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DIETECT




Sneaking around at night, hidden cameras and hours in the car or up trees...
It’s all part of a private investigator’s life. Then there’s breaking bad news to
your clients. The trench coat is optional. By Bill Craske.

n the room next door, a man screams. His rage carries

through the thin coffee-brown partition that divides the rooms

at Lyonswood Investigations and Forensic Group in Sydney's

inner west, Private imestigator Warren Mallard, 58, apologises
for the polygraph test being conducted in the adjacent office. Mallard,
a tall man with pale blue eyes, appears unfazed by the commaotion.
He deals, after all, in the problems of others for a lving. “That's what
the box of tissues is for,” he explains from behind his desk. “They're
for people I've got to give the worst news in the world to.”

By the sounds of it, someone has just received theirs. According
to Mallard, the man next door has asked his young wife, whom he
suspects of infidelity, to submit to a ie-detector exam. “As you can
hear, it's a terribly emotive business,” Mallard says. “It's not a nice
job. You regularty end up being a counsellor.”

Qulside the office hangs a neon siagn with & maagnifying glass and
the words “private eye”, Inside hangs a trench coat that Robert
hitchurn might bave wom in the 1947 film noir Out Of The Past. But
the imagery, as evocative as it is, fails to outweigh the reality. “Sadhy,
Peter Comis and the people who write about private investigators
have no idea what the industry is really ke, says Mallard. “We've all
been perceived as people who have two shots of bourbon before
breakfast, don't shave and are a pretty dishevelled bunch.”

Crirne prevention is in Mallard's blood. The former president of the
Institute of Mercartile Agents, he has received three commendations
from police commissioners for bravery. A motorcycle accident
prematurely ended his career in the police force and in 1982 Mallard
helped set up Lyonswood. He now has 30 private investigators
working full-time for him, mostly on cases relating to workplace theft.

Just recently, he exposed internal fraud among the nightshiit
workers of a printing comparny. Productivity was down and stock
reported missing. The company applied, through Lyonswood, for
& workplace survellance warmrant. Mallard then installed hidden
cameras throughout the warehouse and over the card-swipe where
the night workers clocked on and off. The footage was damning.

“They had copied each other's swipe cards so that each one had
five cards in their wallet,” Mallard recalls. “They would take tums
wiorking the nightshift, meaning only one person would work and
swipe the other four people in while they were aslesp at home.”

Mallard, who looks for *uncommaon sensa” in a detective, claims
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his company gathers irrefutable evidence for his clients 98 per cent
of the time. An investigation without inteligence gathering, he
believes, is a wasted investigation. "We have to use pretext and
subterfuge,” Mallard says. “Bvery industry has its problem operators
but forfunately ours is well-regulated and pretty clean.”

Five years ago, psychiatric nurse Liz Hunter needed a new job
when an accident left her unable to stand for long perods. She chose
the male-dominated profession of private investigation and now
spends hours in the car following, for the most part, unfaithful men
around Sydney’s south-west, where she is based. Most of her chents
are female. The youngest was an 18-year-old unsure if har older
boyfriend was the right man to marry. Hunter proved he wasn't.

But if breaking had news is an unavoidable part of the process, a
nursing background is an asset. *| bring understanding and a good
ear to each case,” says Hunter, who is in her early 50s. “I'm happy to
listen to them divulge their woes, even if the story doesn’t change.”

That story usually begins with the client cbserving uncharacteristic
behaviour in her significant other, According to Hunter, the usual
teditale signs that a middle-aged man might be cheating are sudden
changes in grooming habits and buying expensive clothes.

Hunter receives nearly as many inguiries from men but, in har
experience, they tend to forsake the investigation at late notice. She's
had only one infidelity case she couldn’t prove. It was for a male client
and she spent months on it. "He was convinced his wife was having
an affair because she bought new undies,” she recalls. ¥l told him
wormen in their G0s like to feel sexy, too, but he wouldn't have any of
it in the end. | think he ended up hiring someone else to spy on her.”

Hunter describes the art of surveillance as “Oh, hurry up and wait.”
There are six-hour shifts behind the whesl, usually fixed in the same
position, made satisfying by clients’ emails and letters at the end of a
job. The latest note was from a woman in Sweden, who had hired
Hunter to check up on her daughter, a backpacker in Sydney and
whom she feared had fallen in with the wrong crowd. “So | followed
this girl for a week around town, down to the harbour, the cinema and
the pari,” Hunter says. “"These weren't the haunts of an unssttied
young woman. In fact, she was the opposite — quite loveh:”

Hunter doesn’t network with the Pl fraternity, instead she enlists
the help of her partner, Tory Gordge, an engineer, Often the pair will
qo to dinner with a camera hidden in a handbag. -







