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Meet Joe Blake,

Western Australia’s best known detective.

When a beautiful blonde is murdered in her

suburban unit the local police put a call through

to Joe Blake, because nothing gets in his way.

Joe always gets the bad guy.

And along the way he gets a few naughty girls,

because Joe likes them naughty ... very naughty.

A Joe Blake Murder/ Mystery
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Cover art by

1A Paul Ikin
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from the illustration unit in the Graphic Design and

Multimedia Course at WA School of Art, Design and

Media. Senior Lecturers Jon Greenwood and Neil Hollis

coordinated the tendering of several student concepts

for this exciting project. This reflects the desire for

close liaison with industry, between publisher and the

school.

All characters in this book are fictional. Any

resemblance to persons living or dead is purely

coincidental.
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A note from the editor/publisher

When I was contacted by Detective Joe Blake asking me if I would

like to read the manuscript of his first book my thoughts were

that here was another dickhead copper who didn’t really have

anything interesting to say. Wow! Wasn’t I wrong. From the

opening rubber burnin’, siren wailin’ scene I knew I was on a fast

crime solving ride through the streets of Perth and regional

Western Australia.

It didn’t take long for me to realise Joe Blake is no ordinary

copper! His no-nonsense attitude to crime, obvious prowess in

the boudoir and knowledge of the seedy underbelly of society

makes him a force to be reckoned with. Not since Carter Brown’s

Al Wheeler kissed and kicked his way to popularity in the 60s

have we seen a crime fighter with this sort of talent!

I am very excited to have the opportunity to edit and publish

the Joe Blake Murder/Mystery series.

Hopefully Joe can survive long enough to continue the series

and we don’t find him buried in a shallow grave in some dark

pine plantation with a bullet hole in the back of his head ... you

can’t be the state’s most effective crime fighter without making

a lot of enemies at both the top and bottom of the heap.

I am sure you will enjoy Joe’s first novel. If you would like to

chat to Joe email him at ...

joeblake@joeblake.com.au

Bob Sheppard

bobsheppard@warrigalpress.com.au
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I was cruising west along Great Eastern Highway, going nowhere

in particular, waiting for the call. It was one of those nights. It

was hot, the moon was full and the dregs of society were restless.

Black storm clouds hung over the Perth hills to the east and

we’d had a drizzle of rain. It was enough to bring out the smell of

hot tar.

It had been a long day and I knew it was going to be a long

night. I needed a drink of good old Queensland rum but the

wagging finger in the back of my brain told me I had to stay

sane. Instead I pulled into my favourite Golden Arches for a coffee.

The young assistant manageress smiled as she passed me my

discount coffee, leaning out of the drive through window. There

were no other customers. We chatted for a while as we watched

a ute load of hoons rumble into the empty car park opposite.

They were in one of those low-to-the-ground Holdens, with wide

mudflaps, stolen bar mat on the dash, spotties strung out along

the roof rack and bumper stickers covering most of the rear

window. It had Northam number plates.

A lanky young kid wearing an Akubra climbed out of the

passenger side window with a plastic bottle of oil in his hand.

He poured it over the back wheels. They were setting up for a

monumental burnout.

I considered calling in a rego check and going over and having

a bit of a chat to them, but it wasn’t any of my business. My

business was murder, and I had more important things on my

mind.

The girl asked me if I was enjoying my coffee. The fast food

girls liked us coppers dropping in from time to time for a coffee

CHAPTER ONE
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and a chat. I suppose we might respond a bit faster when they

were in trouble if we knew what they looked like ... and this one

satisfied two of the important criteria; she was pretty and she

was a blonde. If she needed me around anytime I’d be there fast

… real fast.

I was trying to find out if she was married, not that it really

mattered, when the mobile phone vibrated in my top pocket and

played the theme from Hawaii Five O. It’s a weird feeling I can

never get used to, especially when it rattles up against the grip

of a loaded .357 calibre Glock in a shoulder holster.

“Joe Blake, Major Crime,” I answered.

It was work. Someone had reported a gunshot in a Maylands

unit and the local boys had been around and found a body.

“I’m off to fight the bad guys,” I said to the girl as I grabbed

the magnetic blue light and stuck it on the roof, hit the siren

button and fired up the Commodore.

While it might have come out of the government vehicle pool

mine wasn’t an ordinary Commodore. It was a Police Special

supercharged V6 and the mechanics had played around with

the computer. It went faster than most cop cars.

There’s a difference between a good burn-out and a great burn-

out. Great burn-outs depend on three things: performance,

coordination and attitude. I checked the rear view mirror, dropped

the Commodore into reverse and let it roll back just a bit, enough

to get the momentum going. Then I red lined the motor, slammed

it into first and dropped the clutch. When the wheels were

smoking I dabbed the clutch, hit second and powered out of the

drive through. I drifted out onto Great Eastern Highway, slammed

it into third, and managed to get that impressive squeal signifying

I had all three spot on. Glancing back through the trail of smoke

I could see the assistant manageress was impressed. I could tell

by the way she was waving her arms. So were the dickheads

from Northam.

By the time I hit my first set of red traffic lights I was going

fast and the magnetic blue light was struggling to hang on. I

braked slightly and changed over into the oncoming lane to get

around the traffic, let the back end slide a bit as I went through

the lights and flicked back into the left lane. I felt the back wheels

bounce off the left hand curb as I straightened up. There was
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plenty of noise and smoke. It was perfect. Advanced driving.

Poetry in motion.

Shit, I loved being a copper!
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Warrigal Press hopes you have enjoyed the

sample of Joe Blakes new novel.

Now order the book!

www.warrigalpress.com.au

$14.50ea including postage

anywhere in Australia

$17.00ea AUD including postage

anywhere in the world
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Coming Soon

Warning Shots Last

No 2 in the Joe Blake

Murder/Mystery Series

“I have seen plenty of girls with slut written all over

them, but never one like this.

She was near naked, tied to a bed and the killer had

driven a sharp object through her heart.

‘Slut’ had been written on every visible inch of her

skin with a black felt pen.”

If you would like notification of the release of Joe

Blake’s next exciting novel Warning Shots Last,

email

joeblake@joeblake.com.au

or

bobsheppard@warrigalpress.com.au
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Authors wanted

Warrigal Press is seeking manuscripts

from Australian writers in the

following genres ...

Crime

Mystery

Horror

Science Fiction

War

Romance

Western

If you  have an exciting new

manuscript of around 30000 words

and are interested in joining a

growing team of writers, cover artists

and illustrators at

Warrigal Press

contact

Bob Sheppard at ...

bobsheppard@warrigalpress.com.au
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Great cover art and illustrations

at

www.warrigalpress.com.au

Warrigal Press has commissioned New York artist Ken Landgraf to create a

number of unique artworks to celebrate the great Australian cover art of the

classic Australian pulp novels of the 1960s. This is Ken’s interpretation of the

cover art of John Slater’s Death Island featuring a naked man and woman tied to

a post in the ocean. Nasty guards are throwing offal into the water to whip the

circling sharks into a frenzy. The classic cover art is all the more incredible as

the scene does not exist in the book. Ken’s credits include Marvel Comics

Wolverine vs Hercules in the Hulk Treasury, and DC Comics Hawkman, and

Nightwing and Flamebird. Independent comics include New York City Outlaws,

Rock Comics and Starfighters.


