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      Bikie is the Australian term for a biker or member of an outlaw motorcycle gang.

      
        
        A Stobie pole is a power line pole made of two steel rails separated by a slab of concrete that is widely used throughout South Australia. See Wikipedia for more details and images.
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Stella read the incident report on the
shooting written by the officers who had responded to the call. She
thought it looked like this was going to be an open and shut case.
They had listed the name of the perpetrator under the details of
the victim. She suspected it would only be a matter of time before
he was in custody.

Brian parked behind the patrol car outside the
victim's house in Brunswick Street, Kilburn, a suburb still waiting
for the arrival of the urban renewal movement transforming the
city's public housing estates.

'Not my favourite suburb, Sarge,' said Brian,
pressing the lock icon on the remote.

Stella looked up the street towards Prospect Road.
'There are worse places to live.'

They walked up to the tiny porch. Stella flashed
her ID to the constable taking up most of the space outside the
front door.

In the front room, immediately inside the door, a
policewoman was sitting on a well-worn couch with a grey-haired
woman clutching a box of tissues.

'I'm Detective Sergeant Bruno,' said Stella, 'and,
this is Detective Constable Rhodes. We'd like to ask you a few
questions, Mrs Barnes.'

The grey-haired woman looked up from her
tissues.

'Were you here when it happened?' said
Stella.

'Sitting right here, love. I told him not to get
involved but he never listens to me, does he?'

'What didn't you want your husband to get involved
in, Mrs Barnes?'

'That silly bitch next door was fighting with her
boyfriend again. They were making such a racket we couldn't hear
the telly. Jeff wanted to tell them to keep it down. I told him to
leave it alone, it wouldn't go on for long. It never did. But he
couldn't wait. Went out and told them to shut up.'

Stella waited. She didn't think Mrs Barnes would
need much prompting now that she was off on her story.

'Next thing I know there's a bang and an almighty
scream. I rushed out the front. Jeff was lying on the lawn. She was
screaming her head off. The boyfriend got into his car and drove
off.'

'Who called the ambulance?'

'She did. I didn't want to leave him.' Mrs Barnes
stopped talking and wiped away her tears. 'I'm sorry, but he was
all I had.'

'I'm sorry for your loss, Mrs Barnes,' said
Stella.

Stella thought of her own loss every time she
spoke to a person left behind after a senseless killing. She knew
the pain of that loss never went away completely, no matter what
you did. Stella didn't believe that time healed all hurts. She knew
it only dulled the pain into something you could live with, but
only if you didn't give it too much attention.

The door of the house next door was opened by a
woman in her mid-thirties with bloodshot eyes. Stella wondered if
she'd slept a wink since the shooting.

'Carol Jacobs?' said Stella.

The woman nodded. 'Who are you?'

'Detective Sergeant Bruno. I'd like to ask you a
few questions.'

'Why? Didn't she tell you what happened?'

Stella wondered why she was so defensive.

'If you mean Mrs Barnes, she didn't see what
happened, but I understand you did.'

'Yeah, well there's not much to tell, is there?
Stupid bastard shot the old geezer, didn't he?'

'This would be Greg Allen?'

'Yeah. Wish I'd never met him. He's such a
loser.'

'What was the fight about last night?'

Carol looked down at her bare feet. 'I told the
prick to piss off. I was sick of him turning up half-tanked and
expecting me to open my legs for him. Told him to piss off and not
come back.'

'I take it he didn't go quietly,' said
Stella.

Carol looked Stella in the eyes. 'Silly bastard
pulled out a gun and waved it at me, threatened to blow my head
off. That's when Mr Barnes came out and told us to shut the fuck
up. Greg just turned and shot him. Then the idiot left.'

'Do you know where we can find him?'

'No. I don't know where he lives.'
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On the drive
back to the office, Stella and Brian listened to a radio call
directing patrols to seal off an area surrounding Torrens Road,
Kilkenny, where Allen's vehicle had been spotted.

'Let's hope he doesn't do anything stupid,' said
Brian.

'Bit late for that, isn't it?' said Stella.

'You know what I mean. I hope he has the sense to
turn himself in.'

'Who knows what he'll do, especially when he
realizes he's cornered?

They listened to the radio chatter as the patrols
coordinated their positions and the police helicopter arrived over
the area.

'256. I see him. He's heading North on Torrens
Road. I'm in pursuit.'

'Target vehicle turning left into Aroona Road,'
said a voice from the police helicopter. 'Shit! He's lost
it.'

Stella held her breath.

'He's hit the Stobie pole!' said the voice from
the helicopter.

'Bloody hell!' said Brian. 'I hope he hasn't
killed himself.'

They waited for the next update.

'No sign of the driver. 256 has arrived.'

They listened as the officer from patrol car 256
called for an ambulance and the fire service's jaws of life.

'Must have hit that Stobie pole pretty hard if
they need the jaws of life,' said Stella.

'What was he driving again?' said Brian.

'A Toyota Corolla,' said Stella.

'Not enough steel in those things when you hit a
Stobie pole at speed. He's probably wrapped it around the pole if
he hit it side on.'

Stella thought about the impact. 'He was turning
left, wasn't he?'

'Yeah. That’s what he said.'

'He would have hit it on the driver's side,' said
Stella. 'Don't like his chances.'

By the time they arrived back at the office, news
had come through that Allen had been killed on impact when his
vehicle slid across the intersection and collided with the Stobie
pole on the corner of Aroona Road.

'This must be one of the shortest investigations
we've been involved in, Sarge,' said Brian, as they waited in line
to buy coffee.

'Let's hope they find his gun and match it with
the bullet that killed Barnes,' said Stella. 'I'd hate to find out
his girlfriend set him up, seeing she's the only witness to the
shooting.'

'Hadn't thought of that.'
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Stella didn't
have to wait long to learn that the gun found in the wreckage of
Allen's car had fired the shot that killed Jeff Barnes. The report
from Ballistics was the first thing she read when she logged on the
following morning.

As she studied the report, she realized it raised
more questions than it answered.

'What are you reading?' said Brian, placing a
coffee on her desk.

'Ballistics' report on the gun found in Allen's
car.'

'What does it say?'

'He had a brand new Glock 19.'

'Did they match it with the round taken from the
victim?'

'Yes.'

'So, case closed, then.' Brian took the lid off
his coffee and sat down.

'I'm not so sure, Brian. We might have solved the
murder but I think this opens another can of worms.'

'What do you mean?'

'Think about it. How did he get a Glock? They're
on the prohibited list.'

'Maybe he managed to buy one on the internet. You
know, a private sale from someone in the States. Anyone can buy a
gun over there.' Brian sipped his coffee.

'I guess that's possible but it says here that the
frame, barrel and slide have different serial numbers and,
according to Ballistics, those numbers are the same on a new Glock
when it's sold. And, this is a new Glock we're talking about.'

Brian scratched his head and took another sip of
his coffee. 'Sounds like someone must have put it together from
parts. Who would do that?'

'Somebody who has more than one of them,
Brian.'

'So, maybe somebody is buying these things on the
internet and selling them to idiots like Allen?'

'Maybe.' Stella leant back in her chair. 'See what
we have on Allen. We'll need to find out who he was hanging around
with. Think I'd better go speak with DI Williams.'

Stella drank her coffee, picked up the copy of the
report she had printed, and headed for DI Williams' office.

The inspector was reading the morning paper when
she knocked on his door.

'Got a minute, sir? Think we might have a
problem.'

DI Williams looked up from his newspaper. 'What's
on your mind, Bruno?'

'This report from Ballistics.'

'Is that on the gun from Allen's car?'

'Yes, and that's the problem. It's a Glock
19.'

'Aren't they prohibited?'

'They are,' said Stella.

'How the hell did he get one then?'

'Good question, sir. As a guess, I'd say someone
is importing them as parts and putting them together for people
like Allen.'

'What makes you think that?'
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