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PHOTOGRAPHY BY JAMES BRICKWOOD

Dozens of killers now walking free: Rick Feneley investigates
the epidemic of gay-hate violence that no one noticed.

W WO BOYS PLAY CARDS AT THE KEELONG DETENTION CENTRE,

1 south of Wo]longong, in April 1991. “Tell me some good
s stories, you c...,” says one.

|- “About fag-bashing?” asks the other. And this 17-year-old
B inmate does not disappoint. “It was heaps fun,” he says. With
sadistic relish, he regales his fellow prisoner, and another at Sydney’s Minda
Detention Centre a few months later, with his reminiscences. He reckons he
was 12 when he started. He talks about hunting in packs of as many as 30
youths who would ambush homosexual men and punch and kick them and
stomp on their heads, from Alexandria Park to Kings Cross and Centennial
Park to Bondi and Tamarama. They’d go “cliff-jumping” and push gays over
the edge. “Ah! Help, help!” he mocks one victim. “Heaps funny. Used to love
how they scream, eh?”

The headlines are his trophies. “Got heaps of clippings at home, man,
from all the poofters that we bashed.”

“You're a sick puppy, mate,” says his new friend at Keelong.

“It’s a sport in Redfern ... it’s a f...in’ hobby, mate. ‘What are you doin’
tonight, boys? Oh, just goin’ fag-bashin’”
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He does not realise, but both his friends are wearing listening devices. He
is in custody because he killed a man. He and seven of his mates. They will
become known as the Alexandria Eight.

On January 15, 1990, after a game of basketball, they lured 33-year-old
Richard Johnson to a toilet block in inner-city Alexandria Park. It was one
of Sydney’s many gay beats, a place for men to meet for casual and anony-
mous sex. Johnson had left his phone number on the wall. The gang — aged
16 to 18, most of them students or former students from nearby Cleveland
Street High, a couple from a Catholic school — called the number to “bait
the poofter”. Johnson took the bait and they bashed him to death.

Behind bars, a couple of the youthful killers start naming names,
suggesting who among the Alexandria Eight — and who among their ex-
tended network of schoolmates and associates — may have committed

about an attack at Bondi.

“T had me new "Boks from America on that day, too. I had all blood over
’em ... He should have went off the cliff that night but he didn’t ... We went
down and put a cigarette butt out on his head.”
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"international recognition and be awarded the
Police Medal in recognition of her 12 years in the

cops now, but that doesn’t stop him complain-
ing. “I wish I would’ve done more to that f,..in’
Johnson bloke if I'm gunna get 10 years. Two

kicks and I'm gunna f...in" get 10 years for it — | |

ing police. In his own callous arithmetic: four |

years for each kick.

ETECTIVE SERGEANT STEVE
McCann had planted those bugs
while the eight teenagers awaited
sentences for manslaughter and
murder. The homicide investi-

gator was the first in the NSW police force to |

explore potential links between this case and a
succession of murders and savage assaults of gay
men, from the inner city to the Bondi cliff-tops.
Some of his colleagues called him “the gay avenger”,
It wasn't meant kindly. McCann was straight, for
the record, and simply determined to throw light
on some unsolved crimes. They included the
bashing murder of martial arts expert Raymond
Keam, 43, in Randwick’s Alison Park, also a gay
beat, in January 1987; the killing of 50-year-old

schoolteacher William Allen in Alexandria Park
on December 28, 1988, a little over a year before
the killing of Johnson in the same location; and
the death of Cleveland Street High teacher Wayne
Tornks in his Artarmon unit on May 19, 1990.
Working with McCann was Sue Thompson, a
lawyer and former state ombudsman’s investiga-
tor who had joined the force in January 1990 to
co-ordinate its liaison with the gay and lesbian
community. McCann and Thompson soon real-
ised this blood sport called poofter-bashing was
consuming many more “sick puppies” than the
Alexandria Eight. They would encounter the
Tamarama Three and the Bondi Boys, a local
gang of about 30 which, despite its name, in- |
cluded girls, said to cheer on the head-kickers. li
Thompson would write research papers, attain

pioneering gay liaison role. Using police data, she
found 46 gay-hate murders in NSW between 1989
and 1999. Criminologist Stephen Tomsen backed
those numbers with his 2002 finding of about 50
gay-hate murders between 1985 and 1995.

Their startling figures, while noted by the ex-
perts, never captured the public’s attention. They
were quite an understatement, in any case. They ]
accounted only for reported homicides. They did
not include cases filed away as suicides, deaths by
misadventure or disappearances.

From bitter experience, Thompson now knows |
that at least some of those, and possibly many,
were murders. Today she can count about 80
deaths or disappearances, mainly in Sydney but

some in regional NSW, dating from the late 1970s
to late 1990s — all potentially fitting this category |
of gay-hate crime. Of those, 30 remain unsolved. |
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SEEKING ANSWERS:
(top) Rebecca
Johnson, sister of
Scott Johnson, with
investigative journalist
Daniel Glick at the
site of Scott’s death
at North Head,

near Manly; (above,
clockwise from far
left) the murder of
Richard Johnson has
been confirmed as a
gay-hate crime. Other
highly suspicious
unsolved deaths
include those of
Gilles Mattaini, Scott
Johnson, Raymond
Keam, John Russell,
Ross Warren and

Cyrit Olsen.

4Q

HILE A “WAVE” OF GAY-HATE
murders was widely report-
ed, Thompson says: “It was
never just a wave. It is much
more accurate to describe it

as an epidemic” (Curiously, Melbourne police |

and media have never reported a culture of anti-
gay violence of these proportions.)

Thompson’s list includes some much-publi-
cised cases, notably that of the brilliant young
American mathematician Scott Johnson — no
relation to Richard Johnson — whose naked
body was found at the base of a 50-metre cliff
on the Manly side of North Head, near Blue Fish
Point, on December 9, 1988. A coroner soon
agreed with police and declared it a suicide.

Johnson’s brother Steve never believed it. In |

2007, from Boston, he launched his own investi-
gation. Unlike most families, he had the means.

Steve Johnson is an internet entrepreneur who
made his fortune by creating an algorithm that
made it possible to deliver pictures over phone
lines, the earliest form of digital “streaming
media”. He hired Daniel Glick, a former
Newsweek investigative journalist, to travel to
Sydney. “Pretty much on day one,” says Glick, “it
became clear that the place where Scott died was

a gay beat.” Police had told the coroner otherwise,
But gay men came here, took off their clothes,
sunbaked and hoped to get lucky.

“At least some police knew about this at the
time,” says Glick. Scott Johnson, 27, was gay. He
was about to be awarded his PhD at the Australian
National University in Canberra. Glick again:
“Gay men don’t go to gay beats to commit sui-

| cide. Period?”

deputy state coroner Carmel Forbes threw

out the suicide finding. She considered the
weight of the research amassed by Steve Johnson,
with a team that included Sue Thompson, and
found it could have been a gay-hate murder or an
accident. Police announced a $100,000 reward in
the case in February — the day after the ABC’s
Australian Story featured the family’s battle.

“At first, I was focused only on Scott’s death?
says Johnson. “Then we started hearing from
other families and other men who had survived
vicious assaults around the time Scott died. I was
shocked to learn how many gay men had died ...
there were hundreds, possibly thousands, of as-
saults against gay men during this era.

“There was a culture of gay-hate bashings... It
didn’t stop at the Harbour Bridge. We've heard
stories of the equivalent of the Alexandria Eight
| or the Bondi Boys who regularly gay-bashed
along the northern beaches.”

The postcodes for the unpublicised cases
stretch from Mosman to Collaroy on the north
side. There were the brothers from Narrabeen,
aged 15 and 12, who would travel to the city in
the late 1980s to bash and rob gays and Asians in
Kings Cross and Moore Park. A couple of cases
involve men found naked at the base of cliffs,
north and south of the harbour, their clothes
folded on the cliff-tops — as with Scott Johnson.

Importantly, to qualify for this “gay-hate” cat-
egory, the victims need not have been homosex-
ual. It was a question of the motive. Might the
| killers have mistaken them for being gay? The

bigger question is whether it is really possible that
‘ Sydney experienced a gay-hate murder epidemic
| and nobody much noticed. To answer that, we
| need to consider the era.

Sydney’s first Gay Mardi Gras parade in 1978
coincided roughly with the first of the murders on
Thompson’s list. And just as thousands of gays and
lesbians were emboldened to come out, the world’s
first case of AIDS was diagnosed in 1981. In those
days, it was a death sentence. Many saw gay men as
walking vectors of a killer disease. Only in 1984 did
NSW decriminalise homosexuality.

“A lot of cops didn’t get the memo,” says Glick.
He reports the question a policeman asked
Marguerite O’Connell, the sister of Scott
Johnson’s boyfriend and the last person to see
Scott alive: “Did you know your brother was a
poofter?” And then: “Do you still love him?”

Gays didn’t trust police, so commonly failed to
report assaults. The prevailing police attitude,
says Thompson, was “if they’re gay or lesbian and
a victim of crime, they asked for it”, There was no
internet, no Grindr or Gaymatchmaker — the
social network could be a public toilet. In 1987

IN JUNE 2012, 23 YEARS AFTER SCOTT'S DEATH,

| came the Grim Reaper commercial. In a bowling
} alley, the Reaper skittled tenpins in the forms of

men, women and children. The ad was hailed for
its success in terrifying Australians into safer sex,
but it left an unintended, indelible message for
some: the Reaper was a “poofter”,

“Those ads have a lot to answer for,” argues
Steve Page, the cop who exposed the many failings

G
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of his colleagues on gay-hate crimes. Today, Page |
heads security for-a major corporation but he was |
a detective sergeant in homicide when he took
over Steve McCann’s files in 2000 and launched
Operation Taradale.

Page and McCann’s work uncovered extensive |
networks of youths who were either involved |
themselves or clearly knew who was. When they
denied and denied, however, it was not enough to
meet the tests of admissible evidence and reason-
able doubt. The Alexandria Eight, who have long
done their time — terms of between four and a
half years and 10 years — have been charged with
no other gay-hate crimes.

In January 2002, Page re-interviewed the story- |
teller from Keelong. Now he reckoned he had
been “skylarking” and boasting, while admitting,
“I'd say some of it happened” and adding “I'm |
sure we never pushed anyone off a cliff that didn’t ‘

\

get back up”.

But the dozens of kids in those gangs have |
grown up. They are approaching middle-age. Not
all did the bashing but they have been living with
these secrets, and the guilt, ever since. “Someone’s
going to open their mouth one day;” says Ted |
Russell, whose 31-year-old son John was found at .
the base of a Bondi cliff in November, 1989. ’ ‘

UE THOMPSON ACCOMPANIES |

Steve Page to Marks Park on the

headland that separates Bondi and

Tamarama, where the former col-

leagues give Goop WEEKEND a
tour of this one-time killing field. In the 1980s
and ’90s it was widely known as a gay beat where
men met in the bushes and the honeycomb cav-
erns surrounding the coastal walkway. We stand
at a cliff-top lookout on Mackenzies Point, with
views north to Bondi Beach and south to
Tamarama. Page points towards Bondi, to a lower
cliff edge. “John Russell was found on the rocks
below that point.” Page turns towards Tamarama
and points to a ledge four metres away.
“Kritchikorn went over there.”

About 3am on July 21, 1990, Kritchikorn
Rattanajurathaporn, a 34-year-old Thai national,
found company at this lookout. As he and the
friendly stranger chatted, three teenagers ap-
i NP22 and NP23

had set out from Redfern,

and battered Kritchikorn. In his bid to flee,| NP241|
would say, Kritchikorn stumbled backwards over
the cliff. The Tamarama Three would be sen- |
tenced to 20 years for his murder but have been
found guilty of no other gay-hate crime.

We stroll for less than two minutes towards
Tamarama. Page points to a rock shelf. “They
found Ross Warren’s car keys about there”
Warren, a gay 25-year-old television newsreader [;
from Wollongong, parked his car on the western
fringe of Marks Park early on the morning of July
22, 1989. He hasn’t been seen since. ’

In his short-sleeved business shirt, Page still
looks like a burly cop. He sounds less like the
stereotype. “People walk around here for enter-
tainment. For me, it remains a place of evil. What
angers me most is that society allowed the cir-
cumstances in which these disgraceful things
could happen. This was compounded by the
original crimes being poorly investigated by po-
lice. We have to wonder whether society would
have let that happen if the victims had been |
school principals, politicians, football players”

L

i

JUSTICE DELAYED:
(above) Peter Sheil's
death at Coogee
remains unsolved;
(below) Steve Page
and Sue Thompson
re-investigated many
of the suspicious
deaths before leaving
the police force.

school principals, politicians, football players.”

| says, “Peter definitely wasn’t gay. I wouldr’t be

| flogging” In those times, somehow it didn’t

HIRTY YEARS AFTER PETER SHEILS
death, his four siblings have no
answers, In April 1983, Sheil’s
body was found with “multiple
injuries” — but without trousers —
at the base of a small cliff at Gordons Bay, then
commonly known as Thompsons Bay, north of
Coogee. Sheil, 29, was not gay. He was schizo-
phrenic and was on medication, but on the night |
of his death he was in good spirits, says brother
Hugh. Peter had called his mother from the
Coogee Bay Hotel at about 8.30pm to say he was |
heading home to a halfway house in Clovelly. He
chose the coastal walk. It passed known gay beats. |
Sheil’s mother was a devout Catholic. She could
not countenance the possibility of suicide and the
policeman who handled the case was helpful, per-
haps too helpful. Christopher Sheil, then 27, wit-
nessed the “inquiry” into his brother’s death — a
discussion between his father and the policeman.
“It took all of about a minute. They got to the part
on the form where you fill out cause of death. I
can’t remember whether it was Dad or the cop
who suggested misadventure. I said, ‘We don’t
know whether he jumped, fell or was pushed’ Dad
said, ‘Ah, we’re not gunna go into any of that.”
Their parents are now dead. Christopher, 58,

,.

after a session of booze and bongs, witha plan to | “we ha've to Wonder Whether SOCiEty WOU].d
have let that happen if the victims had been

embarrassed at all if he was. It’s just not accurate. '
However, his behaviour could be reckless and itis |
quite possible he was mistaken for being gay, and

[
| attacked for that reason. It might also have been l
[ suicide, although if you look at the point where r

he died, it’s not a likely choice. It’s only a couple
of storeys high. There were plenty of higher cliffs
along the way.”

Hugh Sheil remembers Coogee’s beats — and
their poofter bashers. He can’t remember any by
name but he does recall how blithely they would
announce they were going to “give the poofs a

sound so shocking.
|
IN 1990, STEVE MCCANN AND SUE THOMPSON
were curious enough to wonder about Ross
Warren. Bondi’s Sergeant Ken Bowditch, who was
in charge of that case, had been less curious. After
investigating for four days, Bowditch concluded |

: inquest into the death of Russell and the sus-

| them from police photographs — NP23 i
and a Bondilocal calledi  NP43  iTaradale
contains extensive claims againsti NP43 !

SCOI.77369_0004

— no inquest required — that Warren had fallen

accidentally into the ocean, and that his body i
would soon surface. It never did. McCann and |
Thompson wondered, too, about John Russell.

Russell, a former barman, had been due to
leave Sydney for the Hunter Valley, where he in-
tended to spend some of a $100,000 inheritance
building a home on his father’s property. The
police report into his death found that another
gay man at a gay beat had fallen accidentally —
“no suspicious circumstances” In fact, there were
plenty, not least the clump of blond hair clenched
in his left hand.

Confronted with the Kritchikorn killing,
McCann and Thompson decided to treat Warren
and Russell as probable murders. It would be
another 10 years before Steve Page launched
Operation Taradale, a three-year investigation
that would focus on Warren and Russell but also
cover other deaths. Page’s Taradale report would
be tendered as the critical document in a 2003

pected deaths of both Warren and Gilles Mattaini,
a 34-year-old Frenchman who vanished from
Bondi in September 1985, in what was possibly
the first murder at Marks Park.

One thread explored in Taradale potentially
linked; NP23 iof the Tamarama Three,
to the Bondi Boys. On December 18, 1989, three
youths approached a man near the Bondi Icebergs
club in Notts Avenue, the road that adjoins the ‘
coastal walk to Marks Park and beyond. “Are you :
gay?” they asked before they punched and kicked
him and struck him with a skateboard. They
broke six of his ribs. The victim identified two_of

mentioned as “the leader” of the Bondi Boys.
Three days after that attack near the Icebergs,
another gay man, 24-year-old David McMahon,
took a late-night jog along the coastal path.
Returning to Bondi, he was metres from the steps
to Notts Avenue when he was tackled. Four or
five youths did the beating, but McMahon recalls
there was gang of about 18 present, aged 15 to 20.
Four of them were girls. “They were cheering
them on, encouraging the boys,” McMahon tells

Goop WEEKEND. Someone said, “Don’t let him
look at us. He knows me” Indeed McMahon,
who worked at a cafe on Campbell Parade, had
recognised them. They were already known for
terrorising gays, he recalls. He says he will never
forget the face of the gang leader or what he said:
“Let’s throw him off where we threw the other
one off” They dragged him a few hundred me-
tres, close to the spot where John Russell drew his
last breaths less than a month earlier.

“I'm gonna throw you over the side,” the leader
had said. Somehow, McMahon seized a moment
and escaped towards Bondi. He outran the gang.
He scaled steps into Hunter Park and screamed
to a middle-aged man on a balcony. “I don’t help
poofters,” came the reply.

him and there was no corroborating evidence.
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McCann’s secret tapes of the Alexandria Eight,
meanwhile, were explosive in their apparently
incriminating details. The 17-year-old storyteller
mentioned a weapon in the unsolved murder of
William Allen in Alexandria Park — a “screwie”, or
screwdriver — which seemed to match a hand

have been out of Sydney at the t1rne, the other
gang member in New Zealand.

McCann left the force. His files collected dust
until the day in September 2000 when Steve Page
opened a letter from Kay*Warren, mother of
Ross, the Wollongong TV newsreader. Her hum-
ble request for answers spawned Taradale. Page
called in Sue Thompson. He re-interrogated the
Alexandria Eight and the Bondi Boys — and girls
— about the suspected murders of Warren and
Russell and the attempted murder of David
McMahon. He bugged the phones of the Bondi
crew who, a decade older, seemed untouched by
the enlightened new millennium’s politically cor-
rect language. They still spoke of “poofters” and

It’s the glrls in the

Marks Park. { :and a mate speculated
about which “psychos” might be killers, but noth-
ing that would stick. Depending who among them
Page’s team spoke to, the Bondi Boys had also used
the graffiti tags PSK — Park Side Killers —~ and PTK,
for Prime Time Kings or Part Time Killers.

In one intercepted call,Lrnother told
him two detectives had visited. A dead man “had
a clump of blond hair and you’re a suspect”. She
wanted his assurance that he hadn’t been “giving
fags a hard time”| | NP43 i .. they can
have my DNA ... I wouldn’t lie to you, Mum.”

In 2003, Page delivered Taradale, all 2638 pages
of it, to the then deputy state coroner, Jacqueline
Milledge. A tendered police document included a

“soon after they kllled Kritchikorn — Words to the
effect: “Don’t worry, brother. This isn’t the first
time we've done this. You're one of us now” It

Bondi. That’s why we called ourselves the Bondi
Boys.” But he said: “I was never in a gang or
crew. We didn’t roll homosexuals” He has never
been charged with a gay-hate crime and did not
respond to Goop WEEKEND’s requests for an

43 iwas given a good be-
haviour bond "I 1559 for being an accessory
after the fact of a violent assault three years
earlier, when he had helped a friend who had
viciously attacked a British tourist. The tourist,
Brian Hagland, fell into the path of a bus during
the fight and later died of his injuries at St

Vincent’s Hospital

als6 went to a house to collect a drug debt in 1999
and warned his target’s mother that he had killed
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NP43

BONDI BOY: (above)
[ T'NP43 has
gemeEyBenghvolved

in any gay-hate crimes.

a man at Bondi and got away with it — and he
would do so again because the “coppers are too
f...in" stupid”

Sue Thompson retired, injured, in early 2003.
Page would leave the force the following year. But
both returned to court in 2005 to hear Milledge’s
findings. She called it a “first-class investigation”

Milledge concluded, like Page, that Warren and
Russell had been murdered. She described the
original police investigation into Warren’s death
as “grossly inadequate and shameful” and
Russell’s as “lacklustre” John Russell had sus-
tained multiple injuries “when he was thrown
from the cliff on to rocks”, but police had lost the
one exhibit that might one day help identify his
killer: the hair he had been clutching in his hand.
“Disgraceful,” said Milledge. She found that
Gilles Mattaini had probably met a similar fate.
But Milledge said there was insufficient evidence
to recommend that anyone be prosecuted.

Peter Russell, John Russell’s brother, recalls a
stare-off with one of the eight “persons of inter-
est” at the inquest. “I looked at him and he looked
at me, and I just know he was John’s killer. I don’t
have proof, but I know”

In Boston, Steve Johnson read the news. Until
now, he had no idea that gay bashing had been
such a blood sport in Sydney. He got to work.

Bondi gang
“I've always Wondered
| What sort of mothers they would make.”

WRONG NOTE:
(above) Crispin Dye. a
musician and one-time
manager of AC/DC,
died after being
attacked near Taylor
Square in 1993.

EAN DYE DIDN'T KNOW IT, BUT THE
police files listed her son Crispin’s
murder as a possible gay-hate crime.
She is not convinced that was the
motive. She does, however, want
some answers, some 20 years after he was bashed
to death in Little Oxford Street, off Taylor Square.

Crispin had been a long-time manager for

rockers AC/DC who'd also worked with Rose |

Tattoo and the Easybeats as well as being a singer-
songwriter. On the night of December 22, 1993,
he and friends celebrated the success of his first
CD, A Heart Like Mine. About 4.30 the next
morning, a witness saw three men of Pacific
Islander appearance standing over Dye, 41, ap-
parently going through his wallet. He died two
days later, on Christmas Day.

He had many girlfriends, his mother says,
though he had told her: “People say I'm gay,
Mum, but I don’t know what I am.” Jean Dye
cannot exclude the possibility that his attackers
thought he was gay, or that they simply wanted
his money. After a 1994 inquest, a policeman
had told her that a prisoner had been captured
in a secret recording saying that he had “knocked
off” Dye. It came to nothing. She is unhappy to
learn that a police reward for information has
long since lapsed. “Somebody out there knows
what happened,” she says.

The case of 64-year-old Cyril Olsen seems
much less ambiguous. Olsen, a homosexual, was
bashed in a Rushcutters Bay gay beat on the night
of August 22, 1992. Some time later, Olsen tum-
bled from a whatf in the bay and drowned. Police
immediately identified it as a possible gay-hate
crime. An anonymous caller would later name a
man who had been heard saying on the same
date: “Let’s roll a poof tonight.”

In jail for another offence, that man allegedly

told a cellmate he had bashed a gay man who |

|
|
|
|
|
|

then died. He denied this when police ques-
tioned him. The coroner ruled Olsen “drowned
after accidentally falling” Olsen’s friend Brian
Stewart attended the inquest and believes there
was little alternative on the available evidence.

Olsen had been drinking heavily that night. “A
taxi driver saw him, bare-chested and bleeding,
and asked if he needed any help. He said, T'm
perfectly all right, thank you.”

But Steve Page argues that it makes no sense to
exclude the brutal assault as being the cause of
Olsen’s fall. He runs his usual moral gauge over
this case: “We wouldn’t stand for it if it was a
woman or child who had been bashed and then
fell in the harbour.”

HE WINTER SUN IS MAKING EMERALDS OF
Tthe Pacific below Blue Fish Point. This is

Rebecca Johnson's third visit to the cliffs
where her brother died. “It’s hard to be here,” she
says, “but at the same time, it’s so beautiful.” She
can imagine him happy here. “I was 11 when he
died. The narrative I grew up with was that Scott
had killed himself”

Now she is 36 and she and Daniel Glick have
made another trip to Sydney to check on the
progress of the police investigation. “Of course,
there is no solace in the more likely truth that he
was thrown, naked, from a cliff. But T am glad he
wasn’t so unhappy that he wanted to take his own
life. The murder, it’s horrific, but there is comfort
in knowing that.”

David McMahon knows just how horrific. He
is the gay man who got away. Working at his cafe
soon after the attack, McMahon would see his
attackers passing by. Ever since, he has sought to
protect his identity. “I went into hiding, really. I
was so shy and meek back then, I was the perfect
target” But now McMahon is braver, and he
wants to reclaim his name and put it to this story;
not his photograph but his name.

“I am at the stage in my life when I can see that
this terrible history of gay hatred is part of what
we are as a society. We have moved on a lot,
thankfully, and I have been part of that”

He hopes someone from the Bondi gang can
find as much courage and finally come forward
with the truth. It is the girls he thinks about most.
“I've always wondered what sort of mothers they
would make.”

Some are, indeed, mothers — the Facebook
page of one of them features a Holy Communion
photograph. The Operation Taradale interviews
in 2002 give some insight into the girls’ thinking.
“They all beat up their girlfriends,” one said of
the boys. Another, asked about their attitude to
gays, said, “We probably didn’t like them ...
’cause all the boys, you've got to impress them
when you're young.”

Some of the killers are fathers. It is hard to find
any who will talk at all, let alone explain what
possessed them then or what they think of their
crimes now. One of the Alexandria Eight, how-
ever, does take the call at his workplace in the
eastern suburbs. He has previously told police he
was uneducated and easily led when he commit-
ted the crime. Today he is brief, but very polite.

“Obviously this is something that I think about
all the time. It’s something I deeply regret doing.
I have kids of my own now, so I know how hard
it would be to lose someone. But because I have
kids, I have tried to put those days behind me.”

His eldest is 16, the same age he was when he
and his mates killed Richard Johnson. At some
point, he says, he will have to sit his kids down
and explain what he did. GwW
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