’s your friend, doesn’t give him the right to be a part of this investigation.” He turned and swore in the direction of the beach.  “And don’t think we aren’t going to discuss you going directly to the Commissioner either!”

	 

	Even in the chill of the morning mist, Jimmy could feel the heat of his boss’s breath not 2 inches from Jimmy’s face.  The onslaught may have continued if they had been alone on the beach.  It was then that Sergeant Adams remembered the other officers on the scene, as well as those who had heard him way up in the parking lot. All of which were staring at him. He turned and stomped off back towards the rock.  

	 

	He was fuming.  This was the first big case this area had seen in ages.  Oh, there may be the usual type of crimes. Petty fights, domestic squabbles, even the annual alcohol induced binges with their associated troubles.  But this was murder and it was his case.  His emotions rose again as he spun ready to unleash another barrage of abuse, only to see a large white van enter the parking area.

	 

	He threw his hands in the air and bellowed his exasperation.

	 

	“Well here he is now!”

	 

	Jimmy stepped up and looked Sergeant Adams in the eyes for a brief moment, then he looked away.  He knew the decision he had made would bring the wrath of his boss but he also knew that Steve was the only person who had the skills and the availability to process the scene before the tide took what remained of their crime scene and any clues there may be.

	 

	“You said it yourself, we need someone to process the scene.” Jimmy said apologetically.

	 

	The grunt Jimmy got in response was probably the best reaction he was going to get, considering the circumstances.  Sergeant Adams just turned and walked back towards the rock again.  Jimmy ran back towards the parking area. The white van steered its way past the empty ambulance that was leaving as well as the maze of police cars.  It came to a halt in an open parking bay left by the exiting ambulance in front at the edge of the rocks and next to the still waiting Coroner’s van. The door opened and the familiar writing on the side of the white van came into view.  ‘HOPE’S LANDING COMMUNITY CHURCH’.

	 

	A man in his early 50’s got out and waved at Jimmy as he approached. This was Pastor Steve Jerveson. He turned and grabbed a brown leather jacket from the passenger seat and pulled it on. He stepped over the curb and started his careful trek down to the beach. Jimmy came over and shook him by the hand.

	 

	“Hi Jimmy.” Steve said. 

	 

	“Thanks for coming though Pastor Steve.” Jimmy answered.

	 

	“It’s no problem, you know that.” Steve answered, “What you got here?” 

	 

	“Not quite sure just yet.” Jimmy answered. 

	 

	 

	The two of them started down the embankment. The mist was beginning to lift, and it was easier to see the edges of the rocks now making the going a lot smoother.

	 

	Sergeant Adams turned as the two of them arrived at the crime scene. 

	 

	“No need for you to be here Reverend. We got this under control.” The Sergeant announced, not succeeding in disguising his distain.

	 

	“I am sure you do Hank, but seeing as I am here, is there any way I can help.” Steve replied, ignoring his manner.

	 

	“Yeah how about a cup of coffee.” Sergeant Adams replied turning back to rock.

	 

	“Sorry Hank.  Fresh out.”

	 

	Jimmy stepped up and gestured towards the near side of the rock. Trying to ignore the way his boss was reacting.

	 

	“The body was found over here.” he said finally.

	 

	Jimmy led him to the far side of the rock where the body now lay.  The blood-soaked sand a clear indication of the violence of the crime.  Steve knelt down. Jimmy offered him a pair of gloves and Steve lifted the sheet.  He could see the extent of the wound.  A brief inspection of the skull showed that the shot was a through and through.  Therefore there would be no bullet present in the skull. He poked the blood-stained ground checking the depth of the staining to establish a rough timeline. He then stood up and paced out the scene.  A small picture frame lay discarded some several feet away. He carefully picked it up turning it over to see the picture.

	 

	Steve continued to walk the crime scene.  He noted the size and placement of the blood stain in relation to the direction of the body as it lay in the sand.  Sergeant Adams stood watching; his thick arms crossed over his size 46 chest.  Each time Sergeant Adams would grunt Jimmy would flinch.  He knew what awaited him back at the station.  The last time he messed up this bad Sergeant Adams had been creative, colourful and cutting in his response.

	 

	Steve stood up again and looked up and down the beach.  He took particular interest in the lantern and its proximity to the deep red stain on the sand.

	 

	“Well if the body was lying this way. With his back towards Sugar Loaf Rock facing the lighthouse” he asked looking in a direct line back up the beach. Was there any evidence of a bullet casing?” Steve continued.

	 

	“Nope.” Sergeant Adams grunted stepping forward. “The bullet went clean through.  Never seen anything like it.  We get our fair share of violence, but nothing like this.” He continued.  

	 

	“We got every man we have going up and down the shore looking for some kind of evidence.  From what we can see there’s nothing.  No signs of a scuffle.  Nothing.” Jimmy offered.

	 

	“So, what do you think Reverend?” Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	“Pastor will do nicely Hank". Steve replied kneeling down next to where the body was again. "Who found the body?” he asked without looking up.

	 

	“Old man James.” Jimmy answered. "He walks his dog down here most mornings."

	 

	Sergeant Adams turned towards the parking area and called out.

	 

	"Mr James can you come here a minute."

	 

	At hearing the instruction an elderly man holding a leash of even older looking dog walked up the beach to where they stood. He nodded at the Sergeant then turned his attention to Steve.

	 

	"Morning Pastor Steve." 

	 

	"Morning Tom." Steve answered with a wry smile on his face.

	 

	"What you want with me now?" Tom asked. "I told those other police everything I saw."

	 

	Steve leant over and touched Tom shoulder and patted his old dog.  The dog nuzzled his hand and sniffed at the faint smell of blood on the tips of the glove.

	 

	"Just a couple of questions Tom.” He said taking off his gloves. “When did you find the body?" Steve said.

	 

	Tom rubbed his unshaven face and looked off out to sea. "About a quarter to six." He turned and patted the dog's head. "Trigger and I always walk down here about that time.”

	 

	“What happened?” Steve asked.

	 

	“Well we came around the bend back there and Trigger ran ahead as always.  Then I heard him barkin’.  I came over and found the man lying there."

	 

	"Did you touch anything?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Well yeah, I guess so.  I felt his neck to see if he was alive or not." he answered and then turned to Jimmy. "I saw that on one of those Cop TV shows."

	 

	"Was the body warm?" asked Steve continuing

	 

	"Now that you mention it, yeah it was."

	 

	Sergeant Adams turned sharply grabbing the older man briskly by the arm turning his towards him. "Now Tom why didn’t you tell us that before?"

	 

	"Didn’t think of it I guess." he answered pushing the other man's hand from his arm.

	 

	Steve stepped forward a little and gently added, "That’s alright Tom.  Did you hear anything."

	 

	Tom frowned at the Sergeant then rubbed his arm.  Turning to Steve he asked, “You mean like a gun shot?"

	 

	"Yeah."

	 

	"Nope." Then he paused rubbing his face again. "Did hear a low boom sound though." he continued.

	 

	Sergeant Adams through his hands in the air in disgust.  

	 

	"Well Hank you didn’t ask me those questions.  You just asked me what I saw." Tom offered seeing Hank’s frustration.

	 

	Steve's eyes narrowed slightly. "This boom.  What kind of sound was it?" he asked.

	 

	Tom looked quizzically at Steve. "What do you mean?"

	 

	"Was it a sharp sound?  Close by?" Steve asked although he already had a good idea of the answer he would get.

	 

	Tom looked at the ground. 

	 

	"Nope.  It was a long sound.  Bounced around a little too.  It gave me chills." He answered finally

	 

	"Why?" Steve asked. 

	 

	Tom didn't answer straight away.  It was a moment or two before he even began to speak. The waves lapped up on the beach and the occasional gull squawked its morning call.

	 

	"Brought back memories of the war." Tom answered finally.

	 

	"Vietnam?" Jimmy offered trying to be a part of the discussion.

	 

	Tom turned towards the young constable, obviously insulted by his question. "No, you twit. THE War  W.W.I.I."

	 

	"Sorry.  I just though…" he didn't finish. He realised that any attempt to explain would only make matters worse.

	 

	This didn't stop Sergeant Adams from barking his usual disdain at the young constable. "Well don’t!"

	 

	Steve was quite used to this banter.  Sergeant Adams was old school.  He motivated his officers with a brash and almost abusive tongue.  Many a time he had spoken with the Sergeant only to be told to "Butt out."

	 

	"It’s fine Jimmy." Steve offered as Jimmy and he exchanged a knowing glance.  He then returns to his original question. "Go on Tom." he prompted.

	 

	Tom turned and looked out to sea.  He didn't turn back, just spoke staring out over the waves.

	 

	"Those long nights we would patrol along the Rhine River.  There was high ground on the other side.  Snipers would pick us off.  The sound reminded me of that."

	 

	After a moments Steve said gently, "Thanks Tom.  That’s a lot of help."

	 

	"Anytime Pastor Steve." Tom nodded.

	 

	Jimmy gently took Old Tom by the arm and led him back up the beach.  Steve smiled as he heard Jimmy trying to apologise as they wandered up the sand.

	 

	Sergeant Adams shuffled impatiently, his feet crunching the sands as he squirmed. Finally, in a rush of movement he walked up to Steve. 

	 

	“You about done here.  The Major Crimes guys are going to be here after lunch.  They can pick up the search.” He barked.

	 

	Steve mentally brushed the Sergeant’s impatience aside and stood staring off in the direction of the lighthouse. For several moments he stared.  His eyes flicked from the beach to the bluff and back again. Then he turned and faced the Sergeant.  His demeanour was all business.

	 

	“You need to push back the search area Hank.” He said finally to the Sergeant.

	 

	Sergeant Adams frowned deeply, and he again did not hide his disdain. His hands moved to his hips as he spoke.

	 

	“Why you got the case all figured out already have you?” his tone dripping with sarcasm.

	 

	Jimmy jogged up just in time and stood just out of the Sergeant’s gaze, obviously embarrassed for Steve.  He knew his boss could be rude, but this was even harsh for him.

	 

	Steve held Hanks gaze for several seconds and then burst out laughing.

	 

	“No Hank.” He answered while he laughed.

	 

	“How you figure we need to increase the search area?” Jimmy asked.

	 

	“Tom said it all.  The sound was long and echoed.  The shot you said went clean through.  That kind of power needs time to build up speed.  I think you will find the shoot site over there.” He answered pointing out across the water.

	 

	Jimmy scratched his head and looked out in the direction Steve was pointing.

	 

	“They were in a boat?” he asked finally.

	 

	“No, you idiot.” Sergeant growled smacking Jimmy on the side of the head. “From the other side of the bay.”

	 

	Sergeant Adams spat an expletive at the shoreline and then turned back towards Jimmy.

	 

	“Those Major Crimes guys are going to love this.  All we need is some “know it all” city Detectives stomping all over my town.”

	 

	“Then what do we do now?” Jimmy asked

	 

	Steve moved back to the bloody stain on the sand, making sure he stepped in his own footprints again.

	 

	“Set up a team to protect the crime scene.” Steve answered.

	 

	“And I go and make a phone call to Bunbury Major Crime Squad.” Sergeant added.

	 

	Then he waved to the two Coroners who picked up their stretch and body bag and began to remove the body.

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2:

	 

	 

	Several hours before a lone figure moved around the lounge of a secluded farmhouse some distance away. The desk lamp cast a cone light around the desk.  Its old veneer finish was faded and coming away from the ply board beneath it.  The chair matched it very well.  It too was old and faded.  It creaked and groaned as its occupant shifted his weight.  There was silence in the house. The tap, tap, tap of little paws was the only sound that could be heard. The man sitting at the desk rose and moved into the kitchen.  He opened a small cupboard by the fridge and took out a bag.  The food tinkled as it hit the bowl sitting on the floor.  The dog’s tail wagged so hard its whole back end moved.

	 

	With the dog appeased, for the moment at least, the man returned to his desk.  He was placing things into a small canvas bag. Then he switched off the light leaving the house in total darkness.  He grabbed his keys off the table in the lounge and walked towards the front door, navigating the darkened room with ease.

	 

	The door opened and closed. The closer on the screen door creaked as it closed. The man walked down the gravel pathway to his car.  The scrunching sound seemed incredibly loud against the silence of early morning. The car door echoed its familiar creak as it was opened, and he climbed in.  It started on the second attempt.  He turned on the headlights and reversed out on to the road and set off towards Bunbury. The road was empty, and wisps of mist flew in front of the head lights as he drove.

	 

	The roundabout on the outskirts of town was also quiet. The amber lights cast an eerie glow as the mist hung low beneath them.

	 

	The car park area lights of the Bus Port were still shining, so he parked off to the side out of the light.  Walking around the back he stayed close to the shadows of the Bus Port's rear entrance.

	 

	Moving through the connecting door he turned left towards the toilets and lockers.  He took out the key in his pocket and opened the locker.  Taking each of the items in the bag he placed them carefully in the locker and closed the door.

	 

	Then he slipped back out the rear entrance again and made his way back to the car.  He opened the boot and put the key into a green metal box that sat next to a long leather bag. The bag was nearly a meter and a half long and twenty centimetres wide. He pulled out of the parking lot and headed out towards the Bussell Highway.  At this time of the morning there would be no traffic.  

	 

	Just over an hour later he pulled into the car park of the lookout area of Sugar Loaf Rock.  He took several items out of the back of the vehicle and made his way down to the water.  He was careful to walk on the hard sand of the waterline.  The incoming tide would erase any tracks he left.  Then stepping from rock to rock, he placed the items on a boulder and returned to his car. Pulling off the road he parked the vehicle in the bush close to the entrance of the Cape Naturaliste Lighthouse.  He took out the green box and the leather bag.  He slung the bag over his shoulder and closed the back of the vehicle.  He waited until his eyes adjusted and then set off towards the bluff.

	 

	It took twenty minutes to arrive at his destination.  The sun would be coming up soon.  He placed the box on the ground and swung the leather bag off his shoulder.  The zip ran down the full length of the bag.  He reached in and took out a large black rifle. He folded the bag in half and set it on top of the green metal box.

	 

	As he lay there, he rested the rifle on the leather bag.  He had been here before.  He knew the distance.  He knew the conditions.  The Ranger didn't come on duty for another hour. All he had to do was wait.

	 

	He checked the target in the scope.  He could see the rock and the car park. He chewed on a piece of dried meat as he waited.

	 

	 

	 

	Back in Dunsborough, Sergeant Adams steered his Police Toyota Hilux twin cab into the marked parking spot outside the Police Station.  He wasn’t very pleased to hand his case over to Major Crimes. He yanked the front door open as he muttered to himself.   "Reg's is Reg's".  The venetian blind on the back of the door clattered and banged against the wall.  This had the desired result.  Frightened looks and startled stares greeted him wherever he looked. 

	 

	He pushed open the connecting door and moved through the outer office like a strong east wind.  Paper flew off desks, people were brushed aside.  One even ducked into a storeroom to escape the squall.

	 

	He thumped down in the chair so hard the gas strut holding it up nearly burst.  It yelled a high pitch screech and rolled back against the wall hard.  The leather scuff mark on the wall attested to the frequency of such torment.

	 

	He grabbed the phone and thumped out the number on the keypad with his thick sausage like fingers.

	 

	75 kilometres away was the large open plan office that held the Detective section of the Major Crimes Squad South West Division.  It was pretty much the same as every other one of their offices.  Impersonal and beige.  Some of the Detectives had added what little touches they could get away with.  A personal picture here, a monogrammed coffee cup there.  The desks all looked the same.  Files, computer and phone.

	 

	At one of the desks the phone chirped, and a Detective swung around in his chair and rolled across to the next desk to answer it.

	 

	"Major Crimes. South West Division how can we assist you?" the Detective answered in his distinctive auto response tone. He listened for a while and then held the phone against his chest as he called out across the office. "Rebecca! You got a call."

	 

	A slim woman in a smart charcoal coloured suit turned towards her colleague. She was mid 30’s, her Auburn hair gathered tightly at the back in a reverse herringbone style, with sunglasses on her head to form an impromptu headband.

	  

	She caught the cordless phone receiver that had just been tossed towards her. 

	 

	She cast a friendly glare at her colleague and spoke into the receiver. "Detective Rebecca Johnson. May I help you?"

	 

	Sergeant Adams sat at his desk.  It seemed that his secretary had been off for a couple of days and his desk was covered in paper.  One warrant had a brown ring from a coffee cup in the bottom corner and there was clearly no order to the mayhem on his desk.

	 

	He leaned back in his brown leather high back office chair and spun around to face the window.

	 

	"This is Sergeant Adams down at Dunsborough.  We’ve got a murder down here I think you need to have a look at." He announced.

	 

	There was a pause on the other end of the line and then the female Detective answered.  He could hear the smile in her voice.

	 

	"What’s the matter Sergeant?  Case too big for you?" she replied.

	 

	There was a pause on the other end of the line.  She could almost see the change in Sergeant Adams' expression from mild politeness to a cold and emotionless.

	 

	"No, it's not. The murder scene is going to need a lot of forensics gear and that means it falls under your jurisdiction. Our clever little villain managed to kill someone from over a kilometre away." he answered, his voices low and flat.

	 

	Rebecca changed her tone and smile disappeared from her face.

	 

	"How did they do that?" she asked.

	 

	"Why don’t you bring that Major Crime Squad attitude down here and I’ll show you." He replied swatting a fly on the window sill with experienced proficiency.

	 

	"Sorry Sergeant Adams. I didn’t mean to come across that way.  I can be there in 2 hours." Rebecca answered quickly, her tone back to her usual professional self.

	 

	"Take your time.' Sergeant Adams added. "We only got half a dozen men tied up on this."

	 

	Rebecca paused and chose her words carefully.

	 

	"Now who has the attitude?" She said finally.

	 

	

	Sergeant Adams spun around to face his desk, leant forward and pounded his fist into the desk. His faced flushed red and a small vein on the left-hand side of his forehead bulged. Decorum had gone out the window, now he was mad.

	 

	"Now you listen closely young lady.  The only reason I am calling you at all is because this is your jurisdiction.  So, if you don’t mind hurrying this up a little, we can get back to doin’ what most people think we country cops do down here.  Eat donuts and watching wheat grow." He said with as little courtesy as he could afford.

	 

	"Sorry Sergeant Adams. I’ll get there as soon as I can."  

	 

	Sergeant Adams didn't much like city types.  So, he enjoyed sticking it to them every chance he got.

	 

	"Very obliging of you. Our crime scene is at Sugar Loaf Hill near the Cape Naturalist Lighthouse," his tone laced with self-satisfaction.

	 

	Rebecca walked back to the desk and gingerly nestled the receiver of the phone back in its cradle and looked up.  At the same moment every Detective in the room suddenly remembered they were eaves dropping and returned to their work. Rebecca grabbed her jacket from the back of her chair and made a bee line for the door.  

	 

	Her blue Commodore was parked in the garage.  She threw her coat into the passenger seat and slipped into the driver's seat.  She pulled out of the parking area and headed off towards the Bussell Highway.  After a brief stop at a drive through coffee kiosk she gunned the Commodore through the roundabout and sped off in the direction of Dunsborough.

	 

	 

	 

	The front counter at the Dunsborough Police Station, had been busy most of the morning.  Several News vans parked outside and all their camera operators and reporters were jostling for position just outside the front door waiting for a statement. Several Police officers sat at their desks answering calls trying desperately not to make eye contact with the reporters peering in through the windows.  

	 

	Sergeant Adams sat in his office surrounded by panelled glass.  The only wall in the office was covered in photos and newspaper clippings.  However, there was one item smack dab in the centre. A signed Peel Thunder football jersey mounted in a walnut finished frame.

	 

	Sergeant Adams was still upset by the call.  His face still flushed and red.  "Great.  That’s just what we need. Some Detective's over inflated ego. " 

	 

	He unbuttoned the top button of his shirt and pulled his collar down a little.  He reached into his top drawer and pulled out the remote control for wall mounted air conditioner and pressed what he thought was the temperature button.  The temperature didn't change but he did manage to inadvertently turn the unit off. This created a stream of swear words.  He was about to throw the control across the room when the door creaked an Steve walked into the office holding two cups of coffee.

	 

	"Everything ok there Hank?" Steve said while trying to find an empty space on the desk to put the cup down.  Finally, realising this was a losing battle and just hands the cup to the Sergeant. "White and one, right?"

	 

	Sergeant Adams reached over and took the cup from Steve.

	 

	"Yeah, thanks." He answered taking a big swig of the coffee. Took a deep breath and then in a moment of uncharacteristic focus slowly pointed the control at the air conditioner and pressed the appropriate button. It gave a compliant beep and cool air came flooding back into the room again. He then tossed the control back in the drawer and leant back in his chair letting the caffeine kick in.

	 

	"Just got off the phone with the Major Crimes in Bunbury. Bunch of upstart ‘know it all’s’. You’d think they would show more respect." He said not expecting an answer.

	 

	Steve moved some papers from the chair to the desk and sat down.

	 

	"Now Hank I know they can come across as arrogant, but they are just trying to do their job, same as you." He said gently.  Not willing in incite a further outburst.

	 

	"I guess you’ve worked with your fair share of Detective types yourself?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	This time it was Steve's turn to look out the window. It had been sometime since he had last talked to Detectives. It had been six years since he left Sydney and with the life he had built.  A life filled with success, but little else.  Finally, the only thing he could come up with was "Yep. Remember Hank I used to be one"

	 

	"Did it ever get easier to deal with them?" Sergeant Adams continued.

	 

	"Nope."

	 

	"Thanks.  You’re a great help." Sergeant Adams conceded

	 

	Steve just laughed and took another sip of coffee.  Although he tried, he could not hide the grimace on his face at the taste of the cheap instant coffee.

	 

	"You’re welcome." Steve answered as soon as his face returned to its normal expression.

	 

	Sergeant Adams smiled and took another sip himself.  He liked the coffee.  For him bitter was better.

	 

	Jimmy stuck his head in the door. "The guys from over at the lighthouse called.  They found the shoot site." He announced excitedly.

	 

	Sergeant Adams hurriedly raised himself out of his chair and grabbed his hat off the hook behind the door.  Jimmy was already outside trying to fight his way through the reporters. Sergeant Adams moved across his office and turned as he reached the doorway.

	 

	"Well you going to just sit there all-day Preacher, or are you coming with?" He barked. Steve jumped up and followed Hank out the door.  Hank stopped at the front door and turned to the duty Constable at the main counter. "Call the Bunbury Major Crimes dispatcher and tell them to let Detective Johnson know to meet us at the Cape Leeuwin Lighthouse."

	 

	The constable gave a affirming thumbs up and picked up the phone and dialled. 

	 

	Steve left the coffee cup on the counter near the door and followed Sergeant Adams out of the office.  As soon as Sergeant Adams came out the front door a barrage of questions came from the waiting reporters.  Sergeant Adams' response to each microphone thrust at him was the same.

	 

	"We cannot comment on an ongoing investigation."

	 

	It never ceased to amaze Steve.  This feeding frenzy for information.  Each reporter shouting at once, none of them listening.  Trusting their footage and recordings for the scraps of information and video bytes they could feed back to their respective TV and radio channels.

	 

	Jimmy had the engine going in the police twin cab and the two of them piled into the car.  Jimmy gunned the engine as Steve struggled to find the buckle of the seat belt while being thrown around in the back like a large sack of horse feed.

	 

	"What's the matter Pastor?  Never been in the back seat of a cop car before?" Sergeant Adams laughed.

	 

	Steve finally managed to wrestle the belt into submission and with the all familiar, and completely reassuring 'click', it snapped into place he answered.

	 

	"Nope. Not in the back."

	 

	The next 10 minutes were a roller coaster ride.  Jimmy knew his way around the area, and it was clear he also wanted to get his boss there as soon as he could. The one good point was that the trip was mercifully shorter than it could have been. In no time Steve could see the white edifice of the Lighthouse rise up in front of him as the car rounded the bend into the parking area. Jimmy slid the car to a halt. Steve paused as he undid the buckle on the seat belt.  He made a mental note to bring his own vehicle next time.

	 

	Another officer waved at them from a hundred metres away and they set off through the bush to the left of the lighthouse, leaving a car park full of bemused and slightly startled, sightseers.

	 

	They made their way past the sparse tree lined slope and came out on the brow of a hill overlooking the Bay. The usual crime scene people were milling around. Police tape stretched between several trees served as a barrier. A Police photographer was snapping photos of a small object on the floor.  He was crouching down and shooting from various different angles.

	 

	Another Sergeant stood looking down towards the coast. Hearing the familiar tone of his fellow Sergeant he turned and walked back towards the crime scene. Sergeant Grayson was another career Police Officer on loan from Margaret River.

	 

	"Hey there Brad!" Sergeant Adams said holding his hand out.

	 

	"Good to see you Hank." Sergeant Grayson answered.

	 

	The two of them walked over to the bluff and looked off down the coast. In the distance they could see the blue uniforms of the other police guarding the scene at the rock.

	 

	"You think some guy fired a rifle from here and shot a man clear across there?" Sergeant Grayson asked.

	 

	"That’s what it looks like." Sergeant Adams answered. Both still staring at the distance between where they were standing and the other crime scene.

	 

	Sergeant Grayson turned and looked at Sergeant Adams shocked.

	 

	"Hell of a shot." Sergeant Grayson said shaking his head. "How are you doing over there in Dunsborough Hank?"

	 

	"Doing fine. Usual antics to contend with every summer, but they keep it safe for the most part."

	 

	"How are Sally and the boys?" Sergeant Grayson continued.

	 

	"She fine too.  Jesse is starting Footy this year." Sergeant Adams added.

	 

	"That’s great Hank." Sergeant Grayson then turned and stared off down the coast again. "What kind of gun can make that kind of shot?"

	 

	"We don’t know yet." Sergeant Adams offered.

	 

	Sergeant Grayson turned back and gave his attention to the crime scene once again. The two of them then walked back to where the other officers were standing.

	 

	"Who’s your friend?" Sergeant Grayson asked gesturing at the only person there not in a uniform. 

	 

	"This is Pastor Steve Jerveson.  He’s with the Hopes Landing Community Church back in Dunsborough." Sergeant Adams answered.

	 

	Sergeant Grayson gave Hank a look of complete confusion. "Taking work safety a bit far aren't you? Having your own counsellor on site."

	 

	"I’ll explain later.  He has some expertise in profiling and is helping us out." Sergeant replied shrugging to his friend.

	 

	"Pleasure to meet you Sergeant Grayson." Steve said shaking his hand.

	 

	"Good to meet you too Pastor." Sergeant Grayson replied still a little confused.

	 

	"What did you find Brad?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"As far as we can see this was the shoot site.  Strange thing is everything was still here. He left everything for us to find.  Right out in the open." Sergeant Grayson said squatting down.

	 

	The three of them looked down at the items lying in the dust. Steve had seen this kind of thing before.  It was a large army green ammo box.  But the green colour was the wrong shade and the lettering was not in English.

	 

	"Is this the way you found it?" Steve asked.

	 

	"This isn’t my first dance Pastor!" Sergeant Grayson offered, not too politely.

	 

	"I didn’t mean it quite that way Sergeant Grayson. I know your guys are very professional and would have treated it perfectly.  It's just that it can tell us a lot just by the way it is. The way a killer arranges the scene tells you a lot about their Psychological Profile.  For someone to take this much care setting everything up and leaving it here for us to find..." he paused slightly. ".. They’re trying to tell us something." Steve answered trying to open the lid with a pencil.

	 

	"Like what?" Sergeant Adams asked gruffly.

	 

	"It is not likely to be a crime of opportunity. A heck of a lot of planning went into this.  The whole thing feels staged.” Steve answered.  

	 

	"For who’s benefit?" Jimmy asked.

	 

	"Ours." Steve answered still focussing on trying to get the box open.

	 

	"Saw that one coming!" Sergeant Adams remarked shaking his head.

	 

	“It’s definitely pre-meditated." Steve announced. “A lot of planning has gone into this.”

	 

	 

	 

	Back in the car park a blue Commodore pulled up next to the patrol car.  Rebecca grabbed her jacket and climbed out and walked towards a uniformed officer pulling her jacket on.  She flashed her credentials and after getting instruction from the Constable, made her way toward the crime scene. 

	 

	It did not take her to long to realise that she should have changed her shoes first. She was quite annoyed by the time she made it through the trees. She had to stop twice just to empty the sand out of her court shoes.

	 

	Seeing the police tape as she exited the last row of trees, "Which one of you is Sergeant Adams?" She said ducking under the tape and brushing bits of Bottlebrush petals off her blazer.

	 

	"That would be me." Sergeant Adams answered not even trying to hold back the smile that now was quite evident on his face.

	 

	Rebecca walked up to the group and put her hand out to Sergeant Adams.

	 

	"Detective Rebecca Johnson, your office said this is where I could find you." She turned to the other Sergeant. "And you would be?" 

	 

	"Sergeant Brad Grayson. Margaret River Station." Shaking her hand.  

	"Which makes you?" she asked turning to Steve.

	 

	"Don’t ask!" Sergeant Adams answered.

	 

	"The name’s Steve." Steve answered shaking her hand.

	 

	Sergeant Adams looked at his watch very obviously.  He was trying to milk this for all he could get out of it.  Sergeant Grayson noticed and smiled.  He had had his fair share of Detective types as well.

	 

	"I see it took you less than an hour!" Sergeant Adams said smiling at Rebecca.

	 

	"Yes.  Sorry about before." Rebecca offered.

	 

	"Don’t let it worry you." Sergeant Adams replied.

	 

	"What have we got here?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"Early this morning an elderly man was shot on the other side of the bay.  By the trajectory of the shot it was felt the placement of the shooter was on this side of the bay.  Sergeant Grayson contacted us a short while ago to let us know what he had found." Sergeant Adams replied.

	 

	"My men discovered the scene a little while ago.  This is the only thing here." Sergeant Grayson added pointing towards the ammo box.

	 

	"Has anyone opened the box?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"No. Ma'am." Sergeant Grayson replied.

	 

	"Detective Johnson will be fine." She retorted. "Shall we get this opened?" Rebecca added her focus now completely taken up by the box.

	 

	"Sounds like a plan to me." Sergeant Grayson answered.

	 

	Sergeant Grayson gestured to a forensic technician who then opened the box.  He carefully pried open the lid. Once he was convinced there was no booby traps, he opened it the rest of the way.  After photographing the contents and their location he took each of the items out and laid them out on the pre-prepared ground sheet.

	 

	The box was mostly empty.  There were three pictures of a Russian soldier. One of the technicians passed her a set of blue gloves and she put them on. The photos were faded and grainy.  The Russian soldier was young, standing proudly holding a large black rifle. Rebecca turned it over carefully.  There was writing on the back in a strong flowing script.

	 

	All she could make out was 'Vladimir' and a date 12/6/1955. She placed the photo down and picked up a small key.  The key was stamped with the name of The Geographe Bay Locksmith in Bunbury.  

	 

	Carefully she picked up one of the photos.  It had a large red ‘X’ scrawled on it and written in red below the mark were the words, 'For a crime against My Humanity'.  Steve noted that the words were neatly written, whoever had written it had taken their time and made sure the words were clear.

	 

	Steve looked at the other items carefully and then turned to Sergeant Adams.

	 

	"A photo of a soldier in what looks like a Russian uniform.  In an ammo box with foreign lettering on it." Steve mentioned turning to Sergeant Adams. "What nationality was the victim?"

	 

	"Considering what is in the box do you really need to ask?"

	 

	"We’d need to be sure." Steve asked.

	 

	Jimmy took his notebook out of his shirt pocket and flicked through a couple of pages.  He stopped and went back to a previous page.

	 

	"He was a Russian immigrant. Came to Australia in the late 60’s."

	 

	Steve nodded slightly and taking a set of gloves for himself he picked up the photograph.

	 

	"This was very personal." He said finally.

	 

	Rebecca looked at Steve. "Well.  This is getting to be more interesting every minute."

	 

	"Worth the drive?" Sergeant Adams asked smirking.

	 

	Rebecca just ignored his lame jibe and answered the question anyway.

	 

	"Looks that way.  Let's have a look at the other crime scene."

	 

	"If you like." Sergeant Adams suggested.

	 

	The small group then made their way back through the trees to the waiting vehicles and the growing number of bystanders.  Several TV Crews were trying to get past the constable, but with little success. The group pushed their way through the crowd and opened the doors of the vehicles. Jimmy and Sergeant Adams in the patrol car and Steve decided it would be safer if he rode with Rebecca in the Commodore.

	 

	The first scene was wrapping up.  There was still police tape marking off the no access area, but most of the officers had moved to the other scene.  All that was left was the forensic team and a couple of uniformed constables keeping on lookers at bay.

	 

	Rebecca opened the boot of the Commodore and pulled out a pair of running shoes and put them on.  Steve looked on amused and then realised how completely reasonable this was. 

	 

	Rebecca looked up and saw the look on Steve's face.

	 

	"Sand is hell when you're wearing heels." She said with a smile.

	 

	"If you say so." Steve replied.

	 

	The two of them ducked under the Police tape and made their way down to the rock.  They were facing the rock and looking at the evidence bags the forensic team was putting away. The scrunching of sand under foot informed them that Sergeant Adams and Jimmy had arrived.  Jimmy pulled out his notebook and flipped to the right page.

	 

	"The victim's name was Vladimir Rustikof.  87 years old.  His driver's licence lists his address as Margaret River." Jimmy mentioned reading as he went.

	 

	"Any clues as to why he was here?' Rebecca asked.

	 

	"Not that we could see." Sergeant Adams offered. He gestured impatiently to Jimmy who handed him a large evidence bag with the photo in it. "This is all we found at the sight, but they are still processing the victim’s car." 

	 

	Rebecca looked back towards the carpark and noted the Mercedes surrounded by Police tape.

	 

	"Same picture we found up on the bluff." Rebecca noticed.

	 

	"From the trajectory, weather conditions as well as witness statement it puts the time of death just before six in the morning." Steve mentions.

	 

	Rebecca stood up and looked off in the direction of the other crime scene.

	 

	"That's quite a shot.  How many gun shots did the witness say they heard?' Rebecca asked.

	 

	"One but it echoed around quite a bit." Jimmy answered checking his notes.

	 

	"One shot!" Rebecca repeated." That's a hell of a shot."

	 

	"With the distance being so great the Coriolis effect comes into play." Steve said looking off in the same direction.

	 

	"What's the Coriolis effect?" Jimmy asked.

	 

	"Because the world is turning at 46 metres per second. A shot at this range takes a lot longer than normal to reach its target.  Therefore, when the shot is fired the person could be as much as ten meters away from where they were when the shooter pulled the trigger.  That has to be calculated and added into your targeting equation." Rebecca answered. “It’s similar to where you are hunting a moving target.  You have to lead the target, or you will miss.  In this case the target isn’t moving, but the ground beneath it is.”

	 

	Steve was quite impressed.  Sergeant Adams on the other hand just stood there with his jaw dropped.

	 

	"Ok guys don't be so obvious. They do teach us something at the Academy." Rebecca announced.

	 

	"Which makes the fact that they only needed one shot really important." Jimmy said scratching his head.

	 

	"Yep.  Your usual gun club member could not make a shot like that." Steve answered.

	 

	“The weapon itself would not be a generic hunting rifle either.  This would have to be a specialised piece of hardware.  Even a high-end hunting rifle wouldn’t have the range and accuracy for something like this.” Sergeant Adams added.

	 

	"Do you and your constable want to check out any connection to the victim?" Rebecca said turning back to Sergeant Adams.

	 

	"Sure." Sergeant Adams answered.

	 

	"Then Steve and I will check out the Locksmith in Bunbury. Is that fine with you Sergeant Adams?" She asked.

	 

	"Sounds great." Sergeant Adams answered smirking even wider.

	 

	"I’ll wait until forensics have finished and then send the findings through to your office. Ok Hank?" Sergeant Grayson offered.

	 

	"Thanks Brad." Sergeant Adams answered shaking Brad's hand.

	 


CHAPTER 3:

	 

	The man walked up the gravel path to his house.  He could hear the friendly barking of his dog coming from the rear of the house.  He reached for the screen door and it gave a long painful squeak as he pulled it open.  He unlocked the front door and walked in still carrying the long leather case.

	 

	Placing the case on the table he carefully unzipped the case and placed the long rifle on its custom-made stand.  The barrel and stock fitted perfectly in the wooden cradle.  Reaching into the cupboard next to the desk, he placed a small plastic case on the desk next to the rifle.  Then with deft and practiced hands he stripped the rifle down cleaning each part meticulously.  This took him nearly 30 minutes to complete.  Then returning the unspent cartridges to their box he placed them, and the plastic case, back in the cupboard.

	 

	Only once this had been complete did the rest of his world come back into focus.  He could hear the dog barking.  The wind blowing gently through the trees.  He turned and walked over to large wooden bookcase and took a small shot glass from the shelf.  He poured a full glass from the Vodka bottle next to it and raised it slightly.  "For you father." he said in finely rehearsed Russian, and then drank the Vodka down in one gulp.  He replaced the glass and picked a red permanent marker and made a large red cross on the calendar hanging on the bookcase.

	 

	He walked through to the kitchen and poured some more dog pellets into the dog bowl and placed it outside.  After a brief moment of assuring his dog he would return, he went back inside.

	 

	A small blue and white esky sat on the kitchen table.  Collecting a washcloth from the sink he crossed to the esky.  The lid gave a familiar ‘pop’ as he removed it. He then wiped out the inside of the esky with the cloth.  He turned and opened the fridge door which gave a well-practiced squeak. The fridge light came on and bathed the kitchen in a soft yellow glow.  He picked up the sandwich he had prepared the night before, as well as 2 pieces of fruit and a bottle of flavoured water.  These fitted perfectly in the little esky.  Then closing the lid, and the fridge door, he walked to the front door, picked up his keys, he locked the front door and out into the early morning breeze.

	 

	 

	 

	Rebecca and Steve sat in the blue commodore as it cruised along the Bussell Highway towards Bunbury.  It had been almost 30 minutes since anyone had spoken.  Steve was staring out the window immersed in the machinations of the case and watching the countryside sweep by.  As the farms and occasional vineyard would come into view and then disappear behind them, all the while nursing the coffee they had picked up on the way.  Rebecca was also thinking about the case, but there was another thought nagging at her mind.  One that her curiosity would not let go of.

	 

	Who was this guy and what was he doing so embedded in this case?  He didn't carry himself like a Detective, but he certainly knew what he was doing.  Finally, she decided that this niggling question had to be dealt with. 

	 

	"So, what is your connection to this case?" She asked half blurting it out.

	 

	Steve kept looking out the window. He had been in this position before.  Generally, people are just curious or have some other reason for asking.  So, he decided to go with his standard response.

	 

	"I’m just helping out." he answered.

	 

	"I get the regular police types. But you don't seem to fit in with them. What line of work are you in?" She continued.

	 

	Steve hesitated a little.  Not because he was ashamed or embarrassed, simply because it created more questions than it answered. Trying to explain why a "man of the cloth" was involved in this kind of an investigation.  But he could tell she was not going to settle for his automated defence mechanism. So, reluctantly, he thought he had better just tell her the truth.

	      

	"I’m the Pastor of Hope Landing Community Church." Steve finally answered.

	 

	Rebecca turned and stared at Steve for an uncomfortable time.  Not uncomfortable for her, but Steve was getting nervous about how long she had not been looking at the road. Steve gingerly pointed at the road ahead of them and she broke her gaze away.

	 

	"I know we have to be aware of the toll it takes to investigate murders but having a Pastor on a murder case.  Isn't that taking the whole 'mental health' thing bit a little too far? Even for this part of the country?' she asked shaking her head slightly bemused.

	 

	Steve marvelled at how often this was the standard response to what he did.  Then he briefly turned his attention out of the window again.  He enjoyed being a part of the case.  It brought back feelings of accomplishment and value, but it also brought up other emotions as well.  Painful ones. 

	 

	"I’m not involved because of my current vocation.  I was with a behavioural profile unit in Sydney for quite some time.  Most of the Officers in this area are great at your usual crimes, but when it involves in depth psycho analysis of the subject, they sometimes give me call." He answered turning back to her.

	 

	"Impressive.  How did you get into your current line of work?  Being a cop not challenging enough?" She asked

	 

	Another vineyard shot by.  Steve noticed that they had a restaurant attached to it.  He didn't mean to pause. His mind just drifted away.  This time not on the details of the case.  Something else, something distant, and something personal.

	 

	"Hello! Steve! You still with me?" Rebecca asked in a slightly raised voice.

	 

	"Sorry.  Off in another world. Let’s just say the change in vocation was not something that I was expecting. You could say the choice was made for me" He answered.

	 

	"Whose choice was it?" she asked her brow showing the slight confusion she was feeling.   

	 

	"God’s!" Steve replied matter of factly.

	 

	Rebecca laughed at little and smiled at him.

	 

	"Sorry Steve, that just sounds funny. I just had this mental image of covert spiritual ‘grab’ teams in blacked out church busses grabbing random people off the streets and 'drafting' them into God's Army?" She laughed again and then stopped mid laugh. Then she turned quickly and stared at him perplexed. "Why would God use a cop anyway?"

	 

	Steve looked at her with mock indignation.

	 

	"You got something against cops?" He asked with more than a hint of sarcasm.

	 

	"No way.  Some of my best friends are Police Officers." She answered trying to dig herself out of the hole she just fell into. "Plus, I'm one, don't forget that."

	 

	"Yep, the handcuffs and gun gave that away?" Steve said with a smile on his face. "You just don’t think a Police Officer has the proper qualifications to be a Pastor, right?" He continued.

	 

	"Come on you have to admit, it does seem a bit odd." She countered.

	 

	Steve's smiled.

	 

	"Not as much as you would think, depending on the church that is." He replied quietly laughing at some memories that floated into his consciousness. 

	 

	Then another memory surface and his smile evaporated.  He turned and looked out the window again. 

	 

	Rebecca looked at him again.  Did she pick up on something? "Ok Steve spill the beans. What did you just remember?"

	 

	"What do you mean?" he replied not willing to let her in just yet.

	 

	"I saw that look.  There is something else." She paused, Steve didn't take the bait. "Come on, I'm a cop.  You know they train us to pick up on that sort of thing."

	 

	"Let’s just say that the line between Law Enforcement and Ministry became very personal." He said softly.

	 

	"So, that qualifies you to be a Pastor? How?" She asked, picking up that there was more.  Something that held pain for Steve.

	 

	"You can’t walk through a sewer without getting some filth on you." His voice was distant, soft and reflective.

	 

	"You lost me on that one." She said turning to Steve.

	 

	Steve was in no hurry to answer her question. He stared out the window for several minutes.  Several farms and a Cheese factory swooped past.  Rebecca could feel the atmosphere in the car change dramatically as Steve processed the memory once again.

	 

	"My younger sister was raped and killed back east." he replied finally.

	 

	She turned to him shocked.  Not just at what he had said but also the manner in which he said it.  There was deep emotion there. Silence returned to the car. This time it was Rebecca who was in no hurry.  She always did this. Pushed people too far.  Whether it was a subconscious response to intimacy, as her last boyfriend had told her, or perhaps an insatiable need for more information, she didn't know.  What she did know was that pushing people is also what made her good at her job.  For that reason she didn't want to change.

	 

	It did mean that there were times she would regret it though. This was one of those times.

	 

	"Sorry.  That cannot have been easy? Especially for someone on the force." She said gently.

	 

	Steve tore himself away from the window and looked at Rebecca. It had been long enough that even though the memories evoked a strong emotional response, he was somewhat at peace with it.

	 

	"It wasn’t." He said.

	 

	Rebecca didn't like the emotions she was feeling, so another of her defence mechanisms kicked in. Her professional persona. The denial of emotion and complete focus on the task. For some reason she thought it was the way all cops were. Almost one of those unspoken, unwritten conditioning points dealt with at the academy.

	 

	"I suppose you made it your life’s goal to track him down?" She responded.

	 

	"No.  Actually, I quit” He answered looking out the window again. 

	 

	Rebecca said nothing.  She could see he wasn’t finished, so she just let him answer in his own time.

	 

	It took a minute or two, but finally Steve completed his thought. 

	 

	“I was too close to it I guess." Steve said smiling slightly and then turning back once again to his safety zone of the window.

	 

	"So how did you go from being a profiler to being a Pastor?" She asked, and then chastised herself for yet again pushing too far.

	 

	"That’s another story." He said not moving from the window.

	 

	"I’m all ears." she said.

	 

	"Maybe later." Steve answered.

	 

	Steve’s mind drifted off once again.  As the countryside slid by, he could see it all as if it happened only the day before.

	 

	 

	 

	Steve’s sister lay on the hospital bed surrounded by all manner of machines.  Each making a different noise.  Tubes ran in every direction. Tears strained at the edges of his eyes.  He wanted to allow the pain and grief he felt to come to the surface.  To lose himself in the moment and just be a normal brother, but he couldn’t.  This was his sister and the only family he had left. So, he pushed down the grief and it was replaced by rage.  His hands shook and his shoulders trembled and cavitated. The fight, flight or freeze response was firmly set in fight mode. His right hand rubbed the stock of the Police issue 9mm Glock 17 in the holster on his right hip.

	 

	“Stevie.” A soft voice said beside him.

	 

	Steve turned to see his sister’s eyes opening. “Hey Sis.” He said now rubbing her hand instead of the gun at his side. “You doing ok?” he asked.

	 

	“Sore.  Pretty much everywhere.” She replied, her voice was now a little raspy from the intubation tube they had inserted during the surgery.

	 

	Tears welled up again in Steve’s eyes. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you Sis.”

	 

	“Hey Stevie.  This isn’t your fault.  You have a job to do, and besides it’s not your job to protect me.  That’s God’s,” she said, concern filling her eyes.  She knew what her brother was thinking.  He was good at his job, but the intensity he brought with him could send him down a dangerous path.

	 

	“Well I don’t think God has done a very good job.” Steve replied.

	 

	“Stevie. You know better than that. I have served him in some pretty rough parts of the world and I have been fine.”

	 

	“Yeah, fine.” He said but not very convincingly. “We can talk about that when you feel better.”

	 

	His sister paused and breathed heavily for a moment or two. “Stevie, there isn’t going to be a lot of time.”

	 

	“You’re not going back to India straight away? You have to get better and spend some time here.” He replied admonishingly.

	 

	“No. Stevie.  I am not going back to India at all.”

	 

	Steve looked relieved.  He even managed a smile.

	 

	“Ok, I understand.  That’s a wise choice.  There are plenty of ways you can serve your Lord here in Australia.” He said.

	“No Stevie.  What I mean is that I won’t be going anywhere.”

	 

	Steve was confused. “What are you saying?”

	 

	“I’m saying that the operation only bought me some time.  Precious time.  My injuries are too severe.  The Doctor says I have a couple of days at best.”

	 

	“No!” Steve shouted. “There must be something they can do.” 

	 

	His Sister held his hand again. “Stevie.  You must not blame yourself for this.”

	 

	Steve pulled his hand away and stormed to the window, staring out in the inky blackness.

	 

	“Of course, I don’t blame myself.  I blame that monster.  I promise you Sis I will hunt him down and send him to talk to your Lord about what he did to one of his servants.” 

	 

	There was enough venom and spit in his sentence to worry his sister.

	 

	“Stevie!” she called out. “It is not your job to avenge me, that is God’s business.”

	 

	“Yeah well I can help!” Steve answered.

	 

	“God doesn’t need help in this area.  He dealt with all of it on the cross.”

	 

	“What?” Steve said turning back from the window. “You’re dying and you decide this is the moment you’re going to try and convert your ‘heathen’ brother.”

	 

	“Can you suggest a better time? Besides time is the one thing I have a short supply of and so I want to make the most of it.”

	 

	“I guess not.” Steve replied, his eyes reddening once again. 

	 

	“Listen, I need you to do something for me?” She asked.

	 

	“Anything.” He answered.

	 

	“I am not going to be able to return to my mission field, but I have things that need to go back. I would like you to take them for me.”

	 

	“What? Is that all you can think about right now?  I need to find the guy who did this to you.  I can’t go to another continent on a delivery trip.” He said, his annoyance barely hidden.

	 

	“Listen Stevie.  I know you.  If you get involved, you are going to lose yourself and end up doing something that could end your life or at least your career.” She said trying to explain the reasons for her request.

	 

	“I can’t Sis. I have to get this guy and make him pay for what he has done to you.” He said turning to the window again.

	 

	“Stevie, this is my dying wish.  I want you to go to India, leave the case to your team and do as I ask. Please.” She pleaded.

	 

	Steve stood there, emotions running rampant.  Different feelings surfacing, only to be replaced by another one.  His devotion to his sister or his pain and grief.  He couldn’t decide.

	 

	“Stevie, please.  Do this for me.” She said gently.

	 

	His devotion won.  He turned and walked to the bed.  He placed his hand on hers.

	 

	“For you Sis, anything.”

	 

	Steve barely left her side for the next three days.  In that time, she walked him through what needed to be done before he went and while he was in India.  But she also walked him through the gospel story at the same time.  By the time she could no longer speak she was comforted by the fact that she had given her brother all he needed.  Not only to be her delivery boy, but for the Holy Spirit to reach his heart and soul. On her final morning, Steve stood at the end of her bed watching her breathe.  Difficult though it was.  His sister opened her eyes and saw him standing there.  A smile grew on her face.

	 

	“Gracie.” He said, tears flowing freely now. “I want to ask Jesus into my heart.  I want to be a Christian, just like you. Tears flowed from her eyes now too.  She gestured to him to come next to her and he knelt down beside her bed.

	 

	Over the next two minutes she led her brother to the throne of Christ. He repeated the prayer she taught him.  

	 

	Somewhere Angels sang.  They sang for the soul of the man who’s name now resided in the Book of the Saved, and they sang their beloved sister in the arms of her waiting father.

	 

	Steve finished his prayer and opened his eyes.  Gracie was gone.

	 

	 

	 

	The car sped on. Farms slid past with monotonous regularity.  The occasional petrol station or roadside stall broke up the view.

	 

	The scene eventually began to change.  There were more houses now and as they passed the speedway Rebecca could stand the silence no more. Since she could not get the answers she would like she decided to talk about the case.  

	 

	"What’s your take on this case anyway?" She asked.

	 

	“There are some deep-seated emotions controlling our suspect. It strikes me as a revenge killing.  It is very personal to our suspect. Pre-meditated, well planned, and if you’ll forgive the pun, well executed." He answered almost unthinkingly.  Then he paused and let his mind move towards the person and not just the facts. "I believe the killer wants to be caught!"

	 

	"How do you figure that?" She asked surprised.

	 

	"Too much detail.  The killer is leaving a trail.  A heavy one.  Everything the killer has left for us links in as part of his emotional and psychological vindication process." He answered turning to her.

	 

	"You want to back that up and try again." She asked.

	 

	"Don’t they teach psychology at the Academy anymore?" He asked with mock reproach.

	 

	"Must have slept through that class." She answered with a smile.

	 

	Steve smiled too.  For some reason he felt comfortable with her.  Maybe it was reminiscent of having a partner, or perhaps it could be attraction.  Either way there was a modicum of lightness in their interaction.

	 

	"Well let me remind you.” He said with a cheeky grin. “The shooter, or suspect is desperate for people to know that this was not just a random act of violence.  He/she needs us to know and understand why they killed this man.  It lets them off the hook psychologically." He explained. Perhaps a little slower than usual. He too was having a gentle piece of fun at Rebecca's expense.

	 

	Rebecca returned his impish smile.  She had felt the connection too.  But her emotional defences were well entrenched and not open to attack. Yes, she was intrigued by this man, but until that morning she had never met him.  She broke away from her thoughts.

	 

	"Why off the hook?" she asked.

	 

	"If they can get people to understand why they did what they did, there is a chance they will sympathise with their actions.  That whatever pushed them to commit this crime is almost justified.  In their mind it changes them from being a monster to a victim themselves and someone who is just deeply troubled."

	 

	"They actually think that is going to work?"

	 

	"It does work.  Why do you think defence Attorneys try so hard to get the jury to connect with the person behind the criminal?  By personalising them, they identify with their struggle making what they did almost normal."

	 

	"We live in a very strange world." Rebecca said finally.  She had seen this before.  It never really connected with her that it was a deliberate strategy though.

	 

	"It’s only going to get worse." Steve said returning to his window.

	 

	"What does that mean?" she asked this time completely confused.

	 

	"One of those deep and meaningful Christian ‘End times’ things. That’s an answer for some other time."  

	 

	"Well we’re here anyway." She said as she turned the Commodore into the parking area outside a row of shops next to the highway.  Rebecca saw the Locksmith shopfront and swung into a vacant bay right outside the doorway.

	 

	 

	 

	Many kilometres away a Police car pulled into a large two storey home.  Two uniformed Police Officers got out and approached the door, knocking gently.  An elderly woman answered the door.

	 

	“May I help you?” The woman asked a little shaken by their presence.

	 

	“Are you Mrs Rustikof?” The female Officer asked.

	 

	“Yes. What is this about?” she asked, a growing sense of dread filling her mind.

	 

	The female Officer paused and then with all the gentleness and compassion she could muster she said. “I am sorry to inform you that your husband was killed this morning.”

	 

	Mrs Rustikof knees gave way slightly.  She swooned forwards and the male Officer caught her, holding her up gently.

	 

	“Let’s go inside.” The female Officer said gently leading her to the lounge room.

	 

	“Is there anyone we can call for to be here with you?” The male Officer asked.

	 

	“Peter. Call Peter!” she answered fumbling for her phone on the side table of the entry way. “His number is on the wall.”

	 

	The male Officer helped her through to the lounge and sat her down gently on the couch.  The female Officer flipped out her mobile phone and entered the number she saw on the list placed on the wall above the phone. The phone rang several times and then there was an answer.

	 

	“This is Peter can I help you?” The voice said.

	 

	“Good morning. My name is Senior Constable Jane Hargreaves from the Margaret River Police Department.  We are here at the home of Mr & Mrs Rustikof…” she said but then Peter interrupted.

	 

	“That’s my Grandparents home.  Is everything alright?” He said worriedly.

	 

	“I am afraid that your Grandfather was killed this morning.  Are there any relatives in the area that could be with your Grandmother?” She replied.

	 

	“I am up in Perth at the moment, but I can be there in two and a half hours.” He answered.

	 

	“That will be good.  We can arrange to stay with your Grandmother until you arrive.”

	 

	“Thank you.  I will be on my way shortly.” And with that he hung up.

	 

	Constable Hargreaves closed her phone and walked back into the lounge. She knelt down next to the elder woman touching her gently on the arm.

	 

	“Peter said he is coming straight away. We can stay with you until he gets here.” Jane said gently sitting down next the Mrs Rustikof.

	 

	“Thank you.  Peter is such a good boy.  Always helping.”

	 

	“Would you like some tea?” Jane asked.

	 

	“Yes please.” Mrs Rustikof answered.

	 

	Constable Hargreaves gestured to the male Officer who nodded understandingly and headed off towards the kitchen.  It was going to be a long two and a half hours.

	 

	 


Chapter 4:

	 

	Outside the locksmith shop Steve and Rebecca stepped up to the outer security door. The electronic door alarm chimed as they open the door. The chime was to let people in the rear of the shop know that someone had entered. The inside of the premises was covered in locks and key paraphernalia. Racks of products lined the walls and there were several video displays silently scrolling through their advertisements.

	 

	Steve scanned the shelves and the ads. There were at least 3 companies who felt that their product was the 'Best' lock in the world.  One large display mentioned that their lock could not be picked.

	 

	A voice called out from the back workshop area as they approached the counter.

	 

	"Be right with you!"

	 

	Steve continued his scanning of the shop front.  Then he saw something quite funny, he smiled and shook his head.

	 

	"What?" Rebecca asked catching his smile.

	 

	Steve pointed to just behind the counter.  Right next to the display that announced their locks ‘could not be picked’ was a plastic container with a lock pick set in it and a book entitled 'Lock picking for Dummies.' She shook her head.

	 

	"Good marketing ploy that is." Steve said.  Rebecca looked at him with a confused annoyance. "Create a lock that cannot be picked. Everyone buys it. Then leak the plans on how to pick it. Then everyone needs to buy your new and improved lock.  It doubles your sales potential.” Steve said smiling.

	 

	"You always this cynical?" she remarked.

	 

	"No just an observant student of the human condition." He replied.

	 

	A large set balding man entered from the back workshop.  He was rubbing hard at a chrome piece of a locking mechanism with a red cloth.

	 

	"What can I help you with?" He asked putting the cloth and the lock to one side.

	 

	"I'm Detective Rebecca Johnson with the South West Major Crimes Squad." She pulled out her Identification and flashed it in the general direction of the Locksmith. "I was wondering if you could assist us with some information regarding an ongoing investigation?"

	 

	"Sure, what do you need?" He replied.

	 

	Rebecca reached into her coat pocket and pulled out a small evidence bag that held the key they found in the ammo box.

	 

	"This key was found at a crime scene.  It has your company’s details on it. I was wondering if you could give us some information about it." She asked.

	 

	"Let's have a look." He took the small evidence bag and pressed the key hard up against the plastic.  He could see faint markings stamped into the key. "Yep this is one of mine.  These are secure keys. They are only allowed to be cut by a company that has permission to produce these keys.  See the distinctive twin tooth setup.  Only made by one company. Each one has a distinctive stamping on the head.  Using that I should be able to tell you who ordered it, and which lock it opens." He continued.  He took out a piece of paper and noted down the numbers stamped on the head. He walked out the back to the workshop again.

	 

	"I was hoping that would be the case." Rebecca said as the man left.

	 

	"It would certainly help." Steve added.

	 

	The man returned with more information jotted down on his piece of paper.  He put it down and picked up his red cloth and lock.  Polishing the chrome as he spoke.

	 

	"This particular key is used in secure public lockers. You know the ones they use in sports centres, trains stations, bus stations, and those kinds of places.  This one was ordered by the Bunbury Bus Port for their long-term lockers.  The first four numbers signify the company it was made for and the next three tell you which lock it fits.  This one is for locker twenty three."

	 

	"Thanks for your help." Rebecca said jotting down the details. 

	 

	The Locksmith nodded and returned to the workshop.

	 

	Steve and Rebecca walked back to the Commodore. She pressed the button on the remote and the central locking popped the locks up in unison.  

	 

	"Do you know where the Bus Port is?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Two blocks down from my office." She replied.

	 

	 

	 

	Rebecca and Steve pulled into the parking area of the Bus Port the next day. They could see a number of people putting baggage under each of the buses parked in a neat row. There was a car pulling out of a bay by the front doors, so she waited for them to leave and swung the Commodore into the vacant spot. Rebecca retrieved a small forensics case from the boot as they got out.  She closed the boot and pressed the button on the remote once again.  The doors made a compliant 'clunk' as the lock re-engaged.

	 

	It was a warm day so the cool air blowing out of the sliding door was a welcome change.  There were several rows of chairs just to the right of the doorway and a small kiosk that sold drinks, snacks, newspapers and magazines to the left.

	 

	"Do you have a camera?" Steve asked Rebecca as they approached the counter of the information booth.

	 

	"Yep." She answered pulling her phone out of her pocket. "Gotta love technology." She added.

	 

	The two of them approached the counter and asked where they could find the duty Manager.  The attendant behind the counter pointed off in the direction of a small door to the left of the waiting room. 

	 

	They walked over to the door and knocked.

	 

	“Come in.” A voice replied.

	 

	Steve opened the door and gestured for Rebecca to go first. It was a small room.  Smaller than you would think. Steve noted that it looked like a converted storeroom.  The small desk perched up against the wall.  Paper strewn across it.  There was a small TV screen with a digital video recorder on the right-hand side of the desk.  It kept switching views as they stepped in.

	 

	"I'm Detective Rebecca Johnson with the South West Major Crimes Squad."

	 

	“Geoff Barkley.  Duty Manager.” Geoff replied.

	 

	“We are following up on some leads from a case we are working on.  Would you mind if we have a look in one of your lockers?” Rebecca asked.

	“No problem.  Let me get my keys.”

	 

	“That’s ok.  We need to try ours.” Rebecca replied producing the evidence bag.

	 

	“Ok.  They’re through here.”

	 

	Geoff led them out into the waiting room again.  He closed the door to his office and then walked with them to the rear of the building past the chairs they had seen when they entered.

	 

	They walked through to the back of the lounge area.  Rebecca could see a small ‘Lockers’ sign directly under the toilet sign before you went out to the bus parking area. Turning right they followed the sign to where the lockers were located.

	 

	Two rows of lockers lined both sides of the walkway.  Geoff gestured in their general direction and then stepped back to let Rebecca and Steve through. Rebecca located locker 23 and then knelt down putting the case on the floor.  Opening the lid, she took out a pair of blue forensic gloves and put them on.  She took out a second pair and offered then to Steve, but he just shook his head. Rebecca reached into her pocket and opened the small plastic evidence bag containing the key.  Sliding the key into the lock she turned it to the right, and it clicked open.

	 

	She gently opened the locker door slightly and then shone a light in through the edge of the door to see if there are any wires or traps present.  She turned to Steve who just shrugged. Then with a slow careful movement she opened the locker door.

	 

	Once she was convinced there were no traps, she took her phone out her pocket again and snaps several shots of the inside of the locker.  She gestured for Steve to have a look.

	 

	"What do you think?" She asks.

	 

	Steve stepped up and peered into the locker. The first impression he got was that it looked like a small shrine.  The items inside were intricately arranged.  Not just thrown in.  He could see each item had specific meaning to the person who put them there.  Each item had been placed on purpose.  Now they needed to figure out what that purpose was.

	 

	"This fits the profile.  Order, structure, control. The items in this locker are not only important in and of themselves but how they were placed in here has meaning as well." He said finally.

	 

	"Seems that way." Rebecca agreed.

	 

	Rebecca then took out a small sheet from the case and several evidence bags.  She arranged the bags to one side and then took each item out in turn, photographed them and then placed them on the sheet.

	 

	The first item was a brown leather book.  The notes inside were not type-written.  She could also see this was a journal or diary. Gently she opened the notebook and showed Steve.

	 

	"Do you recognise this language?" She asks.

	 

	"Everything else in this case has a Russian connection.  Odds are this is Russian too." Steve said, not too surprised.

	 

	Rebecca nodded and then placed the book in an evidence bag and put it on the drop sheet.  She reached in and took out a large A4 envelope.  Its edges were yellowed and old.  She carefully removed the contents out of the envelope and snapped another shot of the contents.  There was a very old birth certificate. Only this one was not in Russian. She turned to Steve and pointed to the top of the certificate.

	 

	“It bares the seal of the Commonwealth of Australia.” Rebecca said. 

	“Considering everything else has a Russian connection, I wasn't expecting that." She added.

	 

	"What did you expect?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Oh, I don't know. A signed copy of Karl Marx’s ‘Das Kapital’." She remarked sarcastically. “But I guess I would settle for a signed confession.” She added.

	 

	"That would be nice." Steve added.

	 

	She reached in to get the final 2 items.  The first is a small photo of a woman. 

	 

	"From her dress I would say it's from the late 60's early 70's." Steve offered.

	 

	The final item was an old letter.  The envelope had previously been opened.  Rebecca opened the leaf of the envelope and gently slid the letter out.  She noted that it had the same script and flowing handwriting as the Journal. Closing the letter, she put it back in the envelope and placed it in the evidence bag.

	 

	She took off the gloves and put them back in the case.

	 

	"Well that seems to be everything. I’ll get this back to the lab.  Can I send copies to Sergeant Adams in Dunsborough?" Rebecca said putting each evidence bag carefully in the case and closing the lid.

	 

	"Yeah if you like.  His email address is on the card he gave you?" Steve said.

	 

	"I didn’t think you ‘country types’ knew about email. "She said jokingly. 

	 

	"I am going to tell Hank you said that." Steve replied in an impish tone.

	 

	Rebecca laughed embarrassedly and replied "No don’t!  He already thinks I’m an arrogant big city know it all."

	 

	"Now I wonder who gave him that impression"

	 

	"Ok.  So maybe I came over a little harsh and demeaning on the phone."

	 

	"You think?" Steve added with mock surprise.

	 

	"I’ll make it up to him.  Maybe bring donuts when I come back down." Rebecca replied smiling at her own joke.

	 

	"He prefers double choc muffins." Steve replied.

	 

	"Who would of have guessed." Rebecca said quickly. Steve was going to say something but chose rather to give her an admonishingly look. "Ok Pastor I’ll shut up."

	 

	"Good move."

	 

	They thanked the Manager and walked out the front door of the Bus Port smiling.  The now familiar clunk of the door’s locks greeted them as they arrived at the car.

	 

	"Can I drop you anywhere?" Rebecca asked opening the boot of the Commodore.

	 

	"No. I'll call a friend who can give me a ride back to Dunsborough." Steve replied.

	 

	Steve watched her pull out of the car park and then reached for his phone.  Pulling up the contact he wanted he pressed the call button and waited for them to pick up.  The phone rang several times before the person answered.

	 

	"Hi Eugene, Pastor Steve here.  Can I ask a favour..?"

	 

	 

	 

	A lone figure watched Rebecca in the blue Commodore pull out of the car park in front of the locksmith.  He waited until she was almost out of view and then he started his 4x4 and followed after her leaving Steve standing by the curb.  His clues had worked.  They were following the path he had set.  Trying to remain inconspicuous, he kept his distance but made sure she was heading in the right direction. Just short of her destination he pulled into a petrol station that had a carwash in the back.

	 

	Pulling through, he stopped the car and got out.  This was all going to plan.  The eight dollars in coins clattering in the cigarette ashtray would be the exact amount needed.  Two dollars to rinse, two dollars to wash, and then another two to rinse again.  The last two dollars was for the vacuum.  Standing there with the high-pressure wand in his hand he had a clear view of the front entry of the Bus Port.  Meticulously he cleaned the car.  Not just the side but the bottom as well.  Every piece of evidence must be removed.  Even the tracks of the tyres were high pressure cleaned.  No seeds, rocks or plant material would be found.

	 

	Backing the car to the vacuum bay, he made sure that the rear of the vehicle could not be seen.  Next, he took out a new cloth and wiped down the entire cab of the car.  Only one thing remained, he put the two dollar coin in the machine.  It would be more than enough for his small 4x4.  The car was clean enough already, he just needed to make sure.  Even though his plan was proceeding he couldn’t risk anything going wrong. He moved the gun bag and vacuumed beneath it. Then taking out an industrial sized bin liner he wrapped the gun tightly and placed it neatly in the back of the vehicle.  He closed the rear door and climbed back in.  The car started and he slowly maneuverer the car under a shady tree with a perfect view of the Commodore. 

	 

	 

	 

	Eugene pulled his gold Toyota into the drop off bay at the bus port.  It had only taken him 20 minutes or so and Steve was still nursing the coffee he bought inside.

	 

	“Thanks Eugene.” Steve said climbing in.  Even though summer had not yet arrived the air-conditioning in the car was a welcome break from the heat reflecting off the concrete driveway.

	 

	“No problem Pastor Steve. On my way home anyway.” Eugene replied.

	 

	It was quite a drive back to Dunsborough.  For the first little while no one spoke.  Then Steve though he had better break the ice.

	 

	“You know Eugene, I really appreciate the Church Board allowing me to assist with this investigation.  I know it is taking up more time than expected.” He said appreciatively.

	 

	“The way we see it Pastor, is that you have many gifts, some aren’t needed in the church, but they are needed in the wider community. If we are going to be the kind of witness in our community, we feel the Lord is wanting, then we need to be flexible.” Eugene answered with a smile.

	 

	“I’m not sure this is what you had in mind when you hired me though.” Steve offered.

	 

	“You can say that again.” Eugene laughed. “Not a lot of call for the investigative sciences in the church usually.”

	 

	“You’re right there.” He replied. “I just see it as an outreach as well as meeting the needs in the community.  The people involved may never pop up on our spiritual radar usually, but this case gives us, as a church, the opportunity to reach out to those who are hurt and struggling.”

	 

	“Nice way of putting it.  How long you been rehearsing that sentence?” Eugene asked with a smile.

	 

	“About a week now.  I saw how much time this was taking up and I wanted to have an answer for the inevitable conversation I would need to have with the board.” He replied a little sheepishly.

	 

	“Well as a Board Member I can say that we don’t mind, for now. Although we don’t see the people you are interacting with, we trust you have the Lord’s best interests at heart.”

	 

	“I appreciate that,” he said “but let me know if that changes.  My heart is for the people God has called me to minister to at Hope Valley Community Church.  I also want to make sure I am still accountable to my Board.”

	 

	“That part of your rehearsed explanation as well?”

	 

	“Yep.” Steve replied.

	 

	“Good.” Eugene said with a smile. “As long as you know who to keep happy.” He continued.

	 

	They both laughed out loud at that comment.  For the next several minutes there was silence again and Steve directed his focus out the window.  They were approaching the outskirts of Busselton.  They slowed and took the Bussell Highway exit on the roundabout.  Eugene set the cruise control again and turned slightly to Steve.

	 

	“In all fairness Pastor Steve, we were a little apprehensive when we brought you on board.  Your experience level was, unusual to say the least, but we can’t fault the results.  Even when you started bringing people into the church that made some people feel uncomfortable.” Eugene said in a moment of openness.

	 

	“In what way?” Steve asked a little concerned.

	 

	“Well we have been set in our ways for quite some time now.  Not in such a bad way, just that we didn’t have much new blood coming through the doors.  Other than babies being born that is. The type of people who started coming were not the clean cut ‘ordinary’ types we usually get.” He answered.

	 

	“But these are the types of people that Jesus reached out to.” Steve replied.

	 

	“I know, and I agree that the church should not only welcome all types of people, but they should also prepare the kind of atmosphere where these precious ones who are needing our Lord can feel welcome.”

	 

	“Nicely put Eugene.” Steve offered.

	 

	“Well that is the goal anyway.  The reality brings its own sort of problems.”

	 

	“That’s for sure.” Steve agreed.

	 

	“I guess I am trying to say that even though your approach is not conventional, the fact remains that people are coming and staying.”

	 

	“Well that is more kudos to the church than to me.” Steve said.

	 

	“In what way?” Eugene asked.

	 

	“Well simply put, I can preach all I like but if the people don’t embrace what the Lord has for them and apply it in their own lives it is almost meaningless.  The fact that the church has embraced the ideal that, ‘God’s Grace is needed by all and a free gift to all’, shows in the community they have been able to create.” 

	 

	“Thanks Steve.”

	 

	“My pleasure Eugene.”

	 

	“So how is the big case going?” Eugene asked changing the subject.

	“It’s moving along.  There is more to this case than what is evident at the moment.” Steve replied.

	 

	“What do you mean?  

	 

	“Well we don’t yet have enough facts to build a hypothesis on the ‘who, what and why’.  We know the how and to whom, but the rest is still in flux.”

	 

	“I see.”

	 

	“There is one thing though.” Steve said.

	 

	“What’s that?” Eugene asked getting a little more intrigued.

	 

	“Whoever the perpetrator of this act is, there is a huge story behind it.  There is too much evidence.  It’s almost as if the person is trying to get us to see the story behind the act.  Almost as if they are wanting to be caught so their story can be told.”

	 

	“That’s pretty deep.”

	 

	“Well normally people don’t take such pains to communicate why they do something like this.  Most of the time they are trying to keep as little evidence as possible from coming to light.” Steve continued.

	 

	“And this is not the case with this one?” Eugene asked getting a little more interested.

	 

	“No.  This time the killer is walking us through the story, as he wants it told.  Each piece of evidence leads to the next.  Each piece tells more of the story.” Steve replied.

	 

	The church building came into view as they rounded the corner of the street.  Steve could see the church van parked outside.

	 

	“Well I hope it goes well.”

	 

	“I do too.” Steve agreed.

	 

	Eugene pulled up next to the church and Steve climbed out.  He leant in through the window and thanked Eugene for the ride and the conversation.

	 

	“God bless Eugene.” Steve said.

	 

	“You too Pastor.”

	 

	Steve waved goodbye and called a quick "Thank you again." through the window as Eugene drove off.  

	 

	Steve watch Eugene drive away and then walked up to the church door.  After a minute or two Steve was at his desk and jotting down the notes from the day.  Steve had left his vehicle at Police Station earlier that morning, and it was a short walk from his Church office.  The day was pleasant and the walk with give him time to think.

	 

	The office area of the Police Station was just as busy as it was when Steve last walked through the doors.  One of the problems of having a station in a holiday destination, I guess.  Several Officers were taking statements from people who had been the victims of petty crime and an older Lady who was reporting her dog missing.  Steve smiled as the officer tried yet again to tell her that even though she felt like the dog was a member of the family, he couldn't fill out a missing person’s report.

	 

	 

	Sergeant Adams could see Steve standing in the outer office and gestured to him.  Steve walked past the officers and through the glass door into Hanks office.

	 

	"I see you managed to ditch the Detective." Sergeant Adams grinned as he spoke.

	 

	"Yeah.  She has taken the evidence we found in the locker back to her office." Steve replied.

	 

	"What good is it going to do us up there?" Sergeant Adams barked. Yet another example of another department trampling all over his case.

	 

	"Relax Sarg'.  She said she would scan it and email everything through to you." Steve replied trying desperately not to smile.

	 

	"Fine.  When would that be?" Sergeant Adams groaned.

	 

	"Sometime tomorrow."

	 

	"Ok.  What are you going to do now?"

	 

	"Well if you don’t need me, I do have a sermon to prepare for." Steve answered as he walked towards the door.

	 

	Sergeant Adams wasn't really interested, but he thought being polite might be an unusual experience. 

	 

	"That’s fine.  What are you preaching on?" He asked.

	 

	"Death!" Steve called back as he went through the doorway.

	 

	Sergeant Adams stared at Steve as he walked through the office.  

	 

	"Guess I’ll skip that one." He mumbled to himself under his breath.

	 

	Steve laughed as he walked out the door.  He knew his comment would have the desired effect on Hank, and he couldn’t resist the opportunity. Although death was on his mind, it wouldn’t be his next sermon. 

	 

	It didn’t take long to get back to his office.  Positioning himself in front of his, ever so slightly, messy desk.  He surveyed what had become of his, normally, neat and tidy workspace. It was now an eclectic mix of books, reports and photos.  Both from the case and the sermon preparation he had already started.  He turned to the computer screen and its word processing program was still open.  He could see the blinking icon and really wanted to make it move, but nothing was coming to mind and so he had nothing to write.

	 

	He pushed away from his desk, more out of frustration than a desire to do something else.  The case had consumed his thoughts.  Not the details though.  His mind was on the perpetrator.  

	 

	“How could someone do such a thing as this?  What would motivate someone to snuff out a life and then leave a trail to find them?”  These were not unfamiliar thoughts to him, he just hadn’t had to think them in quite a while.

	 

	He stood up and walked over to the little kitchenette in his office.  Clicking the button on the kettle, turned and looked out the window.  He liked looking out windows.  So much was happening, and nothing had anything to do with his new life as a Pastor.  This had jumbled his normal routine and thought processes. Looking out of a window meant he could completely zone out and focus on what has bothering him.

	 

	“I guess they just need you Jesus.” He thought to himself.

	 

	“But then we all need Jesus at some stage.” He added. Jesus had spent time with all types of people, and the religious elite aside, his response to most was to treat them all the same way.

	 

	“What if someone had shown Jesus to this person before he did committed such a hideous act?” He asked himself although he already knew the answer. “Then perhaps things would have ended differently.” 

	 

	His mind began to drift at his own journey to God.  Had it not been for his sister he may have turned out just like this person.

	 

	“I guess I know what you want me to minister on then.” He said to himself.

	 

	Crossing to his chair he sat down, moved the mouse to the blinking icon and began to write. The title “Where would we be but for Christ coming into our lives.” Now sat where the blinking icon had been.  Thoughts began to flow, and his fingers instinctively began to dance across the keyboard.  Steve was on his way.

	 

	The man with the binoculars watched and smiled as the flurry of activity in Steve’s office played out.  He set down the binoculars and reached for his phone. It came to life and bathed the cab of his 4x4 in a blue light.  He was far enough away he wasn’t worried he would be seen and was hidden from prying eyes as well.

	 

	He opened his internet browser and punched in the name of the church.  After a brief second the list came up and he selected the one that seemed to match.  Another second and the church’s webpage came up.  The buttons along the top of the page included the tab ‘Our Team’. He gently touched the tab and a face took up almost all his screen.  There was the face of the man who now sat at his desk busily typing away.  His biography was listed below his photo.  The man scrolled down then stopped.  He read the words twice to make sure he had not mis-read. “Previously a profiler with the Sydney Major Crime Squad…”

	 

	The man picked up the binoculars again and stared at the man below.  This was not expected.  This would have to be dealt with.

	 


Chapter 5:

	 

	Steve's study was pretty normal for a country Pastor.  It was small but lined with bookshelves.  Each filled with rows upon rows of books.  The computer sat off to one side and his desk was strewn with Bibles and commentaries.  

	 

	Today was his sermon preparation day.  He would generally spend time in prayer before preparing his message.  Focussing on the Lord.  Seeking what He would want to say to His people.  Not just being clever for the sake of sounding intelligent. He would then follow that up with a strong coffee.  After that it would be into the books and several hours later, he would emerge with sermon in hand. But not today. For the last 30 minutes he had been staring out the window mulling over the events of the previous day. Then every couple of minutes he would catch himself drifting off and force himself to go back to his books.

	 

	"Come on Steve, this sermon isn't going to write itself." He chastised.

	 

	More as an act of his will rather than any divine inspiration he opened his Bible to Luke 12: 13 – 20. The title of this section read 'The Parable of the Rich Fool'.  Pushing himself back from the desk he started to read the verse aloud.

	 

	“Then one from the crowd said to Him "Teacher, tell my brother to divide the inheritance with me." But He said to him, "Man, who made Me a judge or an arbitrator over you?"  And He said to them, "Take heed and beware of covetousness, for one's life does not consist in the abundance of the things he possesses." Then He spoke a parable to them, saying: "The ground of a certain rich man yielded plentifully.  And he thought within himself, saying, What shall I do, since I have no room to store my crops?  So he said, I will do this: I will pull down my barns and build greater, and there I will store all my crops and my goods.  And I will say to my soul, "Soul, you have many goods laid up for many years; take your ease; eat, drink, and be merry."  But God said to him, Fool! This night your soul will be required of you; then whose will those things be which you have provided?

	 

	He paused and placed the Bible back on the table.  He automatically reached for his coffee cup only to find that he had finished it.  He returned it to its usual position and stared out the window again.

	 

	"I guess we never know do we Lord?" Steve said to himself. “Any of us could go at any moment.”

	 

	Then he bowed his head.  

	 

	"Lord, you know how distracted I am today. I pray that as I prepare for this Sunday’s sermon that you would help me focus. You know my heart. Please Lord I don’t just want to speak well but I really want to communicate your heart to your people.  I know that I am simply the steward of your flock.  That one day I will have to give an account for each and every sermon I preach.  I want to communicate your love in such a way that they will be touched by what you did for them on the cross so many years ago.  I need your guidance, your words and your heart. In your precious name. Amen”

	 

	Then he reached for the note pad by his side and began.  The thoughts tended to flow with a natural progression.  Even when his mind drifted back to the case, he found it ironic how well it applied to what he was ministering on. Although he could not speak of the case, he could see strong parallels.

	 

	He spent the next 2 hours poring over texts. Writing down thoughts then scratching them out again. Checking references and reading them in context.  After making himself his third coffee for the morning he returned to his desk and looked at the pieces of paper covering his desk.  There were scripture references, clues from the case all on the same pieces of paper.  One diagram that had started out as a chart of the course of the human soul, ended up looking like the notes he had taken on the psychological profile of the suspect.

	 

	Steve looked at this montage of purpose lying on his desk.  Two completely different yet connected worlds. One mired in the blood and decay of our physical lives, the other pointing towards a better life of substance and purpose.  The one a tableau of the human condition the other an allegory of God's desire for relationship with his people.

	 

	Both opposite, yet the same.  Steve saw now.  Clearly the Lord showed him how his plan is not just for those who fit our 21st Century ideal of a good person.  His plan included the flotsam and jetsam of the human condition.  He flicked the pages of his Bible over to Romans 5 verse 8.  He looked again at the words.  Words that had brought comfort and healing to so many.

	 

	"But God demonstrates his own love for us in this: While we were still sinners, Christ died for us."

	 

	"So, this is why you involved me in this case Lord.  The two worlds are not so separate after all. You need me to reach this person. Before anything else happens." Steve thought to himself diving back into his preparation.

	 

	 

	 

	Rebecca was sitting at her desk when the Forensic Team Leader walked into her office.  He made a bee line for her desk and sat down in the chair opposite hers.

	 

	“Hey Paul. I take it you finished testing the evidence?” Rebecca asked.

	 

	“Oh Yeah.  Quite an interesting couple of pieces.” Paul replied.

	 

	“In what way? She asked.

	 

	“Well, the leather-bound book turned out to be from northern Europe.  The skin was actually from a Reindeer.  The paper itself was a slightly heavier grain and was not uniform in thickness and feel.” He started. 

	 

	“There was no manufacturing info in it and no water mark on the paper, so I would say it was handmade somewhere in eastern Scandinavia, probably Finland.” 

	 

	“How can you tell that?” Rebecca asked a little sceptical.

	 

	“Well the paper was made from the pulp of a ‘Picea Abies, or ‘Spruce’ Tree, and when you combine that with Reindeer hide, the greatest concentration of the two together is eastern Scandinavia.”

	 

	“Ok. Is that near Russia by any chance?” She asked.

	 

	“They do share a border.” He replied.

	 

	“What about the handwriting in the diary?”

	 

	“That was a form of Cyrillic and from the handwriting analysis, the person who wrote it was educated.  The characters are well formed with no hesitation marks.” He said quite proudly. Then he put his hand up as Rebecca was about to speak. “Before you ask, no, I don’t know what it says.  I have sent it through to a friend at the Australian National University.  He is going to give it to one of the professors in the School of Literature, Languages and Linguistics.”

	 

	“How long will that take?” She asked.

	 

	“No idea.  Let’s just say that if you have someone else who can translate, I would go with that option.” He replied.

	 

	“What about the letter?” She continued.

	 

	“That was in English so I guess you can figure that out.  But I can tell you they were written by the same person.  Even through the characters are different they both had similar markers.  No hesitation, both sloped from left to right, and the writer was right-handed.”

	 

	“How do you know that?” She asked completely impressed.

	 

	“The upward portion of the stroke. Even though both sloped the same way there no smudge marks.  The pen used in the diary was a fountain pen, where the letter was a ball point.  If the writer wrote with a fountain pen, then there would have been some smudging if they were left-handed.” He said just a little pleased with himself.

	 

	“Thanks Paul.  That’s great.  I am truly impressed.” Rebecca conceded.

	 

	“You’re welcome.” He replied standing up.  “Everything is in my report.  I emailed it to you.  You should see it now.” And with that he walked out of the room leaving Rebecca a little bewildered.

	 

	 

	 

	It was nearly dinner time when he finally put his pen down and pushed back from the desk.  He rubbed his neck and eyes and looked over the finished work. After his epiphany his mind had focus and direction.  What poured onto those pages was God inspired. He knew that. His head was now clear, but his heart was heavy.  It seemed quite a contrast to the heavy honesty of his sermon preparation.

	 

	Steve knew what the feeling rising up inside him meant.  He grabbed the hat on the hook by the door. 

	 

	“Ok Lord.  Let’s talk.” He said as he walked out the door into the warm afternoon sun.  

	 

	The path around the park opposite the church had been his prayer walk for as long as he had been at the church.  It offered a space where he could let go of the hustle and bustle of church life and focus on the really important matters.  As it would again today.  For the next hour he would walk and talk with His Lord.

	 

	Not just for his sermon, but for the people who would hear it.  Then his mind turned to the case. He prayed again, this time for the family of the victim.  He prayed for the police involved in the case that they would see what God needed them to see, and that they would be kept safe in their duties.

	 

	Finally, he turned to cause of this pain and suffering.  He prayed for the one who had pulled the trigger.  That God would quiet the conflict in his or her heart and that there would be no more killing.  He also prayed for their soul. That he may get the opportunity to share God’s love with them.

	 

	 

	 

	Rebecca sat at her desk as well. She had been going over the case notes and was also finding it difficult to focus.  She looked out the window and watched a large ship manoeuvre its way laboriously into the port guided by two tugs. Her mind drifted.  Part of her reason for moving to the South West was to be closer to her parents, and to get away from yet another failed relationship.  “Man, I can pick them.” She thought to herself.  But there was one who didn’t fit her usual attraction profile.  She had often found herself drawn to outgoing, adventure prone, muscular types.  The ones who tended to look at their relationships as yet another thing to conquer.  Then why could she not get Steve out of her head.  He was the opposite.  Was it the connection to the case or was there more?  Was it a physical attraction, or perhaps intellectual or psychological?  Maybe even spiritual.

	 

	All she knew was that the thought of seeing him again made her tingle.  Then doubt set in.  Once again, she chastised herself for her foolish emotional wanderings.

	 

	She picked up her pen and was about to scratch out his number from her note pad but couldn’t bring herself to do it.  It took two whole minutes of staring at the number before she threw the pen down and walked off to make herself a cup of coffee.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	At the lonely house a man sat at his desk again. The same light cast an eerie cone of light around him.  Then the tap, tap, tap of little paws broke into his miasmic fog.  The man rose from the desk and walked into the kitchen.  He walked over to the cupboard by the fridge. The puppy followed hoping that food would soon be put into his bowl. Only this time the man did not reach for the dog’s food.  This time he picked up a small handgun.  As he walked to the back door the dog followed obediently behind him.  The man closed the back door and picked up a shovel that leant against the side of the house.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 6:

	 

	Steve walked through the outer office of the Police station again.  Today it was almost empty.  There was the smell of fresh coffee and eggs and bacon floating through the office. Steve walked straight to Hanks office and stuck his head in.

	 

	"Morning Sarg." He called perhaps a little too cheerfully.

	 

	Sergeant Adams looked up and saw the expression on Steve's face.  It was way too early in the morning to be that enthusiastic, he thought to himself.

	 

	"Morning Pastor.  How did the sermon prep go?" he asked.

	 

	"Great. I’ll be slaying them in the pews." Steve replied.

	 

	"Ha ha, very funny." Sergeant Adams replied sarcastically. "Any thoughts on the case?"

	 

	"Did Detective Johnson email those scans through yet?" Steve asked.

	 

	"How should I know!  Jimmy get in here!" Sergeant Adams barked.  Either because of the impertinence of the question or Steve’s over abundant enthusiasm. He wasn't sure.  All he knew was that both were messing with his mood.

	 

	"Yes Sarg?" Jimmy called and then appeared at the door a moment later.

	 

	"How do you work this email thing again." Sergeant Adams growled grabbing his glasses and turning to his computer.

	 

	Steve caught himself just before he let out a huge laugh.  If Rebecca had only known how right she was.

	 

	"What are you laughing at." Sergeant Adams glared at Steve.

	 

	"Oh nothing." Steve said trying desperately to hold back.

	 

	Jimmy came around to the Sergeant's side of the desk.

	 

	"It’s easy Sarg.  You just click on this little icon here and..." He didn't get the chance to finish. Sergeant Adams faced flushed and his eyes flamed with impatience.

	 

	"You tell me “It’s easy” again and I will have you guarding the portable toilets next Australia Day!" he yelled.

	 

	"Sorry Sarg."  Jimmy leant over the Sergeant and clicked on his email icon.  The scene filled with his mail messages and Jimmy scanned through to find the one from Detective Johnson. "Here’s the email." and he steps back allowing Hank to see.

	 

	 

	"Can you print out the pictures?" Steve asked gently.  The comedy moment was not lost on Steve. But showing how funny it really was had the potential of getting him thrown out of the office, or possibly through the window.

	 

	Jimmy looked at the Sergeant.  He said nothing. With the Sarg’ in this mood any wrong step would be severely punished.

	 

	Sergeant Adams finally threw his hands up and announced. "Just do it."

	 

	"They’ll print out on the main printer out in the office." Jimmy offered pointing in its general direction.

	 

	Steve and Sergeant Adams followed Jimmy to the printer.  As they arrived at the printer it was obediently flicking pages into the receiver tray.  Each page contained 2 pictures.  Pictures of the locker and its content clearly visible.

	 

	Steve finally arranged the pages and handed them to Sergeant Adams. He glanced through the photos and then turned back to Steve.

	 

	"Know anyone who speaks Russian?" Steve asked.

	 

	"The victim’s family might." Sergeant Adams offered.

	 

	"Jimmy, grab your keys." Steve said turning to the young Constable.

	 

	Jimmy grabbed his high visibility vest and Police cap and weaved his way through the desks.

	 

	Steve could contain himself no longer.  Even though the comedy of their interactions were entertaining, he couldn’t let the negativity of the situation go.

	 

	“Hank.” Steve said as they walked out of his office. “Why you so hard on Jimmy?  He’s trying his best, and let’s be real, you can be a bit abrasive.” 

	 

	“I can see your point, but he’s my sister’s son.  He’s family.  I can’t cut him any slack.  Besides he is one of the best young officers I have seen.  He could be doing my job in a couple of years.”

	 

	“So, you’re saying you’re doing him a favour?” Steve asked confused.

	 

	“You could say that.” Hank replied.

	 

	“But you still seem to be enjoying giving him a hard time?” Steve pressed.

	 

	“Oh, you bet.  It makes for some interesting family discussion as well.” Hank replied laughing.

	 

	 

	 

	His patrol car was parked out the front in its usual spot.  The three came through the front door of the building at the same time and approached the car.  Jimmy went to the driver's side and Sergeant Adams and Steve both reached for the passenger side doors handle at the same time.  There was an awkward moment while Steve and the Sergeant both look at each other wondering who would be riding up front.

	 

	"I'm not riding in the back Pastor." Sergeant Adams announced.

	 

	"Sorry Hank.  Force of habit." Steve apologised and moved to the back of the car. 

	 

	 

	 

	They drove out of town and made their way towards Margaret River. It only took half an hour to reach the town. The trip was mostly conducted in silence. Jimmy was still not willing to incur the wrath of the Sergeant and Steve was looking through the photos. Trees lining the road gave way to houses. He could see the occasional person in their front yard.  There were also the kids on bicycles along the pathway into town. They turned at the Coffee shop on the main street and headed south.  Two blocks down they turned again. 

	 

	"So, what are you hoping to get out of this little visit?" the Sergeant asked.

	 

	"Not quite sure.  Some background, I guess.  Perhaps some idea of why the shooting took place." Steve answered.

	 

	"Well, as you are not officially part of this little thing we got going here, you won’t mind me taking the lead on this interview. Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"Of course not, Hank." Steve answered.  It made sense.  In his role as Pastor the only reason he would be here is to offer spiritual support. Not be involved in the investigation.

	 

	"But Sarg, Pastor Steve...." Jimmy began to object.  The glare Sergeant Adams gave him was enough to stop him in his tracks.

	 

	"I know darn well what qualifications he has.  But this is a Police matter not a spiritual one." Sergeant Adams turns to Steve, "No offence intended there Pastor."

	 

	"None taken Hank.  I’ll be as quiet as a church mouse." Steve agreed.

	 

	"Yeah, I sure would like to see you do that." The Sergeant's comment dripping with sarcasm.

	 

	Steve just burst out laughing. "Touché Hank." 

	 

	 

	 

	The Patrol car pulled into the driveway of the large 2 storey home.  The front porch with its white pillars filled the front of the house.  A swing hung covered in cobwebs at one end of the porch and a row of red and white roses lined each side of the pathway. Steve noticed a similar model Mercedes to the victim’s car parked along the side of the house.

	 

	 

	Jimmy turned the engine off and the three of them climbed out and walked between the roses up to the porch.  Sergeant Adams knocked on the door, and the three waited. A boy rode past on a bike and the dog behind the gate of the house across the road barked at the supposed intruder to its territory.

	 

	Sergeant Adams was about to knock again when they heard footsteps approaching from inside.  The latch clicked and the door handle turned.  A man in his late twenties opened the door and stood behind the fly screen.

	 

	"Can I help you?" The young man asked quietly.

	 

	 

	"I’m sorry to disturb you at this time. We are assisting with the investigation into Mister Rustikof's death.  We were wondering if we could speak with his wife for a few minutes?” Sergeant Adams offered.

	 

	"Come in." The young man answered opening the flyscreen. 

	 

	They filed through the door in turn and stood in the entry way.  The young man gestured towards the lounge room to the right and they walked through.

	 

	"My Grandmother is resting upstairs, she is taking this very hard. Is there anything I can do?" The young man offered.

	 

	"And you are?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"Peter Rustikof. The man who died was my Grandfather." Peter answered.

	 

	"Our condolences for your loss.” Sergeant Adams offered in a manner that took Steve by surprise.  It was actually nice. "We have some evidence that we were hoping you could assist us with." he added.

	 

	"Anything I can do, of course.  What do you need?" Peter answered.

	 

	"How’s your Russian?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"Passable.  My Grandpa insisted I learn. Dad refused to learn about or have anything to do with his heritage. Grandpa says it was adolescent rebellion. I guess it was also the time in which he grew up.  Anything and anyone Russian was ‘communist’.  He told me many times that he was an “Australian”.  I guess his animosity towards his heritage was just his attempt to fit in." Peter answered.

	 

	"It’s a pretty common response." Sergeant Adams offered. Taking out the scanned photo's he showed them to Peter

	 

	"We also found this picture." Sergeant Adams said handing Peter the photo.  

	 

	"That is a photo of my Grandfather.  By his age I would say it was taken before he left Russia. Where did you get this?" Peter asked.

	 

	"We believe it was left by the killer." Steve said. "I can see he is wearing a uniform. Do you know where he was stationed? Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"He was a prison guard somewhere.  That’s all I know, but I can ask my Grandmother when she wakes up if you think it will help?" Peter replied.

	 

	“We’d appreciate it." Sergeant Adams said. ."These are scans of a diary that we believe may be linked to the killer."

	 

	"We were wondering if you could tell us what it says." Steve asked

	 

	"I can try." Peter replied looking at the pages. "Well it’s a woman’s diary.  She seems well educated.  She is talking about being a refugee.  It seems that she was in one of the western Gulags, she calls it “Arkhangelsk.”.  Her husband’s name was Nikolai. He was shot while they were trying to escape.  She fled west into Finland and was granted asylum in Australia. She was pregnant!  There is some stuff about the father, but it almost seems she is telling the reader about him.  Then it ends shortly after arriving in Perth.

	 

	 

	 

	A GULAG in North Western Russia September - 1960

	 

	 

	"I'm what." Katiya cried staring at the Doctor. Her husband Nikolai squeezed her hand and looked at her in dismay.

	 

	"There can be no doubt." Mikhail, the Doctor answered.  From what I can see you are about 2 months pregnant.”

	 

	The two new parents stared at each other in disbelief.

	 

	“Didn't you know?" he asked

	 

	"We only arrived 6 weeks ago." Nikolai answered.  When she missed her period, we thought it was just because of the conditions and the treatment we had endured."

	 

	"Well it is certain now." Mikhail looked away and made some notations on a clipboard next to the bed. "I cannot keep this quiet for long.  As soon as the camp Commander finds out he will have your wife shipped off to another camp." He continued. "It would be unlikely you will ever see each other again.

	 

	Katiya gripped Nikolai's hand and her eyes screamed at his.  She was speechless.  The thought of being pregnant and losing her husband was too much. Her eyes rolled back, and she slumped back onto the bed.  Mikhail pushed Nikolai out of the way and checked Katiya pulse.  It was feint but it was there.  He checked her breathing and then touched Nikolai's arm reassuringly.

	 

	"She's alright, she just fainted." he said.

	 

	Nikolai collapsed into the chair behind him and buried his face in his hands and wept.  He had been strong for Katiya, but it was almost too much for him too. 

	 

	"What can we do now?" he asked staring at Mikhail.

	 

	"Look, I know why you are here.  We have many Christians coming through the camp now.  There are some who work here who are sympathetic to your cause." Mikhail said quietly. Then he turned and walked to the door closing it quietly. "You have to escape!" He said in hushed tones.

	 

	Nikolai lurched backwards like he had been hit in the face.

	 

	"Escape? To where?" He said panic spreading quickly through his mind. 

	 

	"I have a contact with the guards.  He is not a believer but for the right price he will look the other way." Mikhail said softly.

	 

	"But I have no money!" Nikolai said his eyes wide and frightened.

	 

	"Leave that to me. He will be able to get you outside the camp.  That is where the real danger is.  The terrain in this region is quite harsh. If you are not caught and shot, the coming winter might do it instead."

	 

	"I don't know if we can do that!" Nikolai announced shaking his head.

	 

	"It is the only chance for you and your family. You have already been exposed to Tuberculosis. The child will not survive the winter in a camp such as this or any other." Mikhail argued taking him by the shoulders.

	 

	"Once you are outside of the fence you must move quickly towards the sea.  A man will meet you there and take you by boat to the west." Mikhail continued.

	 

	"Where in the west?" Nikolai asked finally paying attention.

	 

	"We have a network set up that runs through Finland to the West."

	 

	"We?" Nikolai asked a little confused.

	 

	Mikhail unbuttoned the top two buttons of his shirt and pulled out a small silver cross.

	 

	"I am also a Christian."

	 

	Nikolai lunged at Mikhail and hugged him. "Brother!" he said.

	 

	Mikhail pushed him away gently as he looked towards the door. 

	 

	"Yes, we are brothers, but this doesn't change your situation, so pay attention.” He said checking the door once more. “I can keep this quiet for a couple of weeks but soon your wife will begin to show signs of the pregnancy.  By then it will be too late." Mikhail said pushing Nikolai away a little from the doorway. For the next ten minutes he told Nikolai his plan.  By the time he finished Katiya had awoken.  Then Mikhail gave her a spare blanket from his store and bustled them out the door.

	 

	“Remember.  Keep the baby hidden and wait for my signal.” He said.  

	 

	 

	Several days later Nikolai held Katiya's hand as they huddled in the snow behind the bakery.  Darkness had come early.  Winter was on the way. It had been a week since they had received news of the pregnancy.  Mikhail had been true to his word.  The very next day one of the guards had spoken with Nikolai.  They were to escape during a change in the guards.

	 

	The fences were not guarded well.  The camp was quite a distance from the town and most people could not survive the barren and frozen wasteland.  However, they were not heading for the town.

	 

	Nikolai looked at Katiya and they made their way between the middle wooden fence. Nikolai looked for the wooden slat that was out of place.  Then he saw and placed his hand on it, the fenced post moved just as the guard had said it would. Nikolai cut through the pieces of wire on the other side of the fence and the two of them scrambled through the hole he had made. It had been quite a dash across the snowy expanse between the fences.  Katiya’s face was red with the exertion. They sat with their backs against the fence, briefly resting.  This was the last cover they would have for nearly a hundred metres. There was only one fence left.  A wire fence.  They had to be quick.  Nikolai looked over his shoulder.  The guard in the tower moved out of view. They both ran, keeping low, until they reached the last fence.  Nikolai fumbled with the cutters in his hands as he tried to cut through the wire.  It felt like an eternity, but they finally crawled through the tiny hole. Nikolai checked the tower again. He saw no one. All they needed to do was make it to the trees and they would be free. 

	 

	The forest surrounded the camp. Nikolai could see Katiya was shaking. Her thin jacket did not keep out the wind that blew down from the White Sea.  The thin layer of snow that had fallen the day before still lay on the ground.

	 

	Nikolai knew they would have to make it to the rendezvous.  If she stayed out in the cold both her and the baby's chance of survival was nil.  Being captured would mean certain death for him. Between the cold, sickness and starvation the child would have no chance.

	 

	He gently touched her stomach and looked her in the eyes.  She brushed her hand along the side of his face and smiled.  Nikolai took her by the hand again and they moved slowly towards the tree line.

	 

	A voice cried out over the loudspeakers. "Остановка!" “Stop” it cried out. They both knew that voice.  It was Vladimir.  The man was cold and meticulous. There was no way Nikolai was going to stop. A siren sounded.  They could hear shouting and guards running towards the fence.  A search light came on and swept in their direction. Katiya could see the dark shape of the tree line rising up before them.  It was getting closer and closer with each painful step. It was only metres away now. 

	 

	“Perhaps they would make it after all.” She thought to herself.

	 

	A shot rang out and Nikolai fell to the ground.  A blood red stain seeping into the white snow.

	 

	"Nikolai." Katiya screamed dropping to her knees by his side.

	 

	Nikolai pushed at her. "No, you must go." She shook her head. "Remember the plan." He urged.

	 

	"I can't do it without you." She said tears streaming down her face.

	 

	"You must. I cannot move.  If the guards find us, both of us will die."

	 

	"I'm not leaving you." she cried hugging him closely.

	 

	"You must go and quickly." He pushed her back a little, gently touching her stomach and looked into her eyes. "For Mischa. You must go now." He pushed her again. "Go please."

	 

	She hugged him again. "I love you." 

	 

	"And I will love you always, now go." He said pushing her away.

	 

	She got up and ran.  Tears stung her eyes, but she kept running.  She glanced back.  Torch lights swept around behind her.  She knew she had to find ground where she would leave no trail.

	 

	She ran and cried. She kept running as heavy snow began to fall obscuring her footprints.  

	 

	She could not remember how long she had been running, but her legs ached, and her chest stung with every breath.  She had not seen any torches following her for some time.  She slumped down in the snow and wept.  How could she have left her beloved Nikolai. The wind blew briskly, shaking the tree branches above her hear.  A clump of snow fell hitting her on her stomach.  She sat up alert, her hands went instinctively to her stomach.  She had to make it.  This child would know the sacrifice his father had made for him. She got up and started walking once again.  It was slow going in the deep snow.  Then she felt the solid ground beneath her feet.  It was a road.  This meant that there could be traffic and the soldiers in their trucks.   She had to move quickly. From the road it would take 2 hours across difficult terrain to reach the river where the boat would take her out to sea and across to Finland.

	 

	She needed to rest another 4 times before she saw dark ribbon of the North Dvina River. Several small houses were visible from the edge of the woods. She tried to walk as normally as she could so as to not draw attention to herself.  She could see the small vessel she needed moored at the short dock jutting out into the inky blackness of the river.  Black plumes of smoke chugging from it smokestack.

	 

	The dock was old, and it creaked as she walked slowly along it.  An old man stepped out of the cabin and beckoned to her. 

	 

	"Come in out of the cold little one." He said.

	 

	He helped her step over the rails and onto the boat.  Then he turned and looked back up the dock in the direction from which she had come.

	 

	"I am alone!" She announced and burst into tears.  The old man threw his cloak around her and ushered her into the cabin. Then he let go the ropes which held the small vessel to the dock.  Pulling away from the dock he pushed down on the throttle and the little diesel engine roared to life and the vessel pulled out in the river.

	 

	Katiya looked out of the tiny round window in the side of the vessel as it pulled out into the river.  She was free, free but alone and she would have to raise her child without her beloved Nikolai.

	 

	  

	 

	Steve and Sergeant Adams stood up and each stepped out from the couch. 

	 

	"Thank you for your time, I will get in contact with you if we need anything else if that is ok?" Sergeant Adams said.

	 

	Peter reached out and shook Sergeant Adams by the hand. 

	 

	"Thank you, and please do keep me informed.  My Grandfather was a wonderful man.  Loved by everyone he knew.  He was a solid Christian and had been an Elder in his church for many years. I cannot think of any reason why someone would do this to him." Peter added.

	 

	"Thank you again. We'll be in touch."  Sergeant Adams walked to front door followed by Jimmy and Steve.  They thanked Peter again and walked back to the car.  Each one lost in his own thoughts. 

	 

	They pulled out of the driveway and headed back to the highway. Sergeant Adams finally broke the silence.

	 

	"Where to next Pastor?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"Back to the Station.  I need to make a call." Steve replied.

	 

	There was a pause and then the Sergeant asked.

	 

	"Going to tell us who?"

	 

	"A friend in the Catholic Church in Perth. She worked in orphanages for a while.  We have a birth certificate of a Russian boy.  The diary pages are from a Russian mother.  The victim’s grandson noted she was telling someone about her husband.  The diary was her dying testament to her newborn son." Steve said a little too enthusiastically.

	 

	"You got all that from a couple of comments." Sergeant Adams said a little surprised. 

	 

	"Is that a problem?" Steve asked.

	 

	The car pulled out on to the highway and headed back to Dunsborough.

	 

	"Those are some big assumptions there Pastor." Sergeant Adams said turning to face Steve.

	 

	"But it’s a lead." Jimmy offered impetuously.

	 

	"Shut up Jimmy.  I know it’s a lead." He barked. Then a wry smile crept across the Sergeant's face. "But I can’t let the Pastor have it too easy.  Now can I?"

	 

	Steve let out a laugh. "Of course, not Hank."

	 

	"I’m just trying to keep you humble Pastor." Hank grinned.

	 

	"And you just keep on doing that Hank." Steve replied.

	 

	Sergeant Adams turned to face out the front window once again.

	 

	"Don’t mind if I do." he said quite happy with himself.

	 

	Jimmy just kept looking forward and scratching his head.

	 

	The rest of the trip was pretty quiet.  Jimmy still didn’t want to upset the Sergeant, and both of the others were deep in their own thoughts.

	 

	 


Chapter 7:

	 

	 

	Steve was sitting in the outer office of the Police station and was just finishing a phone call when Sergeant Adams came back in.

	 

	"Thank you very much for your help." Steve said into the phone.  He put the receiver back in the cradle and looked out the window.

	 

	Sergeant Adams stood in his doorway for a couple of seconds.  This was his attempt at being patient and allowing Steve to have the time he needed to report back.

	 

	"Well spill! What did they say?" He asked finally a little more impatiently than he understood.

	 

	Steve turned his attention towards the Sergeant. 

	 

	"The Sister we need to talk to at the Catholic Boys Orphanage is away on retreat until Friday."

	 

	Sergeant Adams was going to swear, but though better of it considering the company he was in.

	 

	"Great." Was all he could get out.

	 

	Steve got up and grabbed some pieces of paper off the desk.

	 

	"Look Hank I have to go to Perth this weekend for a Conference.  I could go a little early and call in at the Orphanage." He said moving towards the door.

	 

	"Sounds like a plan to me." he replied

	 

	Jimmy stuck his head through the door and called to Sergeant Adams.

	 

	"Sarg!  The Detective Lady on line three."

	 

	"Thanks Jimmy." the Sergeant replied and walked over to his desk. He picked up the receiver and pressed line three on his phone.  "Well Detective Johnson, what can you tell me?" He listened for a moment intently and then bellowed across the office. "Jimmy!"

	 

	Jimmy rushed across the office, paper in hand.

	 

	"Here is the email she’s talking about." He said passing the paper to the Sergeant.

	 

	"Good Lad." the Sergeant said with what looked a little like a smile of approval. "Ok. So, what am I looking at." He asked into the phone. "Uh huh.  Ok I see that.  Thanks." 

	 

	He held his hand over the telephone and looked at Steve who has just walked up and was standing next to Jimmy. 

	 

	"We tracked the birth certificate to an Orphanage in Fremantle. Well Steve did really." He listened once again." Uh huh.  Yeah." He held the phone out towards Steve." She wants to talk to you."

	 

	 

	Steve walked to the desk and took the phone from Sergeant Adams.

	 

	"Sorry Hank.  Don’t mean to tread on your toes." He said apologetically. 

	 

	Sergeant Adams raises his hands in the air and replies.

	 

	"No.  Fairs fair.  You found the lead.  You can talk to the nice Detective Lady"

	 

	"Hi Rebecca!" Steve said into the phone.

	 

	Sergeant Adams looks over at Jimmy.  They exchange amused glances.

	 

	"Rebecca is it?" The Sergeant chuckled.

	 

	Jimmy let out a short laugh only to catch a admonishing glare from Sergeant Adams.

	 

	"That’s right, Fremantle.  I spoke to the Orphanage not 5 minutes ago.  I have made arrangements to speak to them in person later on in the week. Saint Aurelius’ Orphanage South Fremantle.  Ok." Steve finishes and hangs the phone up.  He turns to Sergeant Adams.

	 

	"Well?" The Sergeant asks.

	 

	Steve shifted slightly and then looked at the Sergeant.

	 

	"She is meeting me there."

	 

	Sergeant Adams smiled.  He was loving this.

	 

	"Made an impression did we." the Sergeant remarked.

	 

	Steve shrugs his shoulders, Jimmy beamed.

	 

	"Jimmy don’t just stand there.  Go file something or give someone a speeding ticket." Hank barked. He had had his fun for the day now there was work to do.

	 

	"Sure Boss." and with that Jimmy disappeared into the outer office.

	 

	Sergeant Adams leant forward on his desk and looked directly at Steve.

	 

	"Joking aside Pastor.  What’s going on between you and that Detective Lady?"

	 

	Steve replied with mixed emotions. "Nothing." 

	 

	"You say that like you’re disappointed." The Sergeant said with a watchful eye.

	 

	"Trust me.  I have other priorities at this point in my life." He answered at little embarrassed.

	 

	"Yeah, but does she know that?" He said looking directly at Steve.

	 

	Steve just stared at him.  Was there some truth in what he said?  They had both felt the connection. That spark in their interactions.  Was it just the mutual respect for their involvement in the case? Did she want more? Did he?

	 

	He didn’t know how to answer that.  Not just for the Sergeant but also for himself.  He was quite used to his solitary lifestyle.  Now someone had come along and for the first time in ages he was entertaining the idea of someone else in his personal little world.

	 

	He looked at the Sergeant and shrugged.

	 

	“Point taken Hank!” Steve said finally.

	 

	 

	Rebecca put the phone down and wondered if inviting herself to join Steve in Fremantle was the right thing to do.  Yes, she was interested in the lead, but was there more.  

	 

	“I guess I’ll see.” She thought to herself. “perhaps we could have coffee or something. Get to know each other a bit.” She concluded.

	 

	She must have been staring at the same spot on the wall for some time, because when she tore her gaze away, she noticed that her entire section of the office was staring at her.

	 

	“Ok. Very funny!  Nothing more to see here.” She announced.

	 

	Her colleagues made several poor attempts to conceal their laughter and then returned to their work. 

	 

	She had to admit though, that the thought of seeing Steve again was an appealing one.  So, with a smile she grabbed her coat and headed out the door.

	 

	 

	 

	Gun ranges are hard to come by and the rules for gun ownership made it almost impossible to take the weapon off site.  It also meant there were many prying eyes that could get in the way of his plans. So, another option needed to be found, and so when a friend agreed for him to shoot on his farm, he took the chance.  As far as his friend knew he was just getting used to shooting, but he had set up a shooting range of various distances. 

	 

	He parked his 4x4 beneath the same tree he always did.  Then he took a small table, as well as his rifle bag, out of the back and set them up beneath the same tree.  This gave him a perfect placement for the range he had set up. 

	 

	It only took him ten minutes and he had his familiar setup complete.  A small flat rock provided an excellent position to see the targets and the small cloth made out of an old towel made a perfect base for the rifle.  Behind the rock was a well-worn piece of dry grass, flattened by continual use. 

	 

	He placed the rifle in its position and lay down.  He adjusted his scope and set his eye to the sight.  He could clearly see the four targets he had set up.  One at two hundred metres, one at five hundred metres, one at a thousand metres and the last at fifteen hundred metres. Taking a small metal container from the rifle bag he set it beside the rifle.  Pressing the release, the ammunition clip dropped out of the bottom of the rifle.  He took five rounds and placed them in the clip and snapped it back into place. Then he set his eyes to the scope once more and put two rounds into the first target.  Resetting the scope, he put another two into the target at five hundred meters.  Leaning over he checked his accuracy in the spotter’s scope to his left. Then adjusting the toggles on the top and the side of the scope he lined up for another shot.  Dead centre.  This process he repeated another ten times at varying distances until he was happy.  

	 

	He packed everything up as meticulously as he had set up.  Everything going into its respective place. Once this was complete, he started up the 4x4 and drove to the front gate.  He was about to hop out and open the gate when a movement to his right caught his eye.  Instinctively he turned and his left hand went to the 9mm on the passenger seat.  It was just a farmer riding his motorbike along the fence line checking his fire breaks.  He relaxed and let go of the pistol.  Rolling down the window he gave a wave, then climbed out and opened the gate.  Once the 4x4 was on the outside of the property he closed the gate and drove off, waving to the farmer once more as he passed him. 

	 

	The thought occurred to him as he passed the farmer that this was a potential witness and one of the weak points in his plan.  

	 

	"Should he remove the farmer and the risk?" He thought to himself. 

	 

	But the farmer had no idea where he worked or lived.  He was simply a casual acquaintance he met in a local pub.  The threat was minimal.  So, he left it for today. 

	 


Chapter 8:

	 

	Steve sat on the short retaining wall outside the orphanage.  For Steve, this particular Friday had not come soon enough.  The case was stalling, and it needed some more facts to give other avenues of investigation.  If he was still in his unit his Boss would say “If there were no leads, go kick over some rocks until you find one”.  So that was what he was doing.  Kicking over a rock.

	 

	Then there was Rebecca.  He too was unsure why he had agreed for her to join him.  He enjoyed her company, however there was little room in his life right now for relationships. The life of a single Pastor can be a lonely one, and the idea of a companion had crossed his mind.  More so in the last several days than in the months before.

	 

	The cream limestone blocks outside the orphanage afforded a comfortable, yet somewhat lumpy, seat.  The old building was set in an even older part of the city.  Many of the surrounding buildings had either been replaced or refurbished. Their facades looked older than the buildings behind them. A throwback to a huge sport event not long ago.  The district had been refurbished, but the facades had been left to keep the ambiance of the area. Originally this area was known for its views. From the top floor of many of the original buildings you had uninterrupted views of the ocean and even the river port.  Now, though, so many taller buildings had been built that such a view was long gone.

	 

	A sea of people walked up and down this busy street.  The nearby cafes and boutique shops kept a constant stream of people passing by. Cars drove past slowly. Each one bumping over the speed bump either side of the crosswalk. As Steve waited, he allowed his mind to wander.  He was working some of the details of the case over in his mind as he waited. 

	 

	“Good morning Pastor, what brings you here?” Rebecca said tossing her coffee cup into a bin on the pathway.

	 

	"You found the place ok." Steve replied smiling a little more than he thought appropriate. Though he couldn’t shake this nagging thought that this felt more like a date than an investigation.

	 

	"Yeah.  Eventually.  This place is full of one-way streets.  Took me ages just to find a car park." she said slightly exacerbated.

	 

	"I came by train. So, my trip was just as annoying." He replied with a conciliatory smile. “Didn’t want to go through the fuss of driving down here in the church van.

	 

	"Well then.  Don’t give me a hard time Mr Big City Detective." She stood, hands on her hips in mock indignation.

	 

	Steve just smiled.  He didn't want to bite on that comment.  He paused and then simply answered. "I’m just a small-town Minister now."

	 

	"Yeah.” She replied giving him a quizzical look. “I still want to hear more about that story you know." She added.

	 

	"Let’s go in, shall we?" Steve replied side stepping the question.

	 

	The old orphanage was set back off the street.  Its large veranda ran all the way around the three floors that were visible from the street.  It had been recently repainted in cream and mission brown. The boards on the veranda creaked a little as they crossed the veranda to the door.  Steve knocked on the door.

	 

	From the shuffling coming from inside the entry way Steve could tell someone was coming.  It did surprise him a little that the sound of someone approaching kept going for so long.  Either the hallway was very long or the legs of the person coming were very short.

	 

	When the door opened, he had his answer.  On the other side of the repainted flyscreen door was the oldest Nun he had ever seen. She was bent nearly double as she gestured for them to come in.

	 

	"Good Morning.  We have an appointment with Sister Agnes." He said probably a little louder than he should have.

	 

	"I may be old young man, but I'm not deaf." The old Nun said. Rebecca stifled a laugh as Steve's jaw dropped open. "She is expecting you." The old Nun added.

	 

	The Nun showed them into a small sitting room.  It seems that the repaint was limited to the outside, as the interior was quite aged and dated.  From the colour Steve could see it was last done in the late 70’s. The Nun gestured towards the sofa.

	 

	"Please have a seat, Sister Agnes will be with you in a moment." She announced. And then spent the next little while walking back to the hallway.

	 

	They both sat on the sofa.  Rebecca couldn't hold her laugh any longer.  She let it out. Steve rubbed the side of his head in embarrassment.

	 

	"She sure told you off." Rebecca said laughing again.

	 

	"Yeah, go ahead. Enjoy it." He said

	 

	"Oh, I intend to." She giggled. "I wonder if Sergeant Adams would get as big a kick out of this as I am?"

	 

	"Probably." He replied.

	 

	Sister Agnes entered, blissfully putting an end to Rebecca's humour for the moment. They both stood and shook her by the hand.  She gestured for them to sit down as she took the seat opposite them.

	 

	"Thank you for agreeing to speak with us." Steve said.

	 

	"Anything I can do of course.  You said on the phone you were trying to get information on Mischa Petrovski?" The Sister asked.

	 

	"That’s correct." Steve continued.

	 

	Sister Agnes looked off towards the window for a short moment.  When she returned her gaze there was a quiet sadness in her eyes.

	 

	"I remember him.  A very troubled young man.  His mother came to us soon after she arrived on the boat.  She was already very ill.  It seems she had contracted Tuberculosis in one of the Labour camps in Western Russia." She said.

	 

	"How long did she live here?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"Just over a year.  It was not normal, but we could not turn her away.  Such a slight young woman.  I guess we just took pity on her and cared for her.  We comforted her as best we could.  She spent as many hours as she could with her tiny baby boy.  She arrived here with nothing.  Except for a small package she left for her son.  She asked that we keep it and give it to him when he turned 18."

	 

	"Did he stay here that long?" Steve asked a little surprised.

	 

	"Yes.  It was difficult to place him.  There were several couples who tried to foster him, but each time he would end up coming back." She answered.

	 

	Rebecca looked at the Nun and asked, "Any particular reason?"

	 

	"No.  Each time was different.  Generally, it came down to not fitting into the foster family, or some of the other children in the foster family. It was the middle of the cold war.  Children can be very cruel, and he was mocked badly because of his heritage.  His surname only seemed to cause him anguish. I think he liked the structure and the order here as well.  He always kept his room clean.  He had his little routine and that suited him just fine. Each time he would come back. I told him it was our cooking that brought him back. He would smile a little and then go back to his room." She said, Steve could see the sadness growing in her eyes as a small tear escaped and ran down the Nun's cheek.

	 

	"Where did he go when he left?" Steve asked.

	 

	"All I know is that he was going to head south.  After his 18th birthday he was free to go.  His only close friend was a young boy names Christopher Stevens.  They left together.  June 1973." She replied.

	 

	"Did you ever hear from them after that?" he asked.

	 

	"I get a Christmas card from Christopher each year."

	 

	"Not Mischa?" asked Rebecca chirping in. 

	 

	"No.  All I know is that there was an accident while they were driving through the south west.  Mischa was killed."

	 

	"Killed?" Rebecca asked not able to hide her surprise.

	 

	"Yes, it was a great shock.  Christopher took it very hard.  We told him to come back for a while, but he insisted on continuing.  For Mischa."

	 

	"They were that close?" Steve asked gently.

	 

	"Oh yes.  Whenever you caught one doing something silly, the other would not be far away.  They played together, studied together.  All very innocent of course.  It was almost as if they related to each other’s pain.  This gave them a common bond that it seems even death could not break." 

	 

	"That’s quite remarkable!" Rebecca commented.

	 

	"I guess so.  I just think that Mischa was such a precious little boy, that given an opportunity he could really make something of his life."

	 

	Rebecca took out her notebook. "Do you have any details for Christopher?"

	 

	"No, I am afraid his letters never had a return address.  I just figured he moved around a lot." Sister Agnes replied.

	 

	“How do you know that? If I may ask.” Rebecca queried. 

	 

	“Every so often the post code would be different.”  The Sister replied.

	 

	"Well thank you for your time.  It certainly helps us have a better idea of who Mischa was." She said putting her notebook away again.

	 

	"I’m just glad to help. I was not surprised when he left.  We followed through on the instructions given to us by his mother and gave him the package on his 18th birthday. After I gave it to him, he became moody, and often lashed out without apparent cause. It was not like him at all.  That is when He and Chris started making plans to go south.  It changed him and not in a nice way. But I do not like to speak ill of people. After you called, I remember that Mischa had left some things behind. I went looking for them." She reached over the small side table and picked up a shoe box that had been sitting there. She leaned over and handed it to Rebecca. "I hope it helps."

	 

	"I’m sure it will." Rebecca replied.

	 

	Sister Agnes stood up and Steve and Rebecca followed suit.  They walked to the door and the Nun pulled the flyscreen door open.

	 

	"Thank you again for your time." Steve said stepping through the doorway.

	 

	"Yes, thank you.  You have been very helpful." Rebecca offered.

	      

	"It’s the least I can do for that poor boy.  If you need anything else, please don’t hesitate to call. God bless you." The Nun said.

	 

	"And you too Sister Agnes." Steve added.

	 

	The door closed leaving Steve and Rebecca standing on the veranda. They exchanged shocked glances.

	 

	"Well I guess that blows that theory out of the water doesn't it." Rebecca said turning to Steve.

	 

	"It would seem so, but I’m not quite sure.  Something doesn’t sit right." He said as they walked down the pathway to the street.

	 

	Rebecca paused, then muttered something unintelligible. Steve looked confused and then she continued. "You want to grab a coffee before you head back?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	Steve answered before he thought it through. "No thanks.  I need to think about all of this.  Thanks for the offer though." He replied. Then he regretted it.  Coffee sounded nice, but he wasn't sure were to go with this part of the interaction.

	 

	"Raincheck then." Rebecca added persistently.

	 

	"Yeah raincheck." Steve replied nodding please to be able keep that door open a little.

	 

	Rebecca walked off in the direction of where she had parked.  

	 

	After Rebecca had turned the corner, she threw her hands up and swore. "Raincheck. What am I 17 again?"

	 

	She walked on, the one thing she didn't want to communicate was desperation.  Perhaps Steve didn't pick up on that.  He did return her 'Raincheck'.

	 

	The lift door opened to the parking garage and she climbed in.  The 3rd floor came, and she got off trying to remember where she parked.  The ramps didn't make it any easier.  By the time she found the car she had calmed down and talked herself back to her normal thought processes.

	 

	Turning the ignition, she stared out the windscreen and smiled.

	 

	"At least I got a raincheck." and with that she backed out and headed off back to Bunbury.

	 

	 

	 

	Steve had watched her go until she rounded the corner.  Then he made his way along South Terrace to the train station.  He was crossing the park opposite the train station thinking over what they had just learnt.  All the clues seemed to point to Mischa.  The fact that Mischa was dead didn't help the case at all.

	 

	The entire train ride back into Perth he mulled over what Sister Agnes had said. When he got back to his Hotel room, he flipped open his mobile phone and dialled Sergeant Adams' number.  

	 

	"Hi Hank, its Pastor Steve here.  Yep we spoke to the Nun. It seems that it was a dead end.  The guy on the Birth Certificate died in 1973.  Yeah I will be in on Monday." Steve pressed the disconnect button and tossed the phone on the bed.

	 

	Steve finished his call to Hank and picked up the shoe box looking through its contents. It was always interesting to him the things people chose to keep. There was a gold locket with a black and white picture of a woman, Steve presumed it was Mischa’s mother. There was Mischa's diary also.  There was an old brochure that said, “Start afresh in the beautiful South West!” and a silver edged antique hairbrush. 

	 

	He picked up the diary and started to read.  The writing was neat and the thoughts lucid and ordered.  It fit with the type of person that Sister Agnes had described.  As Steve read, he began to understand more and more about the kind of life Mischa had lived.  It was full of pain and misery.  The brave face he had put on each time he returned to the orphanage was just for Sister Agnes.  Inside Mischa was hurting bad.  These rejections only seemed to deepen his melancholy moods.

	 

	Each day in the diary brought more pain and the language became self-deprecating.  He hated his life.  As Steve turned each page, he saw the spiralling demeanour of this young boy.  Even the writing became unruly, disorganised.  Words scrawled out and dark images began to appear in the corners of the page.

	 

	Then on one day the writing was scratchy.  Wet stains formed little spots on the page.  Then Steve read the words that made his heart turn cold.

	 

	"I cannot go on like this anymore.  I am tired of being the target.  I want to be accepted just for who I am." Steve read. "Sister Agnes said that the bruises will heal and that I must not take it to heart.  These boys just don't understand you. I don't care anymore.  My life has been one painful memory after another.  I wish I was dead."

	 

	Steve stopped reading.  Tears welling up in his own eyes.  He had seen the damage such treatment could cause.  He understood the pain Mischa felt. Seen the carnage of someone like this snapping.  

	 

	He read on.  Each page like a testament of rejection, pain and deep sorrow. The light was fading outside when Steve finally looked up from the diary.  He leaned over and dialled for room service. After placing his order, he put the diary on the bed. What he read only brought up more questions.  Everything in him screamed that Mischa fitted the profile.  But Mischa was dead.

	 

	 

	 

	The City of Fremantle had changed dramatically over the years.  New bridges and buildings brought an eclectic mix of old and new.  Not so much in the mid-seventies.  In those days there was only one wooden bridge that spanned the Swan River near the coast.  For Chris and Mischa, it was a land of wonder, adventure and danger.  There were so many places to explore and to experience. John Street Primary School was set back a little way from the river and the football field set a green expanse between the two.  Although it was quite a walk back to the orphanage, Chris and Mischa enjoyed this time.  Primary Schools didn’t give homework yet and so the afternoons were their own.  The half an hour it took to walk sometimes turned into an hour or even two. As long as they were back for dinner the Nuns didn’t mind so much. On many occasions they barely made it back before grace though.  This brought punishment and, once or twice meant they had no supper that night.

	 

	Today was shaping up to be one of those days.  The heat of summer had not set in yet and so the afternoons were cool and breezy. The offshore breeze, locally known as the Fremantle Doctor for its therapeutic effects, had come in and the day looked like it was going to be epic.  They ran across the road and climbed the steel framed tower across the football field.  This was used for practice by the local Fire Station and even though the signs at the bottom warned people not to climb, they did. From there they could see the beach as well as for miles up the river.  It would have been a perfect spot, but for one thing.  It seemed to also belong, informally of course, to a group of boys who lived on the street.  They lived in a set of duplexes a little way from the school.  At times they would take it upon themselves to be the Sheriff, Deputy and Judge for all things that happened outside of the school grounds.  They would harass and rough up anyone that crossed them.

	 

	From their vantage point upon their steel tower Chris and Mischa could see that today was going to be one of those days.  All three boys came out of the right-hand duplex and spotted them on the tower almost immediately.  Not being the biggest of the boys in their school, both Chris and Mischa decided that today was not the day to prove, as they had bragged at school, that they ‘could take them easily’.  So, they scurried down the framework like four legged spiders and made a bee line for the river.

	 

	The river gave them ample cover if they could make it around the cove quickly.  Chris was confident they had made it until Mischa saw the largest of the boys burst through the rushes right behind them.  The race was on.  They knew these boys didn’t let up easily and if they thought Chris and Mischa were an easy target, they would chase them down and beat them simply for the fun of it.

	 

	Mischa gave a shout and Chris pointed towards the bridge.  It was quite a run, but they knew the riverbank well and they could get to the bridge before the other boys. By the time they reached the road bridge they had put a little distance between them.  The two boys climbed the wooden frame and jumped over the side of the bridge on to the road.  Shouts from below caused them to start running once again.

	 

	“Head for the Naval Stores.” Chris called out.  Mischa tried to keep up.  He knew he had no chance if the other boys caught him.  Chris stopped at the traffic lights at the end of the bridge and turned hoping to see the other boys had given up and gone home.  But he could see them only about 20 meters behind Mischa.  The light changed just as Mischa caught up.  They darted across the road and around the left-hand side of the store house.  In their exploring they had found the old path that led up to the old Port Authority Building. A tall three-story circular building that gave uninterrupted views of the river and the coast.  On a good day you see all of Rottnest Island from the top floor.  Mischa was not doing very well and had slowed even more.  Chris knew if they could get over the hill and down behind the Army Barracks, they would be home free.  

	 

	They pushed their way through the fence and ran across the open area in front of the building, down the back and out through the fence again.  Chris kept stopping to see if Mischa was keeping up, he wasn’t.  In fact, the other boys were almost up to him.  Chris knew they would never make it now.  There was only one hope.  The World War Two caves beneath the Port Authority Hill.  They had hidden here before.  Not from bullies but imaginary enemy soldiers.  There were parts they could hide for quite a while, if they could get to them unseen.

	 

	The largest of the boys chasing them was having trouble getting through the fence.

	 

	“Maybe we have a chance.” Chris thought to himself.

	 

	Then a sound came that Chris did not want to hear.  Mischa cried out in pain.  Chris turned to see that the other two boys had not waited and had caught Mischa in the open.  By the time Chris turned and got back to his friend, the larger boys had also arrived.  As usual the beating was short and very painful.  Chris didn’t mind the pain so much, that was a part of growing up back then.  No, what bothered him was the enjoyment these boys seemed to get out the beating.  While they lay on the ground picking twigs and prickles out their hair and clothes, these boys laughed and yelled obscenities at them.  Usually something about them being weak little orphan boys.  Chris was filled with feelings of anger at what had happened to them, shame that he could not protect his friend well enough and vengeance.  One day he would get them back. Mischa on the other hand felt nothing but the pain.  He was used to this kind of treatment.  He bundled up all those emotions and put them where he put every other emotion. Deep, deep down.

	 

	Chris hobbled over the Mischa and helped him to his feet.  It was going to be a long and painful walk home tonight and if the height of the sun was anything to go by, they were going to miss grace and so miss out on dinner as well.

	 

	Mercifully one look at the bedraggled pair and the Nuns took pity on them.  They bundled them off to the bath and them dressed the wounds as best they could.  They even brought their dinner up to their dorm room so they could eat.  Chris had a new respect for the Nuns that night and heaped praises upon them. Mischa simply took his food, said a polite “Thank you.” And sat down on the end of his bed.

	 

	Mischa did not speak again that night.  Nor for the next two days.  He never even looked up when he was spoken to.  Chris had the distinct impression something had broken in him that day.  Something that he would never see in his friend again.  His joy was gone.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 9:

	 

	 

	The Police Station in Dunsborough was quiet for a change. Steve and Sergeant Adams' sat opposite each other.  Steve had just finished giving him a précis of the conversation with Sister Agnes.  

	 

	“All through the conversation Mischa had looked more and more like the killer.  Right up until Sister Agnes told us he was dead.” Steve offered. 

	 

	Sergeant Adams' leaned back in his chair. 

	 

	 

	"Pity you drew a blank in Fremantle.  Things were starting to fall into place." The Sergeant said.

	 

	"I still think Mischa has something to do with it.  Perhaps Christopher made a pact with Mischa to follow through on the plan, whatever that might have been. But then how did they know the victim was here?  It just doesn’t gel." Steve answered.

	 

	"Maybe this Christopher guy did kill him out of some sort of misplaced duty you mean?"  

	 

	"Could be!" Steve agreed

	 

	"I think we need to track this Christopher guy down." The Sergeant noted, as Rebecca walked into the office.

	 

	"Way ahead of you there Sarg." She said energetically. "Hi Steve.  Have a good trip back?"

	 

	"Fine.  Yours?"

	 

	"Fine." Rebecca answered.

	 

	There was a slight pause in the room. "Oh, for Pete sake you two.  What did you find out about Christopher?" Sergeant Adams said breaking the awkward moment of silence.

	 

	"He lives just outside of Bridgetown.  Just over an hour away." She said triumphantly.

	 

	"Well what do you know!" Steve said.

	 

	"Well. What are you waiting for?" The Sergeant asked.

	 

	"There’s more.  I have the transcript of the rest of diary we found at the bus station.  In it, Mischa's mother mentions the name of the guard who shot her husband." Rebecca added.

	 

	"Let me guess.  It’s our victim." the Sergeant said.

	 

	"Yep." Rebecca agreed.

	 

	"I told you it didn’t fit right." Steve announced, feeling a little vindicated.

	 

	"We also got the ballistics back as well.  It was a 7.62 round fired from a long barrel rifle. Scoring on the slug gives the indication that it was a Russian rifle." Rebecca continued.

	 

	"I think we need to speak to this friend. You got the address?" Steve announced standing up.

	 

	"Yep, and his work details." She replied tossing her car keys up in the air slightly.

	 

	"Off you go then you two.  Have fun." The Sergeant offered picking up a file.

	 

	"Aren’t you coming?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Nope.  Someone has to do some work around here. Isn't that right Jimmy?" The Sergeant said staring at Jimmy who was eaves dropping through the doorway.

	 

	"Yes Sarg." Jimmy answered as he disappeared back to his desk.

	 

	"Seriously though.  We have no idea what to expect from this guy.  He could be meek and mild, or completely mental.  So be careful." The Sergeant said.  Steve couldn't make up his mind whether he could see genuine concern on the Sergeant's face or whether he was mocking them.  Either way he was right.  They needed to be careful. 

	 

	"You got it Sarg." Rebecca answered with a friendly solute.

	 

	Steve just nodded. "You bet Hank."

	 

	"I'll phone the local guys, just to let them know you are in the area." He said reaching for the phone.

	 

	"Thanks." Rebecca added as she and Steve headed for the front entrance.

	 

	 

	 

	The conversation between Rebecca and Steve was strictly business for most of the journey.  Steve asked if she made it back ok, but that was the limit of the discussion about the trip to Fremantle.

	 

	The ride to Bridgetown was pleasant.  The sun had not yet achieved the sting of midsummer and the breeze was still able to cool in the afternoons.  The grass had not turned brown yet either so the view along the trip was beautiful.  Green rolling hills, white sheep and fat cattle lined the road.

	 

	Their destination was on the other side of town. They slowed going through town.  The main road was lined with bakeries and novelty shops.  They passed at least two Hotels offering the best counter lunches in town as well as 3 petrol stations. They crossed the bridge on the outskirts of the town and pulled into their destination.

	 

	The sign out the front said, ‘WILSON MILLING'.  They swung in through the gates and pulled up outside the Wheat silo office. This small office building was attached to the front of several very tall silos with the flour mill off to one side.  

	 

	They got out of the car and were hit by a high pitched wining noise coming from the milling room.  It wasn't too loud, but it did make hearing each more difficult.

	 

	"You want me to take the lead on this?" Steve called looking over the roof of the Commodore.

	 

	"Be my guest." She replied.

	 

	"Thanks." He said.  A large 2 carriage truck rumbled past. The truck threw up the dust and flour from the driveway. They moved to the office and walked through the front door into the blissful ambience of the air-conditioned offices that sealed the dust outside.  The front had a small front counter and a very frazzled secretary answering the phone.  Steve could see the papers on her desk.  Delivery run sheets, weigh bills and timesheets littered her small counter.  The single hairpin through her thick greying hair seemed to emulate her demeanour and was barely able to hold back the mat of hair straining against the tines of the hairpin.

	 

	"Be with you in a minute." She said picking up and small radio handset. "Jerry, we got a wheat truck coming through to you.  Put the wheat in silo three." She said into the handset.

	 

	"Roger, that!" came a squawked reply. "Geoff says the Milling floor is covered in flour.  One of the flour augers blew out again."

	 

	Rebecca was surprised to hear the expletive come from behind the counter. Apparently, the day was not going at all well for the receptionist at Wilson Milling.

	 

	"Sorry for swearing." She said brushing a wayward lock of hair back behind her ear.

	 

	"Don't worry.  We were wondering if we could speak to the person in charge of personnel?" Steve said with an understanding smile.

	 

	"What is it in regard to?" she asked putting the handset down.

	 

	"It’s a private matter." Rebecca offered.

	 

	"Around here we only got one type of Manager and he does it all." She replied.  From her tone Rebecca could see the frustration that situation brought to her.

	 

	"May we speak to him?" Steve asked.

	 

	"I’ll see if he is available." She picked up the handset again and pressed a large red button on the side. "Mr Wilson could you please come to reception." Her voice echoing over the intercom.

	 

	She put the handset down again and smiled apologetically.

	 

	The phone on her desk rang. She picked it up and both Rebecca and Steve could hear the noise and shouting going on in the background."

	 

	"I’m sorry Mr Wilson, there are a couple of people to see you..." She pauses and looks at Rebecca. "..on a private matter." How this woman could hear anything the man said was incredible Steve thought to himself. "Yes, I’ll let them know." She put the receiver down. "He will be with you in a moment.  He’s up on the milling floor."

	 

	"Thank you.  May we take a seat?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"If you like." The receptionist said returning to her paperwork.

	 

	They sat down in the only two chairs in the office.  Not your usual chairs.  These were orange plastic and stained. Not the kind you wanted to spend too much time in.

	 

	"So why are we waiting to speak to the Boss first.  Surely we should be speaking to this Christopher fellow?" Rebecca asked turning to Steve.

	 

	"I want to get a feel for this guy without him knowing.  It helps in gaining insight that is unfiltered by someone’s personality projection." Steve answered.

	 

	Rebecca nodded her head and replied. "Sounds good to me.  Next time just share with the rest of the class first. Ok?"

	 

	"You bet." He said not looking at her.

	 

	They did not have to wait too long for Mr Wilson.  After a couple of minutes, he came in covered head to foot in white powder. Rebecca later mentioned he looked like the worst case of dandruff ever. He was about 50 with greying dark hair.  He wore no tie and his shirt was unbuttoned revealing a dark tee-shirt underneath.

	 

	"Hi there.  Sorry for the way I look. One of the pipes burst up in the mill. Flour everywhere. How can I help you?  You mentioned it was a private matter." Mr Wilson announced trying to dispel the cloud of flour swirling about his head.

	 

	"Yes, sort of.  May we step into your office?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Yes. Come through." He said turning and walking through the doorway.

	 

	Mr Wilson pulled out 2 chairs from the near side of his desk then walked around to his own chair.  He flopped down and created yet another cloud of superfine flour dust. Rebecca almost burst out laughing at the comedy playing out before her but thought better of it considering why they were there.

	 

	After trying in vain to move the cloud swirling around him.  He turned his attention to his two visitors. 

	 

	"Now what is this about?" He said slightly annoyed.

	 

	"My name is Detective Rebecca Johnson with the South West Major Crime's. " She answered showing her police identification. "...and this is Mr Steven Jerveson, he is assisting me with my investigation." She continued.

	 

	"What investigation?" Mr Wilson asked leaning forward.

	 

	"There was a homicide down in Dunsborough. We are simply following up some leads and we would like to speak with one of your employees." Steve replied.

	 

	"Which one?" He asked jerking his head back like he had been slapped.

	 

	"Christopher Stevens!" Steve replied.

	 

	His expression changed in an instant.  His face relaxed and a small smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

	 

	"There must be some mistake.  Christopher wouldn’t hurt a fly." He said leaning back.

	 

	“Why do you say that?” Rebecca asked.

	 

	“This job is noted for its stress.  Chris has never as much as raised his voice.” Mr Wilson replied.

	 

	"How long has he worked for you?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"Years.  He started as a Mill Hand mixing horse feed and worked his way up. He knows every square inch of this Mill." Mr Wilson added becoming more relaxed.

	 

	"How does he mix with the other employees?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Ok, I guess.  His job doesn’t require much interaction with the other staff."

	 

	"Any family that you know of?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Now that you mention it, no I haven’t met any.  I do know he never married though." 

	 

	"What shifts does he do?" Rebecca asked jumping in.

	 

	"Mainly night shift.  You don’t think Chris could be involved in this do you?"

	

	"Christopher isn’t a suspect.  We just want to chat to him about an old friend of his." Rebecca answered.

	 

	"Well Chris is finishing his shift up on top of the silos at the moment. Checking the grain levels.  I can ask him to come down when he’s done if you like?"

	 

	"That would be fine.  Is there somewhere private we can talk to him?" Steve asked.

	 

	"You can use this office.  I have to get back up to the mill anyway."  Mr Wilson got up from behind the desk and walked to the door with an ethereal mist of flour following him.

	 

	Several minutes later the door opened once again, and Christopher entered through the door. He was about six feet tall, dressed the same way as Mr Wilson with blue jeans and the same blue shirt with the company logo above the left pocket.  Only where Mr Wilson was covered in white dust, Christopher was covered in the usual dirt and grime of manual labour.  The sweat had left tiny snail trails in the dirt on his face.

	 

	"Mr Wilson mentioned you wanted to talk to me?" He asked.

	 

	"Hi Chris.  My name is Detective Rebecca Johnson, and this is my associate Steve Jerveson.  We would like to ask you a few questions.

	 

	"Sure.  Anything you like." Chris answered.

	 

	"Please sit down.' Steve said pointing to the adjacent chair.

	 

	Chris took the seat and asked, "Thanks.  What is this all about."

	 

	"Mischa Petrovski!" Rebecca replied in a moderate tone. Steve eyed Chris suspiciously to note any kind of unconscious response. 

	 

	It took a moment or two for Chris to take the name in. "I haven’t heard that name in ages. Mischa has been dead for over 35 years." He said finally.

	 

	"Yes, we believe so." Rebecca conceded.

	 

	"We know that there is some connection between a homicide and Mischa.  Our investigation has turned up several question. We were wondering if you could give us some insights.  You and he were in the same orphanage, weren't you?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Yes, that right.  St Aurelius in Fremantle." He replied.

	 

	"How much did Mischa tell you about his mother?" Steve said not moving his gaze from Chris.

	 

	"Not a lot.  He kind of kept that kind of thing to himself mostly.  I know she died when he was still a baby.  All he knew was what he read in some book she left him."

	 

	"Her diary?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"I think so.  He didn’t show it to me."

	 

	"Tell us what you remember about Mischa." Steve asked.

	 

	"Man, it was years ago.  Haven’t thought about it much to be honest.  Probably only think about him once a year. "

	 

	"On the anniversary of the accident." Rebecca added.

	 

	"That’s right."

	 

	"Anything else?" Steve asked.  He knew he was fishing for information, but this was the only lead they had.

	 

	"Well, you know we grew up together in a Fremantle orphanage." Chris said looking down.

	 

	"What was it like there?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Well it was an orphanage so, pretty hard, I guess.  The Nuns tried their best to make it as pleasant as they could. Always trying to put best spin on the life we had. But we had very little.  No personal space, nothing to call our own.  The bigger boys made sure they got the best stuff."

	 

	Steve looked intently at Chris and asked, "How did Mischa deal with this?"

	 

	"He bottled it all up inside.  We all did." Chris answered reflectively. 

	 

	"That wouldn't have been very easy?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"We did ok. The world was not a nice place for us, so we invented imaginary places that were far better." He said with a slight smile.

	 

	"You became good friends?" asked Steve.

	 

	"The best.  There was this large cupboard next to the water heater. That and the space behind it, became our little fantasy world.  Our escape. It was our rocket ship, racing car, steamboat, anything we could imagine. Until we got too big to fit in it anyway."

	 

	"How was Mischa at school?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"He was picked on a lot.  Some of the guys took it as their personal mission in life to torment him.  I remember one class where he arrived covered in yogurt and choc milk.  The guys had trapped him under the bench outside the class and pour the stuff through the slats."

	 

	How did Mischa respond to that?' Steve asked.

	 

	"How else.  He did nothing.  What could he do? Those kids ruled and we just had to stay out of their way or suffer the consequences." Chris said.

	 

	"How was he academically." Rebecca asked leaning forward a little.

	 

	"He was clever I guess, but never really got the chance to show it."

	 

	"Why?" Steve asked moving in a little closer.

	 

	Chris shrugged his shoulders a little. "You try growing up in Fremantle during the 60’s with a Russian surname.  He was bullied, called all sorts of names. Beaten by anyone who needed to prove themselves.  He could never fight back."

	 

	"You cared about him?" She asked.

	 

	"Of course, I did.  All we had was each other.  We made big plans to get as far from Perth as we could.  We saved every cent we could earn and bought an old Holden. As soon as we both turned 18, we were out of there. We were going to make our mark."

	 

	Steve continued. "So, Mischa was happy to leave Fremantle?"

	 

	"Oh yeah." Then Chris paused and remembered a bit more detail.  "After his 18th birthday he got a letter from his mother, and that diary you mentioned. He would read it all day long.  I guess it was that only thing he had of her.  But he changed.  Became moody, angry and bitter. He would spend hours making plans on how to get back at all the bullies that had ever picked on him. Getting out the city seemed the best way to make the change.

	 

	"Did everything go better after you got out of town?" Steve asked.

	 

	"You bet.” Chris said sitting back in the chair.  Then he gestured with a sweeping display. “Total freedom.  No one to tell us what to do or who to be.  It was perfect." Chris said with a big smile.

	 

	"Until the accident." Rebecca added.

	 

	"Yeah. Until then." He wasn't smiling any more.

	 

	"What happened?" Steve asked gently.

	 

	"We were heading down the Southwest Highway. Going to a job we scored picking apples in Donnybrook.  We were trying to make it to Bunbury before it got too dark.  It was misty down by the Vasse Estuary, and he didn’t see the bend in the road.  Drove straight off the edge." He paused to breathe; his eyes glistened. "Listen I have answered all your questions. Before I say anymore, I would like to know what this is all about?" He asked.

	 

	"I’m afraid it’s too early to discuss the details of our investigation.  We are just following up on some leads." Rebecca said.

	 

	“What investigation?” He asked.

	 

	“You’re not a suspect Chris.” Steve said interjecting. “We’re just trying to piece some facts together.” He added.

	 

	"Ok." Chris conceded.

	 

	"Thank you for your help.  We’ll be in touch if we need more information. If you think of anything, please let us know." She said as she pulled out her business card and handed it to him.

	            

	"Sure." Chris replied 

	 

	"Thanks again." Steve said Shaking his hand, and then Chris walked back out the door.

	 

	They both walked back out the reception area to thank the receptionist for her assistance, who still looked frazzled and from what they could see the pile of papers on her desk had grown.  Steve opened the door and was blasted by the wake of yet another grain truck sweeping by the office area.

	 

	They didn't speak as they walked to the Commodore.  Once inside and sitting down with the air conditioner blasting on full Rebecca spoke up.

	 

	"What did you think?"

	 

	"Chris is still very emotional about this.  He could be our shooter." He said staring back at the silos. "But emotional attachment isn't proof, and the motive is a bit of a reach as well.  We still need to connect him to the other items of evidence."

	 

	"I’ll ask the local boys to keep an eye on him." Rebecca offered.

	 

	"That would be wise." Steve said frowning.

	 

	"What’s wrong?" she asked.

	 

	"I’m missing something, but I can’t put my finger on it."

	 

	"I’m sure it will come to you. Now how about that 'rain check' you promised me. You still up for coffee?"

	 

	Steve knew he was not going to get out of it this time.  Not unless he wanted to walk back to Dunsborough. "Then again," he thought to himself. "Coffee did sound like a nice idea right about now."

	 

	"Sure." he said making sure he didn't take too long to answer.

	 

	"I know this nice place near Nannup.  Right on the river." she offered.

	 

	"Sound great."

	 

	 

	 

	It was only a short drive to the Coffee shop.  Before long Steve and Rebecca sat on the wooden deck of the coffee shop nursing two rather nice coffees.  The river was flowing off in the distance. The green lawn stretching out between the river and the coffee shop was alive with buzzing insects and small animals.  On the deck several tables and chairs were set out to maximise the view of the water.  It was a gorgeous Spring day in the Southwest.  The kind that made this region famous throughout the west.

	 

	"This is a nice place. How’d you find out about it?" Steve asked.

	 

	"My folks used to come here a lot. You see I grew up in Margaret River." She replied.

	 

	"Ah a local girl?" Steve offered.

	 

	"Yep.  Born and bred." She replied.

	 

	"High School is still a bit of blur.  Not many job opportunities so I decided to join the force. After the Academy I requested the Southwest so I could be close to my parents." Rebecca replied.

	 

	"You get to see them much?" Steve asked taking a sip of his coffee.

	 

	"Most of the Holidays I guess, and the occasional weekend." She replied.

	 

	"So, no man in your life to monopolize your time?" He asked cautiously.

	 

	"There have been a few who would have liked the job." She replied looking out at the water.

	 

	"But none stuck?"

	 

	"Nope."  

	 

	"You that picky?" He stated a wry smile on his face.

	 

	She glared at him with playful scowl. "Not really.  My schedule is quite rough. Our office covers all of the Southwest.  I can be called out at any time." She answered with a rebuking, yet playful glare.

	 

	"Yeah.  I know the feeling." he agreed remembering what it was like for him working on the profiling team in Sydney.

	 

	"I guess you would. Now I want the rest of the story you started the day we met.  How did you go from profiling crazies to preaching the “Good News." She asked leaning towards him.

	 

	"It's a Long story."

	 

	"Let me get us some more coffee then." she said flagging down the waitress and order another round of coffee. The waitress took the order and headed back to kitchen. "Ok Shoot." Steve groaned at the pun. "Sorry occupational humour." She said.

	 

	Steve leaned back and looked out over the water.

	 

	"As I mentioned a couple of days ago. I was working for the Police Department. It was six years ago. Doing the really nasty type stuff. Serial Killers, rapists, crazies basically. Well one Monday morning my Division Commander gave me call.  There had been another attack by a particularly violent serial offender.  Only this time the victim was my sister." He said still looking out over the water.

	 

	Rebecca flinched like someone had swung at her "I’m sorry.  Now I feel really terrible about pushing you in the car like that. I should have minded my own business.  I guess I get so used to pushing people for answers I forget to turn it off."

	 

	"It's ok.  I understand." He said. "Well she survived the attack at first, however it left her with some very serious wounds." He added.

	 

	"How bad?" She asked gently.

	 

	"Life threatening."

	 

	"And you just walked away from the case?" Rebecca asked shaking her head slowly.

	 

	"My sister was the only family I had left.  I took a leave of absence and spent what little time we had left with her."

	 

	"Didn’t you want to catch him?" she asked still trying to connect the dots.

	 

	"Like you wouldn’t believe.” He said quickly, then he paused and looked towards the river again, “but there were many good officers in my department.  They could handle it without me getting all emotional and messing things up."

	 

	"How long did you have together?"

	 

	The waitress arrived with their new coffees.  Steve waited until she had put them down and then he continued.

	 

	"4 weeks.  I spent every waking moment I could with her. The she eventually succumbed to her injuries."

	 

	"So, what is the connection with the church?"

	 

	"My sister was a missionary with a mission organization in Calcutta India.  She had been home on sabbatical for 6 months raising money to go back."

	 

	"Her death must have left a gap in the Ministry."

	 

	"You'd think so but as it turns out, no!  Because you can never be sure you are going to raise the support you need, you make sure everything is sorted out before you leave the mission field."

	 

	Rebecca sipped on her coffee some more.

	 

	"Have you always been involved in the church?" She said putting the cup down.

	 

	"No. I was your typical ‘bad boy’.  Never really had time for church.  My folks weren’t into it, so it just wasn’t an issue." 

	 

	"Then how….?" She stopped herself mid-sentence not sure how to ask.

	 

	"My sister took it upon herself to convert her heathen brother, and to quote her “She'd make me a believer even if it was the last thing she did”. He said with a smile. 

	 

	"I guess it was."

	 

	"Yeah. I sometimes felt she held on as long as she did just to make sure I was on the right track.  I gave my life to the Lord kneeling beside her bed. My sister. A woman who had dedicated her entire life to the Lord.  That kind of stuff kind of makes an impact on you. You know?"

	 

	Now Rebecca looked out to the water, mainly so Steve could not see the tears welling up in her eyes.

	 

	"My folks were church goers. I did the whole Sunday School and Youth group thing but got distracted in High School. Never really thought about it much since then." She said reminiscently. 

	 

	"That’s a very common story." Steve reassured her.

	 

	"What happened after your sister died. You just signed up at Pastor’s boot camp or something?" Rebecca asked changing the tone a little.

	 

	Steve let out a small laugh.

	 

	"No. My sister had asked me to take some supplies she had collected as well as the money she had raised to the Mission in India.  I agreed, so when she died, I quit the force and got on a plane."

	 

	"Just like that?" Rebecca asked slightly amazed.

	 

	"Just like that!" he said.

	 

	"And the guy who did this.  Did they track him down and make him pay for what he had done?"

	 

	"I think you have been watching too much TV." Steve said shaking his head. “You know that’s not how it works.”

	 

	"Come on Steve, didn’t you care about it at all?" Rebecca burst out barely able to control her own anger at the situation.

	 

	"Of course I did.  I grieved for my sister.” He said, a little louder than he expected.  He took a breath and continued. “I still do. But I got on that plane and fulfilled my sister’s dying wish. My department finally did catch him, and he is being punished for his crimes. I guess my sister knew that if I was still around, I would get involved in the case and do something truly stupid.  She asked me to go to India to save me from the pain of doing something that could ruin my career.  As it was, I was able to honour her memory in the best way I could.  Serving the Lord myself."

	 

	"Smart girl your sister."

	 

	"Yep.  Well when I got back, I signed up at a seminary in the Blue Mountains.  After graduation I took a position in a small church way out here in the bush."  He said with a smile.

	 

	"Why a small church out here? There are many churches in Sydney I would imagine."

	 

	"Why not? I figured I could make a difference out here. Plus, I had had my fill of big cities."  

	 

	"Come on.  I told you I have done the church thing.  I know how things go.  We grew up in a Christian country, so we’re Christians too.  What kind of difference you talking about?”

	 

	"Most people believe that being a Christian is going to church and being good." Steve said nervously sipping his coffee.  

	 

	"Sounds about right." Rebecca replied matter of factly.

	 

	Steve paused thinking to himself. “This was always the hard part.  Getting the conversation about God started.  Most people have an idea of who God is but aren't really interested much after that.” 

	 

	"But it is so much more than that. Jesus wants to have a relationship with us. Most people have a Christian belief structure that is based on observances and warm moments and fuzzy feelings." He said finally.

	 

	"Is that such a bad thing?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	Steve knew he was committed to the conversation now.  He was not about to back down when it came to sharing his faith.  Especially when someone comes right out and asks.

	 

	"Not by itself, but it’s not enough. What drew people to Jesus was the way he related to them.  He not only saw them, but he LOVED them.  He didn’t coerce them into being good or make them feel bad because they messed up.  He knew we could never reach God on our own. So, he made a way for us to be re-united with the Lord.  But it meant He had to pay the price.  He had to die so that we could be restored into a right relationship with God.  The key there is relationship." He said gesturing energetically.

	 

	"Were you always this passionate as a cop?"

	 

	"I am afraid I was." Steve answered embarrassedly.

	 

	"You must have been a good one."

	 

	"I’m a much better Pastor."

	 

	"Why do you say that?" She asked.

	 

	"As a cop I only saw the worst in people.  I was legalistic and uncaring."

	 

	"Kickin’ down doors and taking names right." She said leaning back and making the typical cop pose with both hands in front like she was holding a gun.

	 

	Steve laughed at little.

	 

	"Almost.  I wasn’t making any friends put it that way.  Even in my squad I was known as a hard case.  Too intense. Couldn’t let things go."

	 

	"So that is why your sister wanted you out of the situation?"

	 

	"Yep.  I would have been one of those burnt out police types you see in the movies.  No life, just a good arrest record."

	 

	"And it’s different now?"

	 

	"Oh yes.  Now I get to help before things go wrong.  I can help people make real changes.  It is very rewarding to see a life turned around."

	 

	"You say that like you’re talking to me!"

	 

	"I am."

	 

	"You think I need saving too?" She asked accusingly.

	 

	"We all do." Steve replied. Trying very hard not to come across as judgemental. 

	 

	Rebecca paused a moment and then decided to change the subject.  This was getting a little too close to home for her liking.

	 

	"Well, I think we should be heading off anyway." She said pushing her cup away.

	 

	Steve knew he had gone as far as he could on this occasion, so he let it go and tried to keep things on a more conversational level.

	 

	"Yeah, before Hanks calls to find out where we are.  He already thinks there is something going on between us."

	 

	"Would that be such a bad thing?" Rebecca asked sliding her sunglasses on at just the right moment to hide her true motives for asking.

	 

	Steve was caught off guard.  He had felt stirrings, but there was just too much going on to muddy the waters now.

	 

	"No, it’s just…" his voices trailed off.

	 

	"Just what?"

	 

	"Jesus is such a huge part of my life.  It would have to be the same for whoever I might get involved with!" He said somewhat apologetically.

	 

	"That’s pretty limiting isn't it."

	 

	"Not really.  It comes down to shared priorities.  If they are not the same, the relationship will only grow on the physical and emotion elements.  But spiritually, you are always being pulled apart."

	 

	Rebecca didn't like it but it kind of made sense. "I guess you’re right, but I’m not sure I like it." She said 

	 

	"Not many people do."

	 

	 

	"Well let’s get back before Hank sends out the tracker dogs." Rebecca said smiling.

	 

	“Or he sends Jimmy!” Steve laughed as they walked slowly out to the car park.  Rebecca agreed to drop Steve off.  The car pulled out of the gravel driveway and turned towards Dunsborough.

	 

	 

	The Police Station had quietened down a bit now.  Normal operations had begun to return.

	 

	“Sarg.” Jimmy said from the doorway.

	 

	“What?” He bellowed.

	 

	“Mr Rustikoff’s Grandson is on line two.”

	 

	Hank picked up the receiver and thumped the ‘Line 2’ button.

	 

	“Sergeant Adams Here.” He said, somewhat professionally, “Yes Mr Rustikof, I know who you are.” Hank then listened intently for several minutes. “Thank you, Sir.  I will have an Officer there immediately.” He then added his condolences and hung up.

	 

	“Jimmy!” He yelled.

	 

	“Yes Boss.” Kimmy answered.

	 

	“I need you to go to the victim’s house and pick up something.”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	It was night time again.  The man walked to the cupboard next to the desk and open the doors.  He took out a large metal contraption that looked like some kind of press and placed it on the desk.  He took out some shell casings and a tin that held a fine black power.

	 

	It was very quiet tonight.  He looked off in the direction of the kitchen.  He could see the dog bowl still standing where he had left it.

	 

	He turned back to the desk and placed one of the casings in the holder of the press.  He measured out some of the black power on to a small set of scales and then dropped the powder down into the casing.  Taking a brass bullet, he placed it in the top of the press and pulled down on the large stainless-steel handle on the right-hand side.

	 

	With a clunk the press squeezed the bullet into the casing and crimped the top of the casing around the bullet.  Then he took the bullet out and carefully inspected it.  He repeated the process again another seven times, placing each bullet carefully into a small rack next to the press.

	 

	When he had finished, he cleaned down the press and turned off the desk lamp leaving the room in total darkness.


Chapter 10

	 

	 

	Steve sat behind his desk praying.  After several minutes he got up and walked over to the window staring out.  

	 

	“Lord.' He said rubbing his eyes.  "Man, it is hard to concentrate today.  There is so much to be done around the church, but all I can think about is the case.  My heart goes out to the family of the victim, but also to the one who has done this.  It is very obvious that he is hurting badly himself. Not that it excuses him from his actions though."

	            

	He moved back behind the desk and leant on the back of the chair.

	 

	"You brought me here to make a difference.  I know that Lord.  I also know, that all this happened a long time before I came to meet you.  I still feel there is something I need to do.  Not just solve the case, but somehow minister to the people involved."

	 

	He sat down in the chair again and opened his bible.

	 

	"I need your wisdom Lord." He picks his bible up and reads aloud to himself. "You say in James 1:5 “If any of you lacks wisdom, he should ask God, who gives generously to all without finding fault, and it will be given to him.”      Well Lord I am asking, please give me clarity of thought.  Help me to see the things I need to see, and most of all give me the opportunity to touch the lives of the people in this case.  Help me to show them that they are loved by you in a very special way. Amen"

	 

	Steve closed his bible and reached over and picked up the case file again.  There had to be something he was missing.  In the past he found that kicking down doors was an effective tool.  However now he felt the Lord giving him a different mandate.

	 

	He took all notes and put them in order.  He looked at the forensic evidence, and then the notes he had taken.  All of it pointed to one thing.  Even though it seemed impossible it was the only way the clues fit together.

	 

	Steve went to his knees beside the table.  He prayed for the case this time.  He prayed that the Lord would bring to light the information they needed to tie everything together. After what seemed a very short time Steve looked up at the clock and saw he had been praying for nearly an hour.  He got up walked to the door and switched off the lights.

	 

	"We'll see what tomorrow brings." he thought to himself.

	 

	 

	 

	This was Rebecca’s oasis.  Sitting on the deck of her parent’s house overlooking the wetlands.  In the cool of early evening it could make a huge difference.  This was also the time that Rebecca and her mum would chat, sometimes for hours.  

	 

	“If we didn’t need to eat, you two would never come inside.” Her father had often said a little in fun and a little miffed.

	 

	Tonight, was one of those times.  The case was moving along, but that wasn’t what she was struggling with.  It was Steve.  Her mother came through the double sliding doors and put a cup of tea in front of her.  She moved around the coffee table and took the chair directly opposite her daughter.

	 

	“So, what brings you down here Rebecca.” She said blowing her tea slightly while eyeing her daughter.

	 

	“Do I need to have a reason to come down?” Rebecca said a little defensively.

	 

	“Of course not, my dear.  It’s just unless it is a holiday or long weekend, we don’t see you that much.  Unless you have something on your mind.” She said with a wry smile. “So, spill.  What’s on your mind? It can only be two things, work or a guy. So, which?” 

	 

	Rebecca looked out over the marsh.  There was so much.  

	 

	“Where to start.” She answered.

	 

	“Well how is the case going?” She asked taking a sip of her tea.

	 

	“It’s going.  We are still processing some of the evidence, but we have hit a block.  

	 

	The person who we thought committed the crime, died nearly 40 years ago.” She answered. “There are still some things we need to figure out.”

	 

	“Does it look like you’re going to catch them?” Her mum asked.

	 

	“That’s the thing.  This person seems like they want to be caught.  Steve is sure that all the evidence leads to a troubled soul who is desperate for validation and understanding. So, they are dropping clues for us to find.”

	 

	Her mum had stopped sipping her tea and now looked Rebecca in eyes. “Who’s Steve?” She asked.

	 

	“Ah.  That is the other issue.” Rebecca replied hesitantly. “Steve is helping us out on the case.”

	 

	“I figured that, but who is he?” Her mum pressed.

	 

	Rebecca looked out across the wetlands again, for longer this time.  The truth was she really didn’t know who he is.  Oh, she knew his name and what he did for a living, but she didn’t know much about him.  The only information that he had given was about a traumatic incident in his past and the change it had made, but that’s all.

	 

	“Ok. Let’s start at the beginning.” Her mum asked gently. “Where does he live?”

	 

	“In Dunsborough,” she Replied. “and before your ask he isn’t another cop.  In fact, he’s a Pastor.”

	 

	Her mother stopped and sat back in the chair shocked. Several questions came to her mind, but none came out of her mouth.  Eventually the only thing to escape was, “Oh.”

	 

	Rebecca looked away. “I’m not sure how I feel about this though.  Don’t get me wrong he’s a nice guy.  It’s just something he said.”

	 

	“What was that?” Her mother asked.

	 

	“He said that God was such an important part of his life that he couldn’t get involved with someone who didn’t feel the same.” Rebecca replied. 

	 

	“I admit church hasn’t been on my mind much since I moved to Perth to go the Academy.”

	 

	“You haven’t bothered much with it since you became a teenager.” Her mother added.

	 

	“I guess not.” Rebecca conceded.

	 

	“Then why now.”

	 

	“It’s the way Steve talks about God.  I really think he feels connected in some way.” She replied.  She looked over the wetlands again only this time her focus settled on the little church she used to attend with her parents. “Do you still go.” She asked pointing at the church.

	 

	“Every Sunday sweetheart.” Her mother replied. “What is bothering you about it?”

	 

	“Well it seems that it’s a bit of a package deal.  Love me, love my religion.” She answered.

	 

	“I’m sure that’s not what he meant exactly.” Her mother replied gently. 

	 

	“Look, Rebecca, we gave you the space you needed to find you own way back to God.  I just get the feeling He is trying to get your attention again.”

	 

	“Through Steve?”

	 

	“By any means he can.” She replied gently touching her arm.

	 

	“I’m not sure mum.” She said. “I don’t know what to do.”

	 

	“Well, is there anything you need to do about this?” She asked.

	 

	“Well, no, I guess not.”

	 

	“Then why not let it unfold on its own and see what comes from it.” She said.

	 

	“I guess so.” She paused again. “Thanks.  I knew if I spoke to you, things would get clearer.”

	 

	With that a man appeared at the doorway. “Hey Becca, when did you get in.”

	 

	“Daddy.” She said and jumped up and hugged him.  “Today. I just popped down for some food and a chat.”

	 

	“Great.  Anytime.” He said giving her another hug.

	 

	“By the way Rebecca, what church did you say he was the Pastor of?” Her mother questioned, not too subtly.

	 

	Rebecca looked at her mother with a shocked expression. “You’re going to go and check him out aren’t you.” She asked.

	 

	“It’s my job sweetheart.” She replied with mock importance.

	 

	“What’s this about a Pastor?” The father asked.

	 

	“Nothing!” Rebecca answered and walked inside embarrassed.

	 

	The father just looked from woman to woman with a totally confused look on his face.

	 

	“I’ll explain later dear.” The Mother said patting him on the shoulder.

	 

	Rebecca’s father knew that this was one of those ‘leave it alone for now’ moments. 

	 

	So, he smiled and walked into the house.

	 

	“Who’s up for Indian tonight?”

	 

	 

	 

	The next morning Steve strode into the Police Station with renewed focus.  He barely noticed Jimmy who was busy filling out paperwork.  He walked straight in Sergeant Adams office without even knocking.

	 

	"Morning Hank?" He said.

	 

	"Morning Pastor." Hank replied.

	 

	Jimmy called in from the outer office.

	 

	"Morning Pastor."

	 

	Steve smiled and called back. "Morning Jimmy.  Anything new Hank?"

	 

	"You could say that."

	 

	"Why? What have you got?" Steve asked excitedly.

	 

	Sergeant Adams paused and took in the moment.

	 

	"Hey, you know what this feels kinda nice."

	 

	"You mean the feeling of knowing something others don’t?"

	 

	Sergeant Adams pushed his chair back from the desk and leaned back with his hands locked behind his head.

	 

	"I guess so."

	 

	Steve crossed his arms and closed his eyes.

	 

	"You’re going to make me pull this out of you, aren’t you?"

	 

	Sergeant Adams just smiled. "Yep."

	 

	Steve conceded that he was going to have to wait this out and endure some of his own medicine.

	 

	"Ok, spill.  What have you got?"

	 

	"I got a phone call." Sergeant Adams said.

	 

	"Uh huh." Steve nodded.  "From who?"

	 

	"From Peter!"

	 

	"Which one. The Apostle Peter? Or Peter the victim’s grandson?" he asked a little impatient. Hank glared at him in response. "Ok the grandson. What did he have to say?"

	 

	"Lots!"

	 

	"Oh, you are enjoying this aren’t you Hank?"

	 

	"Like you wouldn’t believe." Steve threw his hands in the air and sat back. 

	 

	"Ok. I’ll talk." Sergeant Adams said giving in.  “Well it seems that when the victim’s wife, Mrs Rustikof, had settled down she spoke to her grandson.  She showed him some of the things her husband had kept hidden in a box for more than 5 decades.  In there was a journal." Steve looked up in shock. "He remembers shooting many people as part of his job at the internment camp. However, one particular incident stuck out.  It was when he shot a man who was trying to escape with his wife 50 years ago.  The man’s name was Nikolai Petrovski.  Our shooter’s father!"

	 

	 

	Steve sat forward again.      "Did he say why it was so memorable?"

	 

	"Easy Pastor, all in good time.  Well he recounts the whole thing.  The weather conditions that day, wind speed.  All the stuff a sniper thinks is important."

	 

	Steve's impatience was growing "And?"

	 

	

	"It was memorable because Nikolai wasn’t killed.  He survived the shooting." Steve sat there shocked. "They brought him back to the camp, and he never tried to escape again."

	 

	"So that part of the story ended." Steve sighed with relief.

	 

	"Not quite." Sergeant Adams added.

	 

	"What do you mean “Not quite”?"

	 

	"When Nikolai recovered, he asked to see our Mr Rustikof.  He was still working at the camp at that time."

	 

	"Why?" Steve asked confused.

	 

	"All he wanted to know was that his wife had made it.  Our victim gave him a detailed account of the whole thing. Bit proud of it to he was, according to his journal anyway.  Nikolai was very relieved to know that his wife had escaped. At the end of the discussion our victim asked Nikolai why he was not angry.  It was then that Nikolai shared his faith.  He even told him he had been praying for him and would continue to do so." Steve sat back a wry smile on his face. "Hey Pastor, I am just telling you what he wrote, I’m not buying any of this myself."

	 

	"There’s hope for you yet Hank."

	 

	"Hope all you like preacher." Sergeant Adams puts his hands up again. "But before you plunge into a sermon, there is more."

	 

	"More?" Steve blurted out.

	 

	"Heck yeah.  It seems that Nikolai and his wife knew they were pregnant.  The escape was so that the child could have a chance to live.  I guess there was a high mortality rate in the camps.  Mr Rustikof goes on to say that he could not get the discussion out of his mind.  That he eventually met with Nikolai again, and quietly in the corner of the work yard the guard accepted Jesus as his own Lord and saviour."

	 

	"Praise the Lord!" Steve yelled.

	 

	"Easy Pastor,” the Sergeant said, raising his hand, “there’s more." Sergeant Adams added.

	 

	"No way.  Come on Hank give it to me straight.  This is killing me."

	 

	"Well he knew that it would come out that he had become a Christian, so he left the military and escaped to the west with his own family." Steve sat back again, completely drained. "He also left with this." Sergeant Adams pulls out a letter from the file in front of him. It was browned with age but well kept. A letter from Nikolai to his wife and unborn son, Mr Rustikof tried to find out where they were, but had no luck.  He did keep the letter though just in case."

	 

	"You have got to be kidding?"

	 

	"Nope and that’s not all. The victim’s Grandson also said that during the break in at his grandparents house something else was stolen.  It seems that the victim had brought his weapon with him from Russia.  The barrel had been filled with lead and the firing pin was removed. Rendered innocuous.  Had a curio licence and everything."

	 

	"So, what bearing does that have?"

	 

	"No wait give me a second to enjoy this." The Sergeant said. "On a hunch I contacted a friend who runs a gun show over in Sydney every year."

	 

	"Why doesn’t it surprise me that you have a friend who runs a gun show." Steve said shaking his head.

	 

	"Well Pastor this IS the Southwest." 

	 

	"Ok that’s just creepy."

	 

	"Creepy or not.  He came back with some info.  I asked him about any action in regard to sniper rifles."

	 

	"That’s pretty good thinking Hank!  I’m impressed."

	 

	Sergeant Adams Leans back in his chair. "Well prepare to be amazed.  It seems that there was one guy getting rid of some old Afghan war souvenirs.  In the batch was the barrel, magazine, and firing pin of a Dragonov SVD."

	 

	"And why is that important?"

	 

	"Guess what rifle was stolen from the victim?"

	 

	"A Dragonov SVD."

	 

	"Yep."

	 

	"So, what you’re saying is that the shooter stole the weapon then sourced the parts he needed to make it fireable?"

	 

	Sergeant Adams folded his arms learnt back slightly. "Well that’s my theory."

	 

	"Relax Hank, you did great.  From what we know about this guy it fits with his Psychological profile perfectly.  Methodical and motivated."

	 

	"That is still quite a shot." 

	 

	"Yeah, but it is possible." said Steve.

	 

	"The kill range on the SVD is 3000 metres." Sergeant Adams offered.

	 

	Steve looked at the Sergeant. "Now how would you know that?" Steve puts a hand up to stop the Sergeant before he answers. "Don’t bother I don’t want to know."

	 

	"We need to dig into this Christopher’s life. Find out more about him."

	 

	"How good is the "Mate's" network down here?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Solid.  What do you need?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"I need a big favour, and to make a call."

	 

	"The favour we can see about, but there's a phone behind you." Sergeant Adams offered.

	 

	"Thanks." Steve pulls out a card and dials the number. "Yes hello.  This is Pastor Steve Jerveson from Dunsborough.  Is Sister Agnes there please?"

	 

	"What you thinking Pastor?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"I’ve got a hunch of my own.  Hello Sister Agnes?  Pastor Steve here.  Do you have any old photos of Mischa and Christopher?  Great could you scan them for me and send them to my email account listed on my card? You still have it?  Great. Thanks."

	 

	He hung up the phone and turned to see Sergeant Adams staring at his quizzically.

	 

	"Let's see how this pans out and then I'll let you know." Steve said apologetically.

	 

	 

	 

	Getting a clear line of site to the Police Station was difficult.  There were no natural rises in the topography, so hills were out of the question.  The only buildings tall enough did not have a clear shot.  The only spot possible was a stand of trees hidden just off the road.  The park between them meant there was plenty of open ground.

	 

	The 4x4 pulled off Caves Road near the roundabout and moved slowly into the tress to the left.  Now he was concealed on three sides and the only open view was a direct line to the police station.  It was enough away that they could not see his vehicle.  He reached into the back and grabbed the rifle bag.  Rolling down the passenger window a little he rested a bean bag on the glass to keep the barrel still.

	 

	There was just enough space in the front of the small 4x4 for him to stay in the driver’s seat and poise the barrel on the glass.  He attached the scope and peered through the sight.  He could see Steve and Hank clearly through the front door.

	 

	Taking the spotters scope he took the range and set it on the scope.  He could see there was plenty of movement and they seemed excited about something.  Lowering the rifle, he cursed and twitched as the indecision racked his mind.  He needed them to figure this out.  He needed vindication.  If he killed them the whole thing could end very differently.  Killing a Police Officer would add a dynamic to the situation he could not factor for.

	 

	Finally, he packed the rifle away, wound up the window move drove out of the trees and back to his home.

	 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 11:

	 

	 

	It had been a slow day for Rebecca.  She spent the morning shopping with her Mother and having lunch with her Dad.  Time seemed to pass differently here.  People just weren’t in the same hurry as the larger centres.  From the vantage point of the coffee shop she had retreated to in the afternoon she could see the hustle and bustle of the big city replaced with a slow meander of a regional town.  Parents walked their children back from school and business people slowly sipped their latte’s.

	 

	Then the jarring reality of why she was there came flooding back to her.  These people were wondering around, blissfully unaware of what had been going on.

	 

	“Perhaps that is a good thing.” She thought to herself, taking a sip of her own latte.  Several children came running in and up to the glass counter quickly followed by a slightly frazzled mother.  She ordered herself a Chai Latte and a sugar filled creamy drink for her two young children and then retreated to the booth at the back off the shop, picking up colouring sheets and pencils on the way.  By the time the drinks arrived the children were engrossed, and relief slowly seeped into the mother’s face.

	 

	Rebecca drained the last of her drink and slowly wandered out of the shop.  She had promised to cook tonight so made her way to the small supermarket on the main road.  Known for its supply of local products she would pick up what she needed and wander home.

	 

	 

	 

	Steve sat at his desk, pouring over the photos and papers strewn all over his desk. He knew there was a connection. He just needed. to find it.

	 

	There was a gentle knock on the door, and then the door opened slightly.  An elderly man stuck his head in the gap.

	 

	"Hey there Pastor Steve.  How are things going?" The man said.

	 

	"Hi Eugene. They’re going.  Just looking at some pictures from the possible shooter and an old friend of his." Steve answered looking up from the papers.

	 

	"I was actually talking about the board meeting we have in 10 minutes." Eugene corrected politely.

	 

	A flash of memory struck Steve and he looked at the clock on the wall.  It showed 7:50pm. "Sorry Eugene.  I have been preoccupied with this case.  Old habits die hard I guess."

	 

	"Don’t worry about it.  Everything is fine on the church end of things.  You need to re-schedule?" Eugene replied stepping in the door.

	 

	Steve's face relaxed and he gave Eugene a look of complete admiration. 

	 

	"That would be great.  I need to call Rebecca this evening anyway."

	 

	"Who’s Rebecca?" Eugene asked politely.

	 

	"The Detective assigned to the case." Steve replied.

	 

	"Isn’t it kind of late to be calling?" Eugene asked.

	 

	"She won’t mind." Steve replied.

	 

	"What makes you so sure?" Eugene asked.

	 

	"Just a vibe I got." he replied offhandedly.

	 

	"A vibe?" He replied taking the chair opposite.

	 

	"She wouldn’t mind if I called." Steve explained.

	 

	Eugene nodded slightly and then added. "Sounds like quite a girl."

	 

	Steve paused and thought about that for a moment.  Perhaps a little too long. "Yeah, she is."

	 

	Eugene cocked his head to one side and looked at Steve for a brief moment. "You like this young lady, don't you?"

	 

	This took Steve by surprise. "What makes you say that?" He said defensively.

	 

	Eugene rolled his eyes and leaned back in the chair.

	 

	"I’ve been a man a lot longer than you Steve.  I know when a man is interested in someone.”

	 

	“I guess you’re right Eugene.”

	 

	“Besides, I also think you are just looking for an excuse to give her a call." He said.

	 

	"Is it that obvious?" Steve said pushing back from the desk a little.

	 

	"No.  I’m just that clever." Said Eugene with a glint in his eye.

	 

	Steve burst out laughing.  He wasn't quite sure why.  Partly because what Eugene had said was funny, partly because until that point he didn't fully realise he did have feelings for Rebecca, but mostly because Eugene was right.

	 

	"Look Steve.  You are a man."

	 

	"Last time I checked." Steve blurted out.

	 

	"What I mean is that you need companionship just like everyone else, and you’ve been single for nearly 10 years now.  It’s natural that you would want to find someone who shares your interests, weird and macabre though they may be.” He said looking at the papers strewn across the desk.

	 

	Steve laughed again. "I guess so.  I am attracted to her." He added, verbalising his feelings for the first time.

	 

	"Is she a believer?" Eugene asked.

	 

	"Not really."

	 

	"Well you need to be equally yoked Steve.  Not just because of your interests but also spiritually." Eugene added in a rather formal manner. Then leaning back in the chair he got himself comfortable.

	 

	Steve stuck his head in his hands. "Why do I get the feeling I’m in for another farming metaphor?"

	 

	"Working the land teaches wisdom Steve. The Lord put a lot of things in place to teach us." Steve was going to protest but Eugene began before he could speak. "I had these 2 draught horses..."

	 

	"Yep. Here we go." Steve said in a playful tone.

	 

	"Be quiet and listen." Eugene admonished with a slight authoritative tone.

	 

	"Do I have a choice?" Steve asked even though he knew what the answer would be.

	 

	"No." Eugene added emphatically.

	 

	Steve threw his hands up and leant back in this chair. "Go on then!"

	 

	"You see these two horses never got on.  They were both hard working, but they could not work together.  This one wanted to pull hard, the other wanted to pace itself so it could work longer." Stated Eugene.

	 

	"I get it they couldn’t work together." Steve said leaning forward again.

	 

	"If you interrupt, I am only going to make it longer." Eugene announced.  Steve put his hands up in a motion of surrender and then folded his arms. Then Eugene continued. "They had different ways of working.  They were both strong.  Both good horses, but lousy together.  Put them in different pairs.  One where the horses had the same goal and they could work much better.  It the same with getting into a relationship."

	 

	"I know. I told her that for me any relationship must have the Lord as a common denominator between us." Steve announced.

	 

	"You did?" Eugene asked somewhat surprised.

	 

	"Yep.' Steve answered smiling.

	 

	"Why didn’t you tell me that at the beginning?" Eugene asked indignantly.

	 

	Steve leaned forward and looked Eugene straight in the eyes.

	 

	"Because even though I already knew what you were going to say, I value you too much to not to listen to your stories." Steve said warmly.

	 

	Eugene smiled just a little.  Shifted slightly and then said. "Oh, ok.  So maybe you should take this young lady for coffee."

	 

	"Already did coffee." Steve answered.

	 

	"Oh.  How was the coffee?" Eugene asked.

	 

	Steve smiled a little and then added. "The coffee was nice."

	 

	"Wouldn’t hurt to have some more would it?  Coffee that is.  You know spend some time, sharing Christ with her." Eugene offered.

	 

	"Already planning on it.  Was hoping to real soon, but I have this meeting tonight and ..." He said playfully.

	 

	Eugene knew where this was going to go.

	 

	"Ok. Pastor we can reschedule.  Go share Christ with the nice lady over coffee."

	 

	"Will do Eugene, but just because you suggest so." Steve said

	 

	Eugene gave a short laugh and then stood up and walked to the door.

	 

	"Praying for you Pastor." He said.

	 

	"Praying for you as well Eugene."

	 

	Eugene left leaving Steve to his thoughts.  Then he reached over and picked up his phone.  He looked at the business card he had put next to his phone and dialled the number.

	 

	"Hi Rebecca, Sorry for calling so late. You up for another coffee? I've got some ideas I want to run past you.  As well as some evidence from Sister Agnes." He said into the phone.  

	 

	“Sounds great.” She replied.

	 

	"Great shall we meet halfway? Say the coffee shop next to the jetty in Busselton?" He listened again. "Great. I can be there in 25 minutes. See you in a bit"  

	 

	He got up grabbed his jacket as well as the pile of papers and photos then switched off the light.  He knew it would only take him 20 minutes to get to the jetty, but he wanted to make sure he got there first.

	 

	 

	 

	A lone figure sat patiently in the driver’s seat of his 4x4 watching Steve lock the front door for the church.  

	 

	“A bit late to be out visiting.” The man said. “Let’s see where you’re heading off to.”

	 

	The man started the 4x4 and pulled off slowly behind Steve, waiting to turn his lights on until he had turned the corner.  Then he followed.  Close enough to see, but not too close.

	 

	 

	 

	The drive only took a couple of minutes longer than he expected.  He pulled into the car park and sat there looking out over the jetty, it's lights dancing of the waves.  The green 4x4 took a position some distance away, but within view of the church van.

	 

	Rebecca’s familiar blue Commodore pulled up next to him just after he arrived, and he got out.  He didn’t wait for her to get out, but met her as she opened her door.

	 

	"Thanks for coming down." he said holding the door open for her.

	 

	"How could I refuse?" She said closing the door.

	 

	They walked into the coffee shop and sat down at one of the tables facing the water.

	 

	"So, what is this evidence that’s got you so excited?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"These." Steve announced, bringing out the photos from Sister Agnes. Although he wasn’t sure it was the evidence that excited him.

	 

	Rebecca looked at the photos of two boys who looked surprisingly similar.

	 

	"So, they look similar.  So do thousands of boys that age."

	 

	"I have asked Hank to look into something for me.  If that pans out, then it could change everything." Steve said excitedly.

	 

	"What is he looking into?" she asked impatiently.

	 

	"The accident report from Mischa’s death. It’s just a hunch, but worth a try."

	 

	"Cool.  We going to just talk or is there a chance of coffee anytime soon." She asked bringing his attention back to the present.

	 

	"Sorry got carried away." Steve apologised and called over a waitress.

	 

	The slightly shocked waitress came over and took their order.

	 

	“Sorry folks, the kitchen is closed, but we can still do coffees.” She said not completely hiding her annoyance at not being able to close early.

	 

	“That’s fine.” Steve answered. “Just 2 flat whites please.

	 

	She wrote down the order and headed off back the counter.

	 

	"Hey it’s Friday night.  Why aren’t you preparing your sermon or something?"

	 

	"Too much on my mind.  I also usually prepare on the Saturday afternoon anyway. It’s amazing how many interruptions I get on a Friday.  Even though people know it’s my sermon prep day.  So, I changed it to Saturday and just didn’t tell anyone.  Ergo, no interruptions. That way I can shut myself away and focus only on that.  Most of the time anyway."

	 

	"You know that is weirdly clever.” She conceded. “So, what’s up.  Case got you all hot and bothered?"

	 

	"Not just the case." Steve said holding her gaze.

	 

	"I know what it’s like dealing with country folk. Listen Hank may come across like a country bumpkin but he’s sharp." Rebecca offered trying to put his mind at rest and completely missing the point all together.

	 

	The waitress returned with the coffee and set it down in front of them.  

	 

	“Sorry again folks, but just to let you know we close in half an hour.”

	 

	“No problem. We can be done by then.” He replied.  “I can pay for the coffees now if that would help?”

	 

	“Sure. That will be ten dollars.”

	 

	Steve pulled a ten dollar note out of his pocket and handed it to the waitress.

	 

	“Thanks love.” She replied, and then returned to her counter to cash out.

	 

	Steve returned his attention to Rebecca.

	 

	"It’s not Hank." he said looking at her once again.

	 

	"Then who..." she took a sip of coffee, and then stopped, "...oh." She looked at Steve and pointed to herself Steve nodded. "I thought you weren’t interested in someone who isn’t a Christian?" She said putting her cup down.

	 

	"I didn’t say I couldn’t be interested. I just can’t do anything about it." He said, trying hard not to be too confusing and failing dismally.

	 

	"Ok now, I am confused.  Are you saying you're interested or not?" Rebecca said showing her frustration.

	 

	"Ok I confess, I like you a lot." Steve final admitted.  His eyes looking into hers.

	 

	Rebecca paused for a moment and then looked at him. "Well the feeling is mutual."

	 

	"Thanks." Steve said smiling.

	 

	"Then what’s the problem?" She said again.

	 

	"It’s like I said.  Jesus is a very large part of who I am.  I would want to share that with whoever I am in relationship with." He said gently.

	 

	"I don’t see a problem with that." She repeated.

	 

	"But if it’s not part of who they are it is only going to bring division and pain."

	 

	"I guess that would be frustrating."

	 

	"Yeah.  It would." He conceded.

	 

	"Why such a struggle anyway.  If two people like each other what’s the harm?"

	 

	"I don’t believe I’m going to say this but..." He paused not sure how to proceed.

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"There were these 2 horses...." His phone on the table rang.  Rebecca jumped back like someone had fired a gunshot.  Steve twitched as well.  Then he grabbed the phone and swept his finger along the answer button. "Yeah Hank what’s up?" 

	 

	“Evening Pastor. Sorry to call so late” Hank said.

	 

	“That’s fine, I’m just having coffee with Rebecca.” He replied.

	 

	“Oh!” He said in a slightly impish tone.

	 

	“What can I do for you Hank?”

	 

	“I need to see both of you first thing tomorrow.

	 

	"Tomorrow?  Yeah, I’m free.  What time?  9:00? Can do.  See you then.” He hung up the phone.  “Hank wants to meet tomorrow."

	 

	"I can do that.  I’m staying with my folks tonight." 

	 

	They sipped their coffees and Steve gave her a run down on his conversation with Hank earlier that evening.  The waitress stood behind the counter staring directly at the two of them.

	 

	Rebecca looked up and saw the daggers coming from the waitress and looked down at her watch. "I think we need to get going.  Rain check on that horse story?"

	 

	"Yes of course." Steve agreed secretly happy not to have to finish.

	 

	Rebecca grabbed her coat and bag. "Thanks.  See you tomorrow morning."

	 

	"No problem.  Have a nice night."

	 

	Rebecca leant over and kissed him on the cheek. " Good night." she said and then turned around and walked out the door.

	 

	Steve watched her go and waved at her when she turned back at the door.  She disappeared from view and he buried his face in his hands. "‘Two horses?’" he thought to himself in disbelief.

	 

	 

	 

	Rebecca pulled out of the parking area by the Jetty and headed down the coast.  It was late and the traffic was light.  She passed the steady stream of Tourist Resorts and camp sites and turned left on to the Bussell Highway. It wouldn’t take too long to get to her parents’ house and the coffee would help keep her awake.  It did not take long for her thoughts to drift back to the coffee and conversation she had just had.  

	 

	A farm house glided by and the image of her kissing Steve on the cheek flashed back into her mind.  

	 

	“So much for playing it cool.” She chastised herself. “I could have just said good night and left, but no.” However embarrassed she felt about the kiss, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she had enjoyed her time with him.  Maybe she would talk to him mum about this.

	 

	As the kilometres passed by, she replayed the whole conversation in her head.  Had she misread the signs?  He clearly liked her.  Why would he spend time with her alone otherwise?  They could have met at the Police Station in the morning.  Why the urgency that they should meet?

	 

	A town sign came into range of her headlights. Cowaramup.  Now all she could see were brightly coloured life-sized cows.  A clever play on the name of the town that always made her smile.

	 

	She slowed coming into town as a large three trailered sheep truck tried to navigate one of the tight turns in the small country town.  Pulling up a little distance away she did not notice that the headlights behind her had been there ever since she left the jetty.

	 

	In the 4x4 behind her a man sat in the darkness of his cab.  The lights from his dashboard did not glow brightly enough to see any details of those inside, but he could see her. For him things were moving faster than he wanted.  The final parts of his plan were not yet ready, and he needed some kind of assurance, that it would play out as he directed and not by the police.

	 

	The distraction of the sheep truck could be just the right opportunity.  He checked his surroundings, no streetlights in this area meant anyone watching would not see enough to be useful to the police.  He reached for the 9mm in the passenger seat and pulled on the door handle.  He was about to jump out when another vehicle turned off a side road and pulled in behind him.  His chance was gone. He knew where she was going and there would be another chance.  The truck finished its laborious manoeuvre and Rebecca pulled away. Followed by her malicious shadow.

	 

	The Bussell Highway wound its way through the state forest and every 5 miles or so there was an overtaking lane built in to let faster moving cars past those of a lesser speed.  Rebecca was getting tired and so when the opportunity arose to overtake the truck in front, she thumped the accelerator of the Commodore to floor. The car leapt forward and sped up the short hill.  It was going to be close.  The sign for merging in fifty metres flashed in the edge of her vision as she rounded the front of the truck and shot off into the night.

	 

	The 4x4 that had been in pursuit was not so lucky.  There was no way he could clear the truck in time.  He slowed down and cursed at the truck and its driver.  As he slowed down, he could see Rebecca’s Commodore disappear, further and further away.  Even though the truck eventually turned off the road he could not catch her.  He drove straight to where he knew she would be. He pulled up just past her parent’s house, just in time to see her embrace an older woman, both bathed in the light of the front veranda.  He cursed again.

	 

	“This is not good.” He thought as he pulled away.  This was going to move up his schedule. 

	 

	It also meant that a key piece of evidence could still link him to the killing.  The rifle.  He did a quick turn a little way down the street and then headed out of town.  He knew time was short.  They would soon start piecing it together and he needed to hide the rifle.  His house was in darkness as he pulled in the gate.  Turning off the car, the silence struck him.  There were no sounds, not even the excited sounds of a dog in the backyard greeted him.  Only the normal night noises were audible.  Crickets, wind, and the occasional bird sound were all he could hear.

	 

	Opening the door, he went straight to the cabinet turning the light on as he passed the switch.  Inside the cabinet his rifle sat in its cradle.  Carefully he lifted it up and walked through to the laundry.  The cupboard under the sink held all manner of items, but he was only interested in one.  Reaching in he took out the gun bag and slid the rifle in. Then grabbing a pile of old hessian bags from above the cupboard, he wrapped the bag tightly.  This would disguise the shape well enough to keep prying eyes away from it. He didn’t even bother to close the gate as he left. He’d be back soon enough. 

	 

	The lights of his workplace still shone brightly, even at this time of the morning.  He turned off his own lights and parked just off the road.  The trees around the business would give sufficient cover for what he needed.  Then taking the hessian wrapped rifle he skirted along the fence until he found the spot he needed. The diamond mesh fence was old and in places had pulled away from the support pole.  Squeezing through he made his way through the shadows to the rear stairs.  Checking to see if anyone was near, he slowly climbed the creaky aluminium stairs to the top gangway.  On this side of the gangway there were no flood lights, so he knew he could easily hide the weapon behind the flashing of the walkway. 

	 

	Then, as quietly as he entered, he left.  His 4x4 slipping into the darkness.

	 


Chapter 12

	 

	 

	Steve walked through the outer office of the police station bright and early the next morning. Sergeant Adams waved him straight in. 

	 

	"Morning Pastor." He said as he entered.

	 

	"Morning Hank." he replied.

	 

	Rebecca came in right after Steve. "Morning Sergeant Adams"

	 

	"Morning Detective Johnson." Sergeant Adams replied, more than just a little surprised.

	 

	Then Rebecca greeted Steve. "Morning Steve."

	 

	He smiled and said Good morning back.  Then he turned to Sergeant Adams and asked. "Hank did that report come in I asked for?"

	 

	"Yep.  Cost me a steak dinner though."

	 

	"I appreciate it Hank.  I can imagine a 35 year old accident report is not easy to come by."

	 

	"You can say that again. No computers back then." Sergeant Adams reminded him.  Then he called out, "Jimmy! Where did you put that report?"

	 

	Jimmy ran in from the other office, yet he still hid behind the doorframe.

	 

	"On the desk in front of you."

	 

	Steve smiled again. The Sarg' on the other hand failed to see the comedy.

	 

	"Why I..." but he stopped before saying something he would regret. "Do I need to remind you about guarding the toilets next Australia Day?" He barked.

	 

	"No Sarg." Jimmy answered and ducked back to his desk.

	 

	Sergeant Adams picked up a large old manila folder and put it on the desk next to Steve. Steve looked through the preliminary notes.  Flicking the pages faster and faster as he read. He turned to Rebecca and beamed.

	 

	"This is what I was telling you about last night."

	 

	"Oh yes, last night?" Sergeant Adams asked with a not so surprised look on his face.

	 

	"Yes, we met for coffee to discuss the case." Rebecca replied.

	 

	"More coffee.  You’re not going to be claiming this coffee on your expense account, are you?" His tone dripping with sarcasm.

	 

	Steve completely missed his intent. "I have an expense account?"

	 

	"No," Then he thought about all the work Steve had be doing. "Well if you need one, I can organise petty cash."

	 

	"Don’t worry Hank the coffee is on me."

	 

	"What does the report say?" Rebecca asked unable to contain her interest.

	 

	"Usual stuff.  Coroner’s report.  Crash scene info. Eyewitness report." The Sergeant Adams replied.

	 

	At the words 'Eyewitness report' Rebecca's ear pricked up. "From who?"

	 

	

	"From the other occupant of the car.  Christopher." Sergeant Adams replied.

	 

	Steve and Rebecca exchanged enthusiastic glances.

	 

	Sergeant Adams had had just as much of this as he was going to take.  He leant forward on the desk and used his talk or die voice. "Ok what do you know that I don’t?"

	 

	"Let me ask you a question.  You’re a Russian teenager trying to get a job in Southwest in the late 70’s.  Then all of a sudden you get the chance..." Steve pulled out the photo's Sister Agnes and sent him and passed them to Sergeant Adams. "..to change those chances dramatically."

	 

	"What am I looking at?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"Those are the photos of Mischa and Christopher.  Both similar build, same hair colour, similar height.  Unlike now, back then the driver’s licences didn’t have photos on them.  Who identified the body?" Steve replied.

	 

	"The survivor." Sergeant Adams answered, not quite sure he was being asked.

	 

	"It’s not too much of a stretch.  He sees his friend dead, and just changes identity.  Instant life change.  No more Russian name, no more prejudice.  Doors begin to open." Rebecca added.

	 

	"I sent Christopher’s Driver's Licence photo to Sister Agnes.  She is almost certain that the person in the picture is Mischa, not Christopher.  There is one way to be sure.  Mischa had a small birth mark on his right hand.  It isn’t listed anywhere, but Sister Agnes told me what to look for." Steve continued.

	 

	"Another thing.  I had a hair strand that still had some epithelials on it from the hairbrush in the box we got in Fremantle tested to get a DNA sample.  If we can get some DNA from Christopher/Mischa or whoever, we can prove exactly who he is." Rebecca chimed in.

	 

	"Remember that his profile is that he wants to be vindicated.  He wants people to know why he has done this.” Steve said reminding everyone.

	 

	“A cornered animal can still attack though Pastor.’ Hank answered.

	“Trust me.  I am very aware of that.    However, when he is confronted with the repercussions of his actions, he may not just hand himself in.  He has killed once.  He may do so again."

	 

	"Time to get a search warrant." Rebecca said leaning back.

	 

	"I can help with that." Sergeant Adams leans to his right a little and bellows through the door. "Jimmy! Get me Magistrate Anderson on the line."

	 

	"But today is his golf day." Jimmy said appearing at the door.

	 

	"Then get a warrant for Christopher’s home typed up and go find the Magistrate and get him to sign it.  Tell Eddie at the golf course to lend you one of his buggies." The Sergeant ordered.

	 

	"On it Sarg." Jimmy said as he disappeared through the door again.

	 

	After the intense activity everyone just sat for several seconds drinking in the moment. Finally, Sergeant Adams broke the silence. "Anyone for coffee while we wait?  Pastor’s buying." Steve and Rebecca just laughed.  

	 

	The coffee shop was quiet at this time of night.  Even more so that Hank and Jimmy had left leaving Rebecca and Steve alone once more.

	 

	Rebecca looked over at Steve, who had been quiet for some time.  More quiet than usual.

	 

	“You doing ok there Steve?” She asked with real concern.

	 

	“Yes and no.”

	 

	“Well that’s a little cryptic, even for you.” She replied.

	 

	“There are elements of this case that hit a little close to home and sometimes that proximity to my own journey affects my objectivity.” He answered.

	 

	“You mean about your sister’s murder.” She asked gently.

	 

	“Yes.” He replied quietly looking through the window as cars drove by.

	 

	“But you said you just walked away?”

	 

	“I did but that didn’t mean there wasn’t a lot of turmoil.  I didn’t know what was going on with the case when I left to take care of my sister’s ministry needs in India.  So, there were some unresolved issues I was working through.” He replied, his eyes moist with the memory of what happened.

	 

	Rebecca could see this was still an area that carried significant emotional weight.  She shifted her chair a little closer to Steve and spoke gently.

	 

	“Look Steve.  I know this is a subject that you guarded closely, and I don’t want to push this time.  It just seems there is something you want to get out of your system and off your heart.  If you want to chat now, I have the time.” She said putting a reassuring hand on his arm.

	 

	Steve put his hand on hers and replied “Thanks.”

	 

	There were a few moments of silence as Steve framed what he needed to say.  Something he had not shared with anyone other than his closest confidants.

	 

	“In Bridgetown I mentioned that I just walked away and took the stuff to India for my Sister, and that is true.  But I was a very new Christian processing emotions and attitudes that I really had no experience or frame of reference for.” He started finally.

	 

	“I can understand that.” She offered. “Take your time.”

	 

	“The first couple of days were quite hectic and so I didn’t have much time to think about it.  That was a blessing I guess.”

	 

	“I take it that changed though.”

	 

	“Yep, and not so nicely either.  Every person I met told me how great my sister was, and trust me I know that, it’s just they all wanted to know what happened.  There were some who got upset and wanted to know if there had been justice, and I could answer the last part. Then one night I was taking a walk through Eden Gardens on the banks of the Hooghly River and the whole thing hit me like a ton of bricks.” He paused again and watch another group of cars pass by. “I am ashamed to say that such a wash of hated and malice welled up over of me that I couldn’t cope.  I wanted to find my sisters attacker and I was not wanting to put him in jail.  I wanted him dead.”

	 

	“So, I take it this case has a little more than a professional curiosity for you.” Rebecca asked trying to be supportive.

	 

	“Yes, but the opposite to what you think.”

	 

	“What do you mean?” She quizzed a little confused.

	 

	“I understand him.  I may not have been through what he has but I have felt the devastating pain of loss and the crippling hatred that seeks revenge.  We are connected in a way I guess I wasn’t ready for.” He added.

	 

	“Is this going to be a problem?” She asked matter of factly.

	 

	“No. Not for the case that is.  Too many years of professional distance for that to be an issue. No, my problem is that I can relate to his pain and therefore I can’t find in myself to condemn him in here.” He said pointing to his chest.

	 

	“Sorry you lost me?” She said.

	 

	“I know why the Lord involved me in this case.” He said taking a sip of his very cold coffee.

	 

	“Why.” She asked.

	 

	“For both of us. To save him and to heal me.” He said.  A light growing in his eyes. “You see when I came back from that walk along the river in India there was an elder Indian man sitting on the veranda where I was staying.  He knew what had happened and why I was there.  When I walked up the stairs, he could see that there was something wrong and simply asked if the burden I was carrying was too heavy.”

	 

	“I asked him what he meant, and he simply said that he could see that I was carrying the burden of my sister’s death.  I couldn’t reply, I just burst into tears and sat down on the top of the stairs.”

	 

	“Go on.” Rebecca said put her hand on his arm once again.

	 

	“He walked up to me and asked me one question.”

	 

	“What question?”

	 

	“Whose responsibility was it to bring justice to this world?” Steve answered.

	 

	“What did you say?”

	 

	“I said I don’t know.”

	 

	“The man then came up to me and sat down next to me.  He took my hand in his and looked at me directly in the eyes and in broken English said that the only true judge is God and that he would grant my sister the justice it needed.  That I wasn’t the one to avenge her, that God would do that.” Steve added.

	 

	“Did that help?” Rebecca asked.

	 

	“Not really.” He paused. “Until now.”

	 

	“Why now.”? She asked.

	 

	“Because now I understand that I needed to hear that.  But in light of this case I can see what I would have become if that elderly Indian didn’t tell me what I needed to hear.” He replied. “It also gives me an idea of how to reach Christopher or Mischa, whatever name he goes by.”

	 

	“That’s what you meant by being connected.  You share a common pain.  Different response to that pain but the same none the less.” Rebecca offered.

	 

	“That’s right.”

	 

	“That’s quite a confession there Padre.” She said a comic glint in her eye.

	 

	“I guess so.” He agreed. “Listen it is getting late, and we have a big day tomorrow.”

	 

	“We sure do.”

	 

	They both got up from their table and moved to the counter.

	 

	“I got it this time Steve.” Rebecca offered.

	 

	“Thanks.” Steve replied.

	 

	The carpark was empty except for a couple of cars and a green 4x4 off to one side.  Rebecca went to her car and Steve got into his Church van.  He waved to her as she drove off.  Steve bowed his head and thanked the Lord for the opportunity to see what he needed to see and for the inspiration to know how to reach the killer with the love of Jesus.  He finished his prayer turned the key and drove the car back towards the Bussell Highway.

	 

	The van had just disappeared from sight when the lights of the green 4x4 came on and slowly followed at a distance.

	 


Chapter 13:

	 

	In crisp morning air a convoy of two patrol cars, a forensic Unit vehicle, the Commodore and a small work van pulled up outside of Christopher's home.  The small wooden house sat back off the roadway.  The wooden fence was old but intact with its gate still secure.  The first office hopped out of his cruiser, opened the gate and waved all five vehicles pulled in.  Steve was on high alert.  Not because of the danger but to take in as much as he could.  The first thing he noticed was the condition of the yard.  It was neat.  Although not completely green the lawn had been mown and the garden beds freshly turned. The Small porch that came off the front of the house, was relatively empty. The paint was old but in good condition.  There were two neat little lines in the dirt where the cars were parked. These were made from someone parking in the same spot for many years.

	 

	The Commodore stopped and Steve climbed out still talking on his mobile.

	 

	"That’s great.  Thanks Hank." He ended the call and then turned to Rebecca who had just gotten out herself. "Hank says that Mischa’s boss hasn’t seen him in days. We need to be careful."

	 

	She drew her gun and the other Officers drew theirs.  Rebecca walked up to the door and knocked. No answer. She tried again.  After a minute or so she turned to the work van and gestured for the man to approach.

	 

	He got out and grabbed a work belt and a large ring of master keys.  Stepping up on to the porch he was visibly nervous.

	 

	"Ok, sir please open the door." She said with an official tone that did not seem out of place at all. The man from Southwest Lock & Key on the back of his coveralls stepped up. One of the Police Officers held the screen door open.  Rebecca winced as it screeched.

	 

	"Well if he didn't know we were here, he does now," Steve said.

	 

	The Locksmith quickly unlocked the door. "Thank you, now please step back and wait by your vehicle." The man beat a hasty retreat leaving only Steve, Rebecca and the Police Officers on the porch. She turned the door handle and pushed the door open without stepping through.  From behind the lintel of the door she called out. "This is Detective Johnson with the Major Crime Squad.  Is there anyone home?" She then nodded to the police and stepped through the door.  Both Officers followed her in and then fanned out through each of the rooms.  It took several minutes to secure the house. "Ok. Steve.  It’s clear." She said gesturing for him to come in.

	 

	Steve stepped through the front door.

	 

	"Thanks." He said as he walked the room into the very neat lounge room. From his vantage point he scanned every room he could see. "It fits the profile.  Everything has a place, and everything is in its place."

	 

	"This is interesting." Rebecca said from the other side of the room.

	 

	Steve turned and headed over to her.

	 

	They were looking at a large bookcase. It had a bottle of cheap Vodka, an old picture of a man and a woman, a small shot glass and a calendar with the date the shooting took place crossed out in Red.

	 

	"You see the way the items are arranged. This is a shrine." He said.  

	 

	Rebecca was going through the draws next to the bookcase. 

	 

	"There are more calendars in this draw." She said as she thumbed through the calendars. "Each one has the same date circled, but in black."

	 

	"It’s also the date when Mischa's father was shot. He killed the victim on the same day he thought the victim killed his father. I’m willing to bet that he drank a single shot of vodka every year to remember his father." Steve said checking the other contents of the bookcase.

	 

	"Strange.  There’s no other alcohol in the place." Rebecca said coming back from the kitchen.  

	 

	"Not unusual. He most likely didn't drink.  Kept this as a ritual.  A connection to the father he never knew." Steve said as he looked around the room. "There isn’t a lot of stuff here.  He lived very sparsely."

	 

	"Steve.  Do you see a dog anywhere?" she called out from the kitchen.

	 

	Steve followed her voice into the kitchen. "No why?" he asked.

	 

	"Dog bowl." She answered pointing down near the bottom of the fridge. 

	"There’s a pack of dog food in the cupboard as well."

	 

	"Steve shrugged and walked into the next room. "Let’s see what else he has here." Rebecca followed Steve into the study. "Now this is more like it." He said nodding. The desk, unlike the rest of the house this was a little untidy. There were photos of the victim, as well as a Technical & Service Manual for the Dragonov SVD. Windage and Ballistic charts were pinned to the wall. There was also a stack of meteorological reports going back several months. A small key hung on a nail in the wall next to the charts.

	 

	Rebecca picked up the key to see if it would open any of the draws/cupboards.  The key opened a large metal cupboard against the opposite wall.  Inside was a swager.  It was a two-foot-tall bullet press. There were also boxes of empty cartridges, projectiles and canisters of gunpowder. She stepped back to take it all in and called out to Steve.

	 

	"Steve!"  He turned around and stared at the open cupboard.

	 

	Steve stepped up behind her.

	 

	"Well that kind of seals it.” He said rubbing the side of his face, “This is complete ammo manufacturing station." He continued picking up a box of cartridges. "This is for a 7.62 rifle.  Matches the weapon we think he used." He picks up one of the projectiles. "Full metal Jacket.  Even the powder is 150 grain, specific to Russian Rifles."

	 

	Rebecca opened one of the draws and found more ammunition.

	 

	“Steve, we have a problem!” She said holding a box of 9mm bullets.

	 

	“So, he has a pistol as well.” Steve replied.

	Rebecca turned and called out to the forensic officers waiting outside. Two men dressed in blue chemical protection suits appeared from the lounge.

	 

	"Ok guys, bag and tag.  All of this needs to go with." She said gesturing at the wall, the cupboards and the desk.

	 

	The flyscreen on the backdoor slammed shut and one of the other officers stuck his head through the doorway.

	 

	"Detective Johnson, you’re going to want to see this."

	 

	Steve and Rebecca exchanged glances and followed the officer out the back door.

	 

	The officer was standing next to a small mound of freshly dug soil.

	 

	"How big was that dog do you think?" Steve asked Rebecca.

	 

	"About that big." She answered pointing at the pile of dirt.

	 

	"All of this doesn’t prove who he is. He could still just be a twisted friend following through on a promise."

	 

	Rebecca headed back into the house calling over her shoulder as she went. "We need some DNA."

	 

	"Best chance is bedroom and bathroom." Steve said following after her.

	      

	They move back into the house, Steve turned and headed in the direction of the bedroom and Rebecca went directly to the Bathroom.

	 

	Moments later they stood comparing their finds in the kitchen.

	 

	"Got a wet razor from the bathroom as well as some hair from the drain." Rebecca announced.

	 

	"Hairbrush, and an old baseball cap" Said Steve holding them carefully in his gloved hand.  They put all the items into evidence bags and sealed them up.

	 

	"The forensic guys can finish up here.  I need to get back to the office and send out a notice for his vehicle.  Maybe we can locate him before he knows we've been here." Rebecca said making her way towards the door.

	 

	"One thing bothers me though." Steve said pausing at the doorway.

	

	Rebecca was already on the porch. "Only one thing?  You’re easy to please." She said with a sarcastic smile.

	 

	Steve looked her straight in the eyes and said. "No rifle."

	 

	Her smile disappeared. "Oh.  Ok, that’s quite a thing." 

	 

	"Yep." Steve replied.


Chapter 14:

	 

	The next morning the Police Station was a hive of activity. Steve and Rebecca had arrived early coffee in hand. Rebecca was also carrying the report from the forensic department.

	 

	"So, what did the DNA report say." Sergeant Adams asked sipping his flat white coffee.

	 

	"The lab results confirmed its Mischa all right.  We ran it against the sample from the mother and it confirmed that there were sufficient similarities in the genetic markers to prove there was a 98% probability of a match. The two samples were too closely related for there to be any doubt." Rebecca replied handing Sergeant Adams the report.

	 

	"That kind of seals the fact that we are dealing with a very patient, methodical person." Steve added.

	 

	

	"From what your guys put in the report about the house he is meticulous.  What are the chances of finding him?" Sergeant Adams asked.

	 

	"If he doesn’t want to be found he could just drop clean off the grid. He could be anywhere in Australia within a week.  All he needs is a new name and we will never find him again." Steve said shaking his head.

	 

	"What do you mean 'not want to be found'?" Sergeant Adams asked a little confused.

	 

	"Remember I mentioned that he wants to be vindicated and to have people understand why he did this.  He gave us a huge trail of breadcrumbs to follow.  He will resurface again, but it will be on his terms. In an environment he is comfortable with." Steve replied.

	 

	"Yeah, I get it, he won’t just walk through the front door and give himself up." Sergeant Adams nodded.

	 

	"No.  He wants to tell his story.  Until now he has given us clues, but he desperately wants to tell the world what happened to him.  The ammo case at the shoot sight had a note in it.  'For crimes against MY humanity' he clearly wants to show that he is the victim and that there was some level of justice in his actions." Steve continued.

	 

	"I am just a little worried as to how far he is willing to go to push that point." Rebecca added.

	 

	"Me too. I just pray we get to him before someone else gets hurt, or worse." Steve agreed.

	 

	Jimmy ran into the office.  His face flushed with excitement. "Our suspect’s boss just called.  Guess who just arrived for work?"

	 

	"You have got to be kidding!" Sergeant Adams exclaimed. "Someone up there loves you Pastor." 

	 

	"It’s not just me he loves Hank.  The Lord may have brought Mischa to this point so that it can end without more bloodshed." Steve answered getting to his feet.

	 

	"Well I guess that is up to Mischa, isn’t." The Sergeant added.

	 

	“Yes.  That’s for sure.  He has controlled all the evidence from the beginning.  We know what he wanted us to know, and I can’t shake the feeling this is going to end the way he wants it to as well.”

	 

	“In what way?” Hank asked.

	 

	“He will choose a place he knows every inch of.  A place he can control and have advanced knowledge of our arrival.”  Steve answered.

	 

	“So, it could end up as an ambush.” Hank pressed.

	 

	“Yes. To put it bluntly.” Steve answered.

	 

	"Are we just going to stand around talking about this?" Rebecca cut in.

	 

	"No.  Let’s go." Steve said grabbing his coat.

	 

	"Jimmy go with them.  I have a call to make and I’ll be right behind you." Sergeant Adams said to Jimmy, he then reached for the phone.

	 

	"Don’t be too long Hank." Steve called to Hank as he, Rebecca and Jimmy ran through the outer office.

	 

	Sergeant Adams dialled a familiar number and waited for the person to answer.

	 

	"Hey James, Hank from Dunsborough.  I need a big favour.  Is Petersen still assigned to you?"

	 

	There was no stealth involved in their arrival at the Mill.  Steve, Rebecca and Jimmy had been joined by two other patrol cars by the time they arrived. The four vehicles arrived in a cloud of dust.  Rebecca pulled up first and directed the two patrol cars.  One to the front gate the other to the rear of the silos. Jimmy joined Rebecca and Steve as they walked towards to office.

	 

	The manager was standing in the foyer when Rebecca and Steve enter.

	 

	"You didn’t waste time getting here?" Mr Wilson said rather taken a back.

	 

	"We’re kind of motivated.  You understand." Rebecca answered. "Where is Chris now." She asked.

	 

	"He is up at the silos at the moment. We tried not to let on that we knew anything." Mr Wilson replied quite shaken.

	 

	"Thanks. Is there any way you can communicate to the other employees in that area to clear them out?" Rebecca asked.

	 

	"The only people up there are Jerry and Geoff. I can call Geoff over the radio and let them know we have a delivery.  That will bring both of them down." The receptionist offered.

	 

	"Sound great." Steve agreed.

	 

	The receptionist grabbed the handset.

	 

	"Geoff, we got a delivery of wheat. Can you get Jerry and offload into silo two?” She said replacing the handset.

	 

	"Thanks." Rebecca said turning to Mr Wilson. "Which way to the silos?"

	 

	"It’s through here." He answered gesturing through the back of the office.

	 

	"I’ll get the others and meet you around the side." Jimmy said looking at Steve.

	 

	"Thanks" Rebecca answered.

	 

	Mr Wilson walked through the door at the back of the office and on to the packing floor.  Large sacks of flour were being packed by a number of staff.  They moved through to the large plastic doors close to the grain elevator. A forklift pushed its way through the curtain sending Rebecca diving for the wall.

	 

	"Harry! You're supposed to use your horn before you come in!" Mr Wilson yelled as the forklift turned in next to the rack a pallets lining the far wall.

	 

	"Sorry Mr Wilson." Harry called back over his shoulder.

	 

	"That man is a moving safety violation." Mr Wilson snarled. "The stairs to the access way for the silos is up those stairs and through the door at the top.  Just watch your step." He added pointing across the car park.

	 

	"Will do. Now keep your people inside please."  Rebecca ordered.

	 

	Mr Wilson nodded and headed back to the office instructing staff to join him as he went. Steve and the officers joined her at the bottom of the stairs. Rebecca turned to the two Officers who arrived in the other patrol car. "Our suspect is somewhere at the top of this structure.  But he is still just a suspect, let’s not escalate this." Rebecca then turned to Steve and pointed right in his face. "You keep your head down." Jimmy handed Rebecca a ballistic vest and she put it on.

	 

	"You bet." Steve agreed putting on the vest Jimmy had handed to him.

	 

	They started up the first flight of stairs as a cohesive group.  By the time the reach the door at the top they were quite a distance off the ground. The main milling floor was five stories high and the silos towered several stories over that. One of the officers stood at the top of the stairs his hand on the door handle ready to pull it open. Rebecca nodded to the office and he pulled the door open cautiously. Rebecca stepped through levelling her gun in front of her as she walked. They each filed through, Steve bringing up the rear.  

	 

	Jimmy's radio squawked.  He answered.

	 

	"Yeah Pete, what's up." Jimmy said quietly.

	 

	"I'm looking at the surveillance cameras.   There is a lone figure up on top of the first silo.  Mr Wilson said it's our suspect. He must have seen you go in.  He's moved towards the main structure of the building. 

	 

	"Thanks Pete." Jimmy said. "You all get that?' Jimmy asked.

	 

	Rebecca nodded as did Steve.

	 

	There was a strong smell of flour and a fine white powder covered the floor.  

	 

	"Ok, fan out.  Remember, just in case there are other employees up here, and being shot by trigger happy police is not on their job description." Rebecca said sternly. This brought a couple of laughs from the two newcomers.

	 

	"Steve you stay close to me." Rebecca instructed looking directly at Steve.

	 

	"I didn’t know you cared?" He replied smiling.

	 

	"Yeah, well I do, so don’t be a hero!" she added in a 'matter of fact' tone.  She was facing forward and not looking at him.

	 

	The internal stairs led up to the gantry on the top of the silos.  Rebecca moved to the top level followed by the others.  She stopped at the top next a steel door. Scanning the area and monitoring the team, for a moment her attention wasn’t on the door. Steve walked up beside her and was about to ask a question when the steel door burst open and an arm grabbed Steve and pulled him through the doorway.  He gave a small shout as the steel door clanged shut behind him.  A metallic sliding sound echoed through the room as the locking bolt on the other side of the door moved into place.  Rebecca charged at the door, but the lock held fast.

	 

	Rebecca grabbed Jimmy's radio. "Where does the door at the top of the internal stairs lead?" She yelled.

	 

	There was an interminable silence for several seconds and then Pete came on the radio.

	 

	"Mr Wilson says it’s the silo roof access door." 

	 

	"Any other way in there?" She yelled her voice reaching a fever pitch.

	 

	Silence again. "Nope. He says it’s the only door out on to the gantry at the top of the silos." Pete responded.

	 

	"Ask Mr Wilson if he can get any cutting gear up here."

	 

	"Will do." Pete said signing off.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 15:

	 

	Steve started to come around, but everything was still kind of blurry.  Mischa was hunched over in the corner of the small entry room at the top of the silos, his back against the door.  Steve could hear banging coming from the other side of the door.  His vision started to clear.

	 

	 

	"Why does my head hurt?" Steve asked wiping what he thought was sweat from his brow.  He looked at his hand to see it was covered with blood.

	 

	"Because I hit it against the wall behind you." Mischa answered.

	 

	"Was that really necessary?" Steve asked dabbing his head with a handkerchief. 

	 

	"No, but it served my purpose." Mischa said his tone level and controlled.

	 

	"Care to share what purpose it serves?" Steve asked.

	 

	"I now have your complete attention, and you also know I will do whatever it takes to achieve my goal." Mischa replied.

	 

	"Well you certainly do have my attention." Steve asked. "What is it you want?"

	 

	"Vindication." Mischa answered.

	 

	"I see.  That is what you have wanted all along isn’t it? For someone to see you, to have someone care?" Steve said.

	 

	"Not just that."

	 

	"You want to have people understand." Steve added.

	 

	Mischa paused.  He took a moment and calmed himself. "We all want to be understood." He said finally.

	 

	"Most people don’t go to such extremes." Steve offered.

	 

	"You think I went too far." Mischa asked.

	 

	"Yes." Steve said matter of factly.  

	 

	"Who are you to judge?  You know nothing of what I have been through." Mischa stayed calm.

	 

	"No, I don’t know what it has been like for you.  But you are not the only one to has been through a hard time.  Many people find more constructive ways of dealing with their pain. Wouldn’t you agree..." he paused "..Mischa." 

	                          

	"So, you did figure it out after all." A slight expression of relief came across his face and then the control returned.

	 

	"You left plenty of breadcrumbs.” Steve replied adjusting his position to get more comfortable and to take the pain off his back.  “Well you got me here so let’s talk.  Or would you rather I tell you what I know, and you can fill in the blanks."

	 

	"By all means go ahead." Mischa answered gesturing towards him.

	 

	Steve took a breath and wiped his head again.  The bleeding seemed to have slowed.

	 

	“Your name is Mischa Petrovski.  You were born in Perth in 1961.  Your mother Katiya died shortly after you were born and left you at Saint Aurelius.  During that time at the orphanage you grew resentful of your heritage.  Being bullied, mocked and generally mistreated by your school friends you withdrew into yourself.  Your only friend was Christopher Stevens.  You two were, to quote Sister Agnes, inseparable. Just before your 18th birthday the two of you decided to move out west to find a new life." 

	 

	Mischa stood up and looked towards the sound coming through the door.  The pounding hand stopped, and he could hear a hissing and crackling sound.

	 

	"I know you have been quite busy." He said "You don’t understand what it was like in Fremantle. There was so much promise in the Southwest back then.  I thought that I could be free.  I could build a life for myself."

	 

	"That isn't such a bad dream." Steve said gently.  He had to keep him talking and give the others time to get through the door.

	 

	"I know.  But back then dreams were all we had. Up to that point we had to scratch and scrape for what we needed our whole life.  This was our chance to make something of our lives." Mischa continued.

	 

	"Until the accident changed that." 

	 

	"Yes." Mischa conceded.

	 

	"When did you think to change your name?" Steve asked genuinely interested.

	 

	"When I was talking to the police.  I did not have my wallet on me.  It was somewhere in the wreckage.  I was still in shock when one of the officers walked up to me and asked if I was Christopher Stevens?  It was in that moment that I realised I could get rid myself of everything that had held me back.  Chris was dead. He had no family. Who could it hurt?" He said.

	 

	"You may have left your name behind, but you couldn’t leave yourself behind. No matter where you go, you are still the same person."

	 

	"I guess so."

	 

	"When did you learn about Mr Rustikof?" Steve asked.

	            

	"Several years ago.  I saw him one weekend. He was sitting at the table next to me having breakfast.  He was talking to his grandson about his life as a prison guard in Russia.  The more I listened the more I realised it was the same camp my parents were in.  I was going to ask if he knew them, but as I walked up to ask, he was introduced to someone who had just arrived.  My mother had written in her diary the name of the man who killed my father."

	 

	"And you realised it was him?" Mischa nodded. "That would have been quite a moment." Steve noted.

	 

	"It was.  For years I had longed to be part of a family, to have a father and a mother, and here before me stood the man who had taken them from me.  I wanted to jump on top of him and squeeze the life out of him right there and then." Mischa said, his voice tight and forced.

	 

	"Why didn’t you." Steve asked.

	 

	"I don’t know.  Maybe the shock of confronting him.  Maybe I am simply a coward.  Why else would I choose to shoot him from so far away."

	 

	Steve stretched again moving to a better position, just in case. "Processing that kind of realisation must have been difficult." Steve said gently.

	 

	Mischa leapt towards Steve almost covering the entire distance between them in a single leap. 

	 

	"Don't patronise me! I was weak!  I should have avenged my father for the unforgivable act this murder committed." Then he regained control once again.  He turned and walk back to the door. He could see the cutting torch making its way towards the slide bolt. He paused and calmed himself again. "So, I followed him and learnt all I could. Then it dawned on me that it would be perfect irony if he died the same way my father did."

	 

	"Shot from a distance." Steve said. 

	 

	"Yes."

	 

	"Impersonal?"

	 

	"Precisely." Mischa spat the word out.

	 

	"It is easier to snuff out a life when you don’t hear them scream, or the gasp of their last breath." Steve added.

	 

	"Yes.  When you say it that way it does not seem so acceptable. You must see that it was the justice my father deserved. I don't care whether you understand or not."

	 

	"I think you do.  I think that having people accept you has been the driving force behind this whole affair." Steve replied.

	 

	"Is it so bad to want to be accepted?  To have people see you as a person and not just as a target for bullies and morons." Mischa spat.

	 

	"We all crave acceptance in our own ways, but not all of us go to such measures to achieve it." Steve said.

	 

	"I was not sure what kind of reaction it would bring." Mischa replied.

	 

	Steve knew time was short.  They were going to come through that door. "What did you expect a pat on the head?"

	 

	This incensed Mischa. His face flushed red and as he spoke spittle came out of his mouth.  The last vestiges of control were gone.

	 

	"I am not the monster here!  I did not create him.  He created me.  Because of his actions I lived without a mother or a father.  Growing up an immigrant in a land that did not want me.  Everything negative that has happened in my life can be traced back to that single event."

	 

	"Not everything." Steve said.

	 

	"What would you know?" 

	 

	"He had nothing to do with your mother dying of Tuberculosis."

	 

	"He was part of the system that imprisoned her.  It was in the camp that she became ill."

	 

	"Yes, but why were they in the camp at all?" Steve said trying to steer the subject towards his end goal.

	 

	Mischa spun and looked at Steve.  His eyes burned with hatred. "Ah Yes.  God.  They were Christians." He spoke the words as if they were bitter and putrid.

	 

	"They made a choice."

	 

	"They should never be made to make that choice.  I may not be able to reach out and crush the system that sent them to that hellish camp, but I could avenge the death of my father."

	 

	"By killing the man that shot him."

	 

	"Why do you care, he was a murderer.  If it was during war time, he would have been tried for the inhumanity of his war crimes. Would he not?"

	 

	"Yes, he would." Steve replied calmly.

	 

	Mischa was screaming now. "Well what about my humanity.  Did I not deserve a life free of such pain?  What crime had I committed?  Why was I punished?"

	 

	"I cannot answer that.  In this life things happen that we cannot understand, no matter how much we try."

	 

	Mischa expression turned cold, he stared straight at Steve.

	 

	"Oh, I understood.  He took my life from me." 

	 

	"So, you took his."

	 

	"Yes." Mischa replied defiantly.

	 

	"How does that make you feel now?  Is the pain gone?" Steve asked.

	 

	Mischa paused. "No."

	 

	"There is only one way to rid yourself of that pain." Steve said gently.

	 

	"And what way is that." Mischa asked sarcastically.

	 

	"Jesus!"  

	 

	"What?" Mischa said.  He jerked his head back like he had been slapped.  Complete confusion on his face. He spluttered for a moment and then asked. "What does that have to do with it?”

	 

	"Mischa, you know, I suppose that I’m the Pastor of Hope Community Church in Dunsborough." Steve answered.

	 

	"Yes, I do.”

	 

	Steve moved a step closer to Mischa.

	 

	'Mischa the only way you can deal with what has happened to you is to accept Jesus into your heart.  Only he can bring the peace you crave so desperately. You know that what you have done has only brought you and others more pain." 

	 

	"You can save your sermons. I'm not interested."

	 

	The banging returned to the other side of the door and the door gave just a little.  Mischa lunged across the room and grabbed Steve by the throat and pushed him out along the gantry to the top of the silos.  

	 

	Steve took several steps backwards and tripped over.  Mischa grabbed him by the back of his shirt and dragged him 20 meters or so across the top of the walkway.  He then dropped Steve and ran to the middle of the gantry.  Mischa reached down behind the top of one of the silo lids and pulled out a long package wrapped in hessian.  He unwrapped it roughly and then stood defiantly with the Dragonov rifle in his hands.

	 

	Steve hurt all over.  His head was pounding, and his knees ached from being dropped.

	 

	"Mischa there is no where you can go. Give yourself up before it is too late." Steve called out.

	 

	"I have nothing to live for why I should care how this ends." he replied defiantly.

	 

	"Because you are not a monster.  You have acted out of pain, but it’s not too late.  I don’t think you want to kill again.  You are better than he was." Steve said hobbling closer. 

	 

	"How do you know?" Mischa yelled; the rifle still clenched in his hands.

	 

	"You could have killed me at any time.  I have had the feeling all along you were watching, observing us all. I don’t think you want to kill anyone else."

	 

	"Are you willing to bet your life on that?" Mischa yelled twitching.

	 

	"Yes. I wouldn’t be here otherwise. Jesus loves you Mischa.  Whether you like it or not.  Jesus hung on a cross to die for your sins." Steve said gently, stepping closer again. Now he was only 10 meters away for him.

	 

	 

	"Shut up.  I told you no sermons!"

	 

	"It’s not a sermon.  It’s a fact."

	 

	Mischa look down at the rifle in his hands. "Do you know who’s rifle this is.  This is the rifle that killed my father."

	 

	"No Mischa.  It's not." Steve said not sure what reaction it would bring.

	 

	"What do you mean? I took this rifle from his own house."

	 

	"Your father did not die.  He was taken back to the camp.  He spent the next two years ministering to the very man who had shot him.  He forgave him Mischa."

	 

	"That’s a lie." Mischa screamed.

	 

	Steve knew this was getting to a tipping point and so he had to be careful.

	 

	"No, it’s not!" he disagreed.

	 

	Rebecca and the rest of the officers stepped slowly through the door.

	 

	"Drop your weapon!" Rebecca called out raising her gun and aiming it directly at Mischa's head, but Steve moved directly into her line of fire.  Mischa raised the rifle and pointed it straight at Steve’s head.

	 

	Mischa was incensed.  He paid no attention to Rebecca, only the man who was destroying his world with his lies. 

	 

	"You're lying.  My father was shot dead by the man I killed."

	 

	"He was shot yes, but he did not die." Steve slowly took out an envelope that was sticking out of his jacket pocket. "It’s all in here.  A letter written by your father to you and your mother."

	 

	"Liar!!!" Mischa raises the weapon up to shoot.  

	 

	There was a booming sound nearby and a bullet ripped through Mischa's shoulder.  His arm went limp and the rifle clattered on to the gantry.  Rebecca pushed past Steve and crashed into Mischa sending him backwards on to the gantry.  Rebecca grabbed his jacket pulling it down over his shoulders incapacitating him.  She then turned him over stomping her knee into the nape of his neck. Jimmy arrived a second later and snapped his cuffs on Mischa's wrists.

	 

	Sergeant Adams stood next to his patrol car looking up at the silo.  He spoke into his radio.

	 

	"Nice shot Petersen!"

	 

	Steve stood several feet back.

	 

	"Is he alive?" He asked.

	 

	"He better be." She said standing up.  Then she turned to Steve and said "Making me run up all those stairs in heels. There should be a law against it." She said, not really convinced that her humour was completely appropriate for this moment.

	 

	Steve gave a short laugh, but then winced immediately.  Rebecca's expression moved from relief to concern.

	 

	Steve put his hand to stop her approach. "I’ll be fine."

	 

	Jimmy and one of the other officers dragged Mischa to his feet and led the protesting man towards the end of the gantry.

	 

	Steve stopped them as they pass him.

	 

	"Remember Mischa.  Jesus loves you."

	 

	Jimmy and the officer continued past him towards the door.  Rebecca touched Steve on the shoulder gently and the two of them walk towards to door.

	 

	"I thought I told you to keep your head down?" She said with a reprimanding tone.

	 

	"Actually, you said “Stay close...”” He replied.

	 

	"Are you really going to argue with me. I am carrying a gun you know." She said.

	 

	"No.  Of course not."

	 

	It was slow going back down to the car park.  Steve stopped several times to let the pounding in his head subside.  Rebecca stayed with him all the way down.

	 

	By the time they got to the office Hank was shoving Mischa into the back of police transport vehicle.

	 

	Rebecca and Steve stopped in front the office.  Jimmy was talking to Mr Wilson who was relieved the whole thing was over.

	 

	"Well we did it.  We caught the bad guy and no one else got dead. A win all round." Rebecca said turning to Steve.

	 

	"Not for the victim’s family, and not for Mischa." Steve said introspectively.

	 

	"We all make choices Steve." Rebecca added.

	 

	"I know that.  But I came out here to make a difference.  This is very thing I was talking about.  Why didn’t someone see this earlier.  Are we so blind that we cannot see people at risk."

	 

	"No one's perfect Steve, give yourself a break." Rebecca said touching him gently on the arm.

	 

	"There is one." he replied.

	 

	"Ok I’ll bite.  Who?" she asked.

	 

	"Jesus."

	 

	"I should have seen that one coming. Look Steve I know all about church and Jesus.  I just haven’t decided for myself what I want to do with all that.  Give me time and I’ll make up my mind."

	 

	"Don’t take too long though." He said playfully.

	 

	"You want me to use my gun?"

	 

	"Ok, ok no more sermons.  Listen though.  You know where the church is.  Anytime you feel like coffee or a chat you just swing by." He said looking her in the eyes.

	 

	"Count on it."

	             

	Sergeant Adams walked up beside the two of them.

	 

	"Well a good day’s work I’d say." He said rather pleased with himself.

	 

	"Where did that shot come from?" Steve asked turning towards him.

	 

	Sergeant Adams just smiled.

	 

	"Friend of mine is the Sergeant of the Tactical Response Team.  One of my nephews is attached to his department. I called in a favour."  

	 

	"Thanks, Hank." Steve said shaking his hand.

	 

	"No sweat, and just in case you want to know, he was instructed to wound, not to kill." Sergeant Adams added.

	 

	"Why?" Steve asked.

	 

	"Because I wanted him to have a fate worse than death." He paused and looked Steve straight in the eyes. "Having to listen to you try make a good Christian out of him."

	 

	Rebecca burst out laughing, followed by Hank, and then finally Steve.

	 

	"Well I have to get the report typed up and sent off.  Thank you.  For all your help Sergeant Adams." Rebecca said shaking his hand.

	 

	"Anytime young lady." He replied, and from the look in his eyes she knew he meant it.

	 

	"Goodbye Steve.  It was great to meet you.  Maybe we can do coffee again sometime." She said turning to Steve.

	 

	"You bet." he replied.

	 

	Steve had mixed feelings as the Commodore pulled out of the gate.  He felt peace, turmoil, gratitude and admiration all at the same time.

	Rebecca's car was the last to leave.  He waved as she passed through the gate and disappeared down the road.  Steve reached into his pocket and took out his mobile phone.  He chose one of the numbers and sat down on the steps outside the office.

	 

	"Hi Eugene, It's Pastor Steve." He said looking at the dust settle from the exodus of police vehicles.

	 

	"Hi Pastor Steve," Eugene answered. "What can I do for you?"

	 

	"Um, I need a lift."


Chapter 16

	 

	The sun streamed in the church windows bathing it in a warm amber light.  Steve had been preparing his sermon all week.  The recent events had given him much fodder and inspiration.  The worship song ended, and he stepped up to the pulpit to begin his sermon.

	 

	'I guess most of you have heard about what has been going on.  Can’t keep secrets in church that’s for sure." A small giggle worked its way around the congregation. "Well the theme of my sermon today is evangelism, or more specifically being evangelists. We live in a world that is crying out for meaning and purpose.  We in the church have the answer to all their questions.  That answer is found in the person and redemptive power of Jesus." Eugene gave a subdued "Amen" from the front pew. "He IS God, and he put aside his own deity and majesty, stepping into the form of a man.  For one reason only, and that was to restore the relationship that had been broken between God and man. God wants each and every person to be in relationship with him."

	 

	The creaking of the connecting door at the rear of the church broke his train of thought.  Peter Rustikof and his Grandmother stood in the gap. Steve's heart stopped. Rebecca was standing next to them. Some of the people in the back row scooted along to make space and they sat down. Rebecca gave a small wave as she sat down.  Steve blushed slightly and then looked down desperately trying to find when he had stopped. Eugene picked up on what was going on and took a quick look.

	 

	"No matter who they are." Steve continued. "Rich or poor, no matter which country they come from.  God loves each and every one of them, and sent his only son to die for them all. That is how we need to see each of them as well.  Jesus saw each person he encountered.  That’s what drew people to him.  His love.  Not the miracles, not the clever sermons, it was his love.  He did not judge them or mistreat them.  He died for them."

	 

	 

	Steve was back in his groove again. "We may never know the full impact we may have.  But we do need to accept people for who they are just as Christ did. With all their warts, with all their failures and with all their sins.  After all He accepted us. Romans 5:8 says “But God demonstrates his own love for us in this: While we were still sinners, Christ died for us.” If we could truly understand how much God loves us every excuse and rational would simply melt away in the warm embrace of his love."

	 


EPILOGUE:

	 

	Casuarina Prison sweltered in the hot October sun.  Its buildings stood quite a way back from Fence line. The state-of-the-art security system made this one of the most formidable prisons in the state.

	 

	Mischa was being led to his cell by two guards, the gate clanged sending an echo resonated through the empty corridor.  His eyes were emotionless and empty.  One of the guards directed Mischa against the opposite wall while the other opened the cell door.  The guard then pushed him, none too gently, through the doorway. Mischa turned to face the bars as they close.  

	 

	"Hands." The guard barked.

	 

	He extended his hands through the slot in the gate and the guard removed his hand cuffs.

	 

	The guards turned and walked back towards the gate leaving Mischa alone in his new three meter by two-meter home.

	 

	Mischa moved to the bunk. There was the usual bedding waiting for him.  The he saw a small parcel on his bed addressed to him.  He opened the parcel. There is a small card inside the brown paper wrapping. 'From Pastor Steve."

	 

	He tosses the card on the bed and looked inside the box. Right there on top was the letter from his father that Steve had shown him on the gantry. A small New Testament lay beneath it.

	 

	Mischa picked up the letter gingerly and opened it. Tear drops dripped on the letter as he read.  Mischa reached the end of the letter and read the inscription on the bottom.

	 

	 “Always Remember my little Mischa that even though I cannot be with you, I love you very much, and that Jesus loves you even more. Your loving father Nikolai” July 1963.

	 

	Mischa reached for the card he had tossed on the bed.  He turned it over and read the words Steve had written on the back.

	 

	“There is no pit so deep, 

	that the love of God is not deeper still” 

	Betsie Ten Boom.

	 

	 

	THE END
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