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CHAPTER ONE 

 

The roar of the morning phlegm rumbling up the throat of the Badger matched that 

of the incoming tide lapping at the feet of the dead biker in the sand before him. 

Sergeant Brian Ulysses Badger spat into the salt water. It landed like a fishing lure, 

moving back and forth with the ripples. 

 ‘Ever seen a dead body before, young Wally?’ he said. 

 Trainee Constable Peter Wallace held onto his cap, fighting with the Port 

Phillip breeze as it tried to prise it from his policeman’s haircut. His first day on the 

job and the only body he’d ever seen was at an autopsy they made him watch during 

training. He looked down at the one near his spit-polished shoes and shook his 

head. 

 A big man. A biker with a beard and a bum-crack you could post a parcel 

down. On his knees, as if praying for mercy. But Bulldog, as he was known around 

the traps, had done all the praying he was ever going to do. In the back of his head 

was a small entry hole, probably a .38. Hands tied behind his back with a length of 

yellow twine. That plastic stuff that frays and becomes a real bitch to untie. 

 ‘See that patch on his back—Devil’s Eagles. One of the two dick-puller gangs 

we got here in the Kings.’ 

 ‘Do you, well, you know, do you get much trouble like this, Sergeant?’ 

Wallace couldn’t keep his eyes from the body. Crimson blood staining wet sand, 

mixing with foaming water. Some guy he’d never seen before, never met before, 

missing half his face. Wallace wanted to heave his guts. 

 ‘I’ve worked Kingston nearly all me working life, and I’ve lived here for the 

rest. We get our fair share of shit, but the Kings is generally a good joint. I remember 

when it was the last station on the train line. Everyone used to come here then. But 

now she only gets like that in the summer. Sure, people come by but they don’t 

stop. Any time when you’ve gotta put a jacket on and the only people you find on the 

beaches are the locals. Like the old duck who found our dead biker here.’ 

 Sitting on a group of cliff rocks that stuck out of the sand like a drowning 

man’s hand was Miss Inga Grieveson, Area 25 Neighbourhood Watch Coordinator. 

Chasing its tail near her ankles was her blue-ribbon Shih-tzu. It was the dog who 

had found the dead biker. Went for a sniff and pissed on his head. Inga had 

screamed, wanted to fall face-first into the sand, but managed to calm herself 

enough to do what five years of coordinating the neighbours had taught her, and 

rang the police. 

 Wallace felt like he’d swallowed a golf ball as he looked over. He’d been the 

one to answer that call. His hands had sweat, his mouth had dried. It wasn’t meant 

to be like that. Being a policeman was all he’d ever dreamed of. Ever since the first 
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time he’d had a polaroid taken of him astride the talking police bike at the 

showgrounds. He knew it wasn’t going to be easy but he never thought answering 

the phone would be so hard. When the sobbing woman had said she’d found a dead 

man he just didn’t know what to say. He clammed up. He felt about as useful as an 

iron in a nudist colony.  

 ‘So …What do we do now?’ He asked, trying to do—something. 

 Badger pulled a crumpled cigarette from his pocket and huddled over like a 

giant sloth as he tried to light it. ‘I reckon we get on the radio and call in the CI. 

Then they’ll call in the Homicide. Better get Chicken and Gus down here too, they 

can start a door knock or something. Here’s the keys to the car. And listen, while 

you’re up there, grab the roll of crime scene tape and start stringing it up. We don’t 

want no nosey parkers seeing what’s going on. Especially the reporters and looking 

at that chopper up there, I reckon it won’t be long before they’re here. You reckon 

you can manage all that, young Wally?’ 

 Wallace kind of nodded. ‘And the lady?’ 

 It was Badger’s turn to look over. She may have been the holder of a Seniors 

Card but that was in age only. At least 60 years of walking along the beach had 

done that. 

 ‘Don’t worry about her. I’ll look after the old duck,’ said Badger who had 

never felt the sand between his toes. 

 

The Racecourse Estate was so named after the track that used to have Cup hopefuls 

galloping around. It now housed those that bet on the hopefuls. One who was more 

successful than most of his neighbours was Angelo Ferrari.  

 Two plaster lions stood guard out the front of Ferrari’s double storey in 

Levanto Street. The driveway was reserved for the V8 Holden Commodore belonging 

to his son, in the garage were Ferrari’s black BMW and the Magna belonging to his 

wife. Next door they only had one lion, two doors down on the opposite side there 

were two BMWs, next to him were a set of white Syzygy pillars. The area reeked of 

money and Mediterraneans. 

 Angelo Ferrari was about to start on his third soldier of toast and marmalade 

when the phone rang. He reached out and hit the answer button, putting an end to 

the pips screaming from the cordless extension beside his straight black and 

morning’s paper. ‘Angelo,’ he answered. Smooth, cool. Polite. 

 The look on his tanned, seemingly crafted face was one of concentration. His 

wife leant over the breakfast bar in her silk bed clothes and pulled back when she 

saw her husband wave her away. A wave like that was a sign of business. She and 

Angelo’s business did not go together. That wave, those curled eyebrows of 
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concentration—something was happening. Something she didn’t want or need to 

know about. 

 Less than thirty seconds later and Angelo joined her in the kitchen. He took 

his wife in his arms and gave her a gentle kiss on the mouth. ‘How’s about we all 

head into Lygon Street for dinner tonight? I think it is time Angelo Ferrari treated 

his family to something special.’ 

 Luciana Ferrari looked around. Her husband couldn’t treat his family to too 

much more. The business call must have been good business. But that, was none of 

her business. 

 

It was a fucking Monday, time for Fat Henry to crawl from the fart sack and get to 

the tyre joint before anyone else. It was his job to open up and do the rest of the shit 

that went with it. Like filling the urn, feeding the dogs, and more importantly, 

getting the doughnuts and paper for breakfast. He gave his ridgeback a kiss on the 

lips, kind of mumbled a goodbye to his ol’ lady, put on his leather jacket, sat astride 

his Harley and kicked her growling motor over. 

 He was doing good time until forced to take a few side streets, avoiding the 

traffic at some accident, and the cops that came with it. It wasn’t the traffic that 

gave him the shits, being on a bike he could avoid most of that, it was the cops. He 

had a few outstanding warrants and had Jack’s of knowing if his period of 

disqualification was up or not. But he got through, riding right up to the eight foot 

cyclone fence outside Mac’s Tyres. Without cutting the motor he unlocked the 

double padlocks. The two rotty guard dogs wagged their stumps, barking, froth 

dribbling from their blackened lips. They were happy to see Fat Henry. He brought 

food. Reward for keeping an eye on the tyre place that specialised in cheap retreads 

and doubled as the meeting place for the southern chapter of the Devil’s Eagles. 

 The Devil’s Eagles weren’t anything special as far as biker gangs went, but 

just the same, they were still a biker gang. They had their entrance rituals, parties, 

ol’ ladies, dogs and Harleys. They also did their fair share of law breaking (the last 

being a coup when three of them managed to rip off a semi’s worth of Bob Jane’s 

latest radials). And with that came trouble with the cops, and every now and again 

trouble with the other biker gang that chose to meet in Kingston: the Diabloes. 

 Fat Henry unlocked the office, pulled up the B&D roller to the tyre garage, 

checked that the steel door to the club rooms was intact, and flicked on the urn. In 

the opposite corner was a yellowed Kelvinator, and from behind the two slabs of Vic 

Bitter he removed a bucket of dog meat. The dogs sat, patiently, dog spit splashing 

near their front paws. They knew what was coming. And as soon as meat hit bowl, 

they ripped at it with gnarling teeth. It was then that Fat Henry could sit down to 
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his white with three, get stuck into a pineapple doughnut, and turn straight to 

Robotman in the Herald Sun funnies. 

 He was just brushing the loose crumbs from his greying black, biker beard 

when he saw, or heard to be more exact, Tigger ride into the yard. Tigger was the 

best wheel balancer Fat Henry had ever met. He was also the shortest, being just on 

five foot two, roughly the size of Fat Henry’s girth. Fat Henry lifted himself from the 

vinyl kitchen chair, Tigger was early, he’d have to share the doughnuts now. ‘What’s 

up, bro?’ he asked. 

 Tigger removed his black, faceless helmet and switched off his Harley. ‘You 

heard the news?’ 

 Fat Henry hadn’t heard the news. Fat Henry only listened to blues music.  

 Tigger continued, ‘A body’s been found down the beach.’ 

 ‘Yeah, so what?’ 

 Tigger pulled at his beard, which was pretty much the same as Fat Henry’s 

less the grey, ‘My ol’ lady said they showed an aerial shot on the morning show and 

she swore black and blue that what she saw was a Devil’s Eagles jacket.’ 

 It was something of a small miracle, but for that fleeting of moments, Fat 

Henry’s mind strayed from the doughnuts.  


