
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]

      
   

Copyright


To Brian and Shirley Calder

The epitome of graciousness:

St Philip’s Anglican Church

Eastwood NSW

 

 

 

[image: Images]

Published in Australia and New Zealand in 2008
by Hachette Australia
(an imprint of Hachette Australia Pty Limited)

Level 17, 207 Kent Street, Sydney NSW 2000

www.hachette.com.au

First published by Lothian Books

Copyright © Malcolm Brown 2006, 2008

Apart from any fair dealing for the purposes of private study,
research, criticism or review permitted under the Copyright Act
1968, no part may be stored or reproduced by any process without
prior written permission. Enquiries should be made to the publisher.

A CIP catalogue record of this book is available
from the National Library of Australia

978 0 7336 2277 9

978 0 7336 2587 9 (ebook edition)

Cover design by Luke Causby/Blue Cork

Cover photograph courtesy of Newspix






      
      CONTENTS


      Copyright

      PREFACE

      
      PART ONE EXTENDED WAR

      
      CHAPTER ONE THE MURDER OF JOHN NEWMAN MP:
AUSTRALIA’S FIRST POLITICAL ASSASSINATION

      
      CHAPTER TWO DANNY’S BOYS:
THE MURDEROUS RAMPAGE OF DANNY KARAM’S GANG

      
      CHAPTER THREE BODIES IN THE BARRELS:
THE SNOWTOWN SERIAL KILLERS
ANDREW MCGARRY

      
      PART TWO PSYCHO-KILLINGS

      
      CHAPTER FOUR DOCTOR, PROTECT THYSELF:
THE MURDER OF PSYCHIATRIST MARGARET TOBIN
SEAN FEWSTER

      
      CHAPTER FIVE RETRIBUTION IN WOLLONGONG:
PAEDOPHILIA’S CHAIN REACTION

      
      CHAPTER SIX ARROWS AND KNIVES:
MURDER ON SYDNEY’S NORTHERN BEACHES

      
      CHAPTER SEVEN LOOKING AFTER THE KIDS:
THE SERIAL INFANTICIDE OF KATHLEEN FOLBIGG

      
      PART THREE FAMILY KILLINGS

      
      CHAPTER EIGHT MUM IN THE BOOT:
THE MURDER OF MARIA KORP
ANDREA PETRIE

      
      CHAPTER NINE SPEAR-GUN KILLER:
JOHN SHARPE’S DISPATCH OF WIFE AND DAUGHTER
ANDREA PETRIE

      
      CHAPTER TEN BUMBLING MATRICIDE:
MATTHEW – LESS THAN A MODEL SON
ANDREA PETRIE

      
      CHAPTER ELEVEN SEF’S SOLUTION:
GETTING AROUND THE PROBLEM OF POOR MARKS

      
      CONTRIBUTOR PROFILES

      
   



      
PREFACE

      ‘No, they don’t drop napalm straight onto the canopy any more because it stays up and burns and doesn’t get the noggie [Viet
         Cong soldier] on the ground,’ was the sage advice of the elderly warrant officer second class. ‘Now they drop drums of it
         through the canopy and come through after it and machine-gun the drums. Then it goes up and kills the enemy where he is.’
         He was talking to this writer in the Third Training Battalion, Singleton, NSW, in 1971. I reacted with horror. ‘That’s a bit
         brutal, isn’t it?’ I said. He raised his eyebrows, pondering for a moment the sentiments of this young second lieutenant who
         had never faced a homicidal adversary, and muttered: ‘Oh, there’s no nice way of killing a bloke.’
      

      I did not serve in Vietnam but got into the way of thinking. The Vietnamese communists were just enemy, figures to be shot,
         or blown to bits with claymore mines, or, if it was ever to get close and personal, bayoneted. Millions of young men adopted
         that mentality and many went into that conflict and did their country proud. Some 50,000 Australians served in Vietnam as
         hundreds of thousands of Australians had done in wars before them and killed because they were told they had to. Nobody really
         cared about the suffering. A roll of World War II combat footage was unearthed some years ago showing Japanese sailors in
         lifeboats being machine-gunned as they sat helplessly on the ocean, with the voiceover commentator saying they would be ‘joining
         their ancestors tonight!’ In the Gulf War in 1991, where I served as a war correspondent, the thinking was even more detached.
         A general described how a ‘smart bomb’ hit its precise mark, the air slits in a concrete bunker, and how the puff of smoke
         from an entrance signalled an explosion. There was no acknowledgement that in that instant some 30 Iraqis sheltering there
         had perished.
      
Those who survive such conflicts return and live normal lives, caring for mothers, aunties, children, participating in arts
         festivals and church raffles. They have stepped across the threshold and killed, then become human beings again, expected
         to be as decent and sensitive as anybody else. Dark, nightmarish feelings return later in life but returned service personnel
         were expected to deal with it. The conflict between the extremes – the harsh, unfeeling slaughter of fellow humans and the
         sensitive, Christian responsiveness to one’s fellow man – continues. When, in the most recent Iraqi conflict, photos were
         published showing ill-treatment of Iraqi prisoners, or beatings of Iraqi youths by British troops, their reaction was of horror.
         The Americans and British depicted in photo and video were identified and punished. An American soldier entering a house,
         unsure whether an Iraqi lying prone was dead or not, put a bullet into him and said: ‘He is now!’ In all these cases, the soldiers
         involved had adopted a ruthless warfare mentality. The armchair critics, not called upon themselves to face sudden death through
         an explosion or bullets, expected the young men representing them to switch like quarterhorses between two sets of mentalities.
      

      But that is war. War is hell, and for those caught up in it, the most attractive idea is to do what is necessary and then
         get out. The problem for society is when civilians adopt the same warfare mentality. One such group is the underworld. The
         serious gangster regards himself or herself as being in a state of constant war with society. The rest of the world can work
         for a living. They are what mafioso call the schmucks, the ordinary people who obey the law, keep bank balances, pay off mortgages
         over decades, mow the lawn, go to church perhaps. The criminals sit back, like so many predators in the wild, watching the
         schmucks and working out ways of depriving them of at least some of their accumulated wealth, violating them sexually or on
         occasions robbing them of their lives. Gangsters are ruthless with people who oppose them.
      

      Phuong Canh Ngo, the first Vietnamese to enter local government in Australia, was not a member of the underworld but in the
         years after his fall from grace suggestions have been made that he was not far removed from it. In the events that changed, and ruined him, he focused on one individual and planned his execution in
         as expert a way as he could. The gang led by Danny Karam during several years of ethnic mayhem in Sydney suburbia waged a
         more general kind of war, but ultimately it claimed as victims several individuals who had nothing to do with his gang. In
         the depressed social wasteland of the North Adelaide suburbs, one hapless group declared war on society by killing people
         and often collecting their social security benefits. As the evidence unfolded, the people responsible emerged as sad, hopeless
         cases drifting in a sea of desperation. Most had ordinary, sometimes traumatised, backgrounds, pockmarked by marital infidelity,
         sexual abuse and an absence of moral rigour. Something in them started to lash out, and lash out, and lash out, focusing on
         paedophiles as appropriate victims, then not really caring who the victims were, killing simply for pleasure.
      

      A second class of murderer comprises those who, supposedly fitting into sensitive, civilised society, succumb to particular
         stresses and adopt a warfare mentality. They are what might be called ‘psycho-murderers’, forever represented in popular culture
         by the shower-stabber in Alfred Hitchcock’s movie, Psycho. There is horror and condemnation from the schmucks, who often wring their hands and ask why, when they hear of psycho-murderers’
         exploits. Certainly it takes a lot of motivation to step over the threshold. But how many people, if they were really honest,
         would deny that at certain times, when their grievances have been so intense, they have fantasised about killing someone?
         Usually, reason intervenes. But not always.
      

      The threshold can easily be lowered to the point that a person who might have led an otherwise blameless life might be seriously
         tempted to go well beyond the normal parameters of society. When reason is eroded, the individual might well go beyond it.
         A man like Jean Eric Gassy, a professionally disgraced psychiatrist, might draw up a hit-list of everyone he thinks has wronged
         him and, freed of normal restraints, will try to execute those he has singled out. A young woman like Kathleen Folbigg finds
         that babies, their constant demands, broken sleep and other stresses are intolerable, and kills the babies, one by one. A disturbed young man, Mark Valera, hardly helped by a brutal upbringing, lashes out at a target, a paedophile removed
         from a position of prominence. Or another, Richard William Leonard, mentally warped, decides to kill a homosexual anyway,
         then just kill. Called to account, he might try to base his defence, or partial defence, on mental illness. But the definition
         of mental illness is awkward. The McNaghten Rules say that a person can have a defence if he (or she) did not know what he
         was doing, or did not know that what he was doing was wrong. These rules constitute a strict test, and necessarily so, otherwise
         the defence would be exploited.
      

      The third class which crosses the threshold and adopts the warfare mentality comprises individuals who, for one reason or
         another, want to kill one or more family members. Domestic murders can be placed into a separate classification because the
         relationships, other than with babies, are often so intense and tangled. A whole new series of dynamics comes into force.
         The individual might be lashing out against an overbearing or domineering parent, such as Matthew Wales in Melbourne, or decide
         on killing his family to eliminate similar oppression and get their money, as did Sef Gonzales in Sydney. The murderous individual
         might want another lover, or freedom, as did Joseph William Korp and John Myles Sharpe, and get rid of the inconvenience of
         a wife by murder. So extreme is the mental state that the individual crosses the threshold. The murderer is usually not mad,
         even in a non-technical sense of the word. The murderer has weighed up the risks, dismissed the sufferings of the victims.
         The murderer usually exploits the trust the family member has placed in him, or her. What is missing, as with all murderers,
         is any empathy at all for the victim.
      

      Of all the categories of murder, the third class is the hardest to conceal. The offender has to put on a display of grief,
         which is usually not convincing to everybody, and there are all manner of loose ends to tie up. From a policing point of view,
         the gangsters are generally the hardest to catch, the psycho-murders vary in difficulty, whereas the family murders are by
         far the easiest. And how can this waste in human lives ever be stopped? By the endless parade of these offending individuals before the courts, and the message repeated endlessly that there is an awfully lot of time behind bars ahead of
         anyone who contemplates the dreadful business of killing someone.
      

      Writing and editing Cold Blooded Murder has not been easy. At times I felt I could not continue. But in conclusion I would like to thank NSW police officers for
         their co-operation, the Sydney Morning Herald library, the contributors for their flexibility and tolerance of my idiosyncratic editing style, the editorial executives
         of the Herald for tolerating me as they have for more than 33 years, my wife Ingeborg for her support, and my beloved daughter, Grace,
         First Class Honours graduate from Sydney University, for her proofreading.
      




      
PART ONE

      EXTENDED WAR

      
      OUT IN THE STREETS OF CABRAMATTA NOW, NOT EVEN A KNIFE IS USED. THOSE FELLOWS GET FIREARMS SO QUICKLY IT IS NOT FUNNY. WITHIN A
               MATTER OF MINUTES, ONE OF THE NUMBER GOES OUT AND GETS A FIREARM. YOU ARE LUCKY IF YOU CAN ENGAGE THEM IN GOOD OLD AUSSIE
               FISTICUFFS.

      
      JOHN NEWMAN MP, SYDNEY MORNING HERALD, MAY 1994
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