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CHAPTER SIX 

 

Heather Martin put the cup to her lips. Not her usual peppermint and not as hot as 

she liked the things in her life, but it would do. Like the rest of Melbourne’s crime 

reporters she was on the job at the Coroner’s Court, waiting for Bulldog Bob’s brain, 

liver and lungs to be carved, weighed and replaced with last Saturday’s copy of The 

Age. But unlike the others, she wasn’t waiting out the front. 

 She had the curves and she knew how to get someone to take the correct 

corner line. It was that career moving technique that had seen her rapidly move 

from country news bulletins to the city. And now she was there she was never going 

back. She knew she’d always have to play it hard, fast and ruthless. She had to be 

one step ahead of the rest. And at the same time, please those that needed the 

pleasing. Tony Pedigrew was one of those. 

 The Speak the Truth frontman was a tabloid reporter from way back who 

wouldn’t take no for an answer. He was pushy, compulsive, and actually believed 

that what he had to say influenced the way the State was run. He had connections 

with the newspapers. He was influential. And it wasn’t just his ego. Every night he 

closed with the words: “And these are the stories that Melbourne wants to know, but 

is too afraid to tell you.” A Mrs Palmer’s worth of his peers thought he was actually 

onto something. The rest reckoned he was just on some great unethical ego trip. If 

the police, victims, or even the crooks wouldn’t give him a story, then their next of 

kin would. He’d been warned off numerous times for unethical reporting. Most 

police and Government officials wouldn’t give him or any of the journalists who 

reported for his show the time of day but there were always the exceptions.  

 Heather Martin prided herself on being one who could exploit the exceptions. 

It wasn’t for any great admiration she had for Pedigrew but if she could keep getting 

the lead-in exclusive, then one day she’d be the one saying, “Good evening, 

Melbourne.” 

 Stephen Wright, coroner’s clerk, was one of her regular exceptions. He was a 

sucker for a pretty face and just being in the same room as Heather Martin made 

the hair stand on the back of his neck. ‘So, Ms Martin, you really think there’s a 

story in this bikie murder?’ 

 The brunette with the glossy lips and solarium tan put a painted nail to the 

corner of her eye. She had small crows feet which disappeared with a helping dab of 

cream and powder before standing anywhere near a TV camera. She stubbed out a 

lip-stick stained Dunhill into the ash tray. ‘What did the Homicide detectives say 

when they brought him in?’ 

 ‘Nothing much. It was just pretty much what you’d said on your show last 

night.’ 
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 She liked that — her show. But she knew it was Pedigrew who the blue rinse 

set voted for at Logies time. Heather Martin peered directly into Wright’s eyes. It was 

she who made Pedigrew look good, and people like Stephen Wright made her look 

good. ‘So, Stephen, there’s no story in a murdered bikie? Do you know that rebel 

motor cycle gangs are one of the primary movers of illegal drugs in Australia?’ 

 Wright didn’t know where he should look. He settled on the table, the only 

thing without a soft curve. ‘He … he had his hands tied behind his back and, umm, 

they, they reckon he’d been shot with a small calibre hand gun, something like a 

.38.’ 

 ‘The same kind of revolver the police use. Although, you’d know that, 

Stephen. How many police shootings has Mr Marshall inquired into over the last 

year and a half; eight, isn’t it?’ 

 Wright nodded. 

 ‘What time is the autopsy this morning? I’m sure they’ll have something to 

say then.’ 

 Wright was feeling uneasy. He was a man caught in the adage that said a 

stiff dick had no conscience. Confidential information was that for a purpose. 

Reporters had no purpose, but Ms Martin … ‘Suppose to be just after nine, but, 

umm, the detective from Kingston rang up, and, umm, he’s running late.’ 

 Heather Martin looked at her watch. ‘Can you get out for lunch?’ 

 ‘What did you, umm, have in mind?’ 

 She slid a hand across the desk like an anaconda through the grass, 

stopping when her fingers met the back of his hand. ‘Well, I was planning to maybe 

get a bowl of pasta at the Cafe de Mode, and, you know how I hate to eat alone.’ 

 Wright gave a nervous smile. He took her hand in his. His mouth was dry, 

but he could still smile. ‘I’m sure I’ll be able to get away,’ he said, quavering like a 

saxophone with a dodgy reed. 

 Heather Martin flashed her lashes. ‘Thanks for the tea. I’ll give you a ring 

after, about one, okay?’ It better be worth it she thought because that cup of tea was 

like warm cat’s piss, anything lower and she might as well be standing on a St Kilda 

corner, hocking her arse for a headline. 

 

Peter Wallace sat in the watch-house staring at Twang. She didn’t look much like a 

lesbian to him. But then he didn’t know what one would look like anyway. He didn’t 

think he’d ever met one before. She wouldn’t really give him a tweak, would she? 

He’d never had a female of any sort test her golfing grip on his shaft. Something that 

belied his young, good looks. There’d really only been one girl he’d ever shown some 

interest in. She was a policewoman, two squads ahead of him at the Academy. He 

moved behind Twang, making sure he was out of reach, and ran his finger down the 
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A-3 roster hanging on the wall. ‘This Constable Briggs, is that Jodie Briggs?’ he 

asked. 

 ‘She’s a nice girl. You know her?’ Twang kept her hands on the desk. She’d 

never tweaked a man in her life, she was 32 and wasn’t going to start now. 

 ‘I knew her at the Academy. We had a few beers at the pub.’ Wallace moved 

away, put his hands in his pockets and paced, looking at the forms in the cabinet, 

up at the cell cameras, out the window to the courtyard. 

 ‘Lucky you. And talking about drinking, you get home alright last night?’ 

 He could see the convict era lock on the empty cells. He should have at least 

said goodbye. 

 ‘You were lucky you took off when you did. It got pretty nasty. Strongy was 

bragging about how many women he’d slept with, and I reckon all he’s ever done is 

wanked, and bloody Fats wanted to drink and drink. He’s a real prick when he gets 

like that, especially when he doesn’t have to get here at seven like me.’ 

 ‘Who else stayed?’ asked Wallace, turning from the window. 

 Twang was about to answer when the phone rang. She watched it for a little 

while, then looked at Wallace watching her watch the phone. ‘You’re a policeman 

now, you can answer it.’ 

 He wiped the palm of his hand against his blue pants and picked it up. Out 

of the corner of his eye he caught Twang watching like a mother hen. He was going 

to do it right. She didn’t need to watch. Just so long as it wasn’t like the last call he 

answered. 

 He put his hand over the mouthpiece and whispered back to her, ‘It’s Senior 

Constable Pullett…’ 

 ‘What the fuck does Chicken want?’ She was brash. Not like a lady at all. 

More like the policemen Wallace had met so far, except those at the showgrounds. 

 ‘He’s ringing up from the pub. Says his wife has changed the locks — ’ 

 Twang snatched the phone and started talking. She changed. Sounding like 

Wallace’s favourite aunty the day after his father had been killed in a car accident. 

He was only nine at the time, but it was a day, and a voice, he’d never forget. 

 

Wallace thought Peace Piper might have asked if he’d wanted to go with him to find 

Chicken but when he told him to stay in the station with Twang he wasn’t too 

disappointed. He wouldn’t have known what to say, what to do, or even where to 

look. 

 Peace had a pretty good idea. He grabbed the police car and his blue 

cardigan but left his equipment belt behind. It wasn’t needed on this particular job. 

He put the cardigan over his uniform and found Chicken where he’d expected, 

sitting at a round table in the back bar of the Marine Hotel in Seaford. That was the 
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place where a few of the police from Frankston and surrounding areas went for a 

drink after knocking off the night shift at seven.  

 No-one disliked Chicken, apart from his wife. And that was only because 

when it came to drinking, he never knew when to stop. His dark, curly hair was 

ruffled, his thin face was paler than usual, and he looked like he’d slept 

uncomfortably in his clothes. In front of him was a full ashtray and a half drunk pot 

of beer. Peace acknowledged the two police from Frankston sitting with Chicken. 

They said g’day back and shifted to another table. It might have been a police thing 

about to go down, but it was a Kingston thing. 

 Peace sat opposite Chicken. 

 ‘So, you want a drink Peace?’ 

 ‘Have you slept at all?’ 

 ‘She’s thrown me out, Peace.’ 

 Peace watched as the 35 year old senior constable in front of him choked 

back a tear. He reached across the beer coasters and rested an arm on Chicken who 

pulled away and lit a cigarette. Chicken’s hands were shaking. The flame of his Bic 

flicking up and down like he was on a rough train ride. He sucked in the smoke. 

Wiped at his eye. He was on more than a rough train. 

 ‘How about we go and get some breakfast. I’m sure we can sort things out 

with Louise later.’ 

 ‘Fuck her, Peace.’ He was looking at his sergeant. Glaring. His eyes were red. 

‘I got home last night and she’d changed the locks. All my stuff was on the front 

porch. I had to sleep there, Peace. Curled up like a fucking dog on my own front 

door. My kids are still in there, Peace. I do care about ’em, I do…’ 

 Chicken couldn’t stop the tears anymore. Peace got up, putting an arm 

around him. He could see the dried blood and peeled skin on Chicken’s knuckles. 

‘C’mon, mate,’ he said, ‘the drunks’ll be coming in for a breakfast pot soon.’ 

 ‘They’re my kids, Peace. I love ’em…Fucking bitch!’  

 Chicken shrugged the arm from him, pushed himself away from the round 

table and threw the now empty pot. It smashed against the brick bar. The two police 

from Frankston stood and made a move towards Chicken and Peace. More than just 

a Kingston thing now. 

 Peace managed to get Chicken back in his firm grip and put a hand out, a 

sign that he was okay. The same signal went out to the barman. The Frankston 

police got the message and sidestepped towards the barman. They knew what the 

trouble was. Chicken had told them when he turned up at 7.30. They told the 

barman, they said that Chicken had just had enough. He agreed. 
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 Peace eyed Chicken. His grip on his arm was tight. He spoke softly, but 

firmly, ‘Look Chicken, I understand how pissed off you are, but, mate, not here. 

Okay?’ 

 ‘What am I going to do, Peace. What the fuck … I’m sorry.’ 

 Peace watched his tears. Felt his body go limp. ‘I’ll look after you, Chicken. 

Trust me on that.’ 

 Chicken wiped the tears from his face and walked out with his sergeant. 

Peace took his car keys, removed the suitcases from the boot of the Datsun and 

locked it up. Someone would get it later. He’d make sure of that. He’d make sure 

nothing else happened to Chicken Pullett that day. Or at least he’d try his best. He 

was just glad that for everyone’s sake, he was the morning shift sergeant and not 

Brian Badger. 

 

Badger was glad he wasn’t working either. He enjoyed the late nights but not the 

next mornings. It could have been easy to say no, but there were free drinks 

involved and anyway, “H” was “H”. He was hard to say no to. Badger liked him, had 

done for over thirty years now. Badger just wasn’t as young as he used to be and the 

best way to get himself going on those mornings was to work amongst the 

vegetables. 

 He lived within walking distance of the police station, shops and both hotels; 

and he frequented them all. Sharing his three bedroom house behind a white picket 

fence in one of Kingston’s more quieter streets was a wife, cat, and four garden 

gnomes. In a large corner of the backyard, beside the fence with the loose, grey 

palings and as far away from the plaster gnomes as possible, Brian Badger had his 

vegetable patch. He spent a lot of time in the vegetable patch. He enjoyed a potter 

more than anything, except maybe beer and cigarettes.  

 It was just after ten and he hadn’t had a beer yet, but he had had five 

cigarettes since waking. His sixth was hanging from his lips as he bent to look at the 

stakes for his tomatoes. Melbourne Cup weekend and he’d have to tie the stems to 

the wooden poles, which reminded him, he needed some more twine. He liked his 

tomatoes — sauce, soup, and salad. Well, maybe only salad if there was a large 

rump next to it and a beer in his hand. 

 He rubbed his plump, rough fingers against the smooth skin of a pumpkin. 

The cigarette smoke wisped past his eye, causing him to blink. He felt like a juicy 

piece of T-bone for dinner instead of rump. 

 

While Badger was returning to his house with a thick T-bone and half a dozen 

bottles of Vic Bitter, Heather Martin was thinking of whether to order the tagliatelle 

or linguini. 
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 It was five past one. Wright was late. But Heather Martin trusted he’d be 

there. 

 A quarter past and Martin ordered the Scotchman’s Hill Pinot Noir and 

tagliatelle with creamy liver sauce. She wasn’t worried, just hungry. 

 At half past she had another glass of red. 

 At 1.32, Wright walked into the Cafe de Mode. Rushed. Like he knew he was 

late but like it hadn’t been his fault. Heather Martin found time to smile. It was 

important she could smile as she twirled the pasta onto her fork and motioned for 

Wright to sit down. 

 ‘Sorry I’m late,’ he said. 

 ‘I think the kitchen is still open, if you’d like…’ 

 Wright spoke. ‘No, it’s okay. I can’t get away for as long as we’d planned. 

Maybe another time. Dinner perhaps? But I could find time to, umm, share a glass 

of wine.’ 

 He reached for the bottle. Martin intercepted the move. ‘Things like this don’t 

come for nothing, Stephen.’ 

 ‘Do you, umm, do you want an exclusive?’ 

 She poured him a glass. ‘I hope it’s good.’ 


