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CHAPTER EIGHT 

 

Tuesday nights on the eleven to seven night shift could never be considered busy. 

But at Kingston, even the summer months were relatively quiet. They were good 

nights for slow cruising the factories, catching a quick forty winks, and dreaming of 

the things that would make life comfortable. 

 ‘You see yesterday’s Gazette, Jodie,’ said Senior Constable Michael “Spud” 

Murphy, the night shift van driver. ‘Cann River was in there. You know, I’d love to 

work in the country.’ 

 Jodie had seen Cann River on the list of vacancies but took no notice of it — 

one, because she couldn’t apply, and two, because she had no idea where it was. 

But there was something that she did know — she and just about everyone else was 

sick and tired of hearing Spud moaning about working in the city and just wanting a 

transfer to the country. She didn’t have to say anything when he mentioned the 

vacancy but that didn’t stop him from continuing to tell her all about Cann River 

and how he’d love to get up there — breath the air, throw a line in the river, get out 

on a horse, thrash around the tracks in the department’s four wheel drive, and all 

the while he would be getting paid for it. She said nothing, flashing the hand-held 

spotlight over the factory walls. 

 ‘I just love the country, Jodie. You know, there’s nothing that would give you 

the shits up there.’ 

 She rolled her eyes. Spud couldn’t see, it was dark inside the van and the 

outside street lighting was only a fraction better than candle power. Jodie hadn’t 

reached the stage where she wanted to retire to doing nothing. It was two in the 

morning and she knew that if they didn’t spot a car worth pulling over or get a job 

real soon then Spud would park the van behind some dark factory to rest his weary 

eyes before they returned to the station about three for a bite to eat. It really pissed 

her off that some of the police enjoyed driving out of the public’s eye to get some 

shut eye. It was something she could never do, she’d just sit back, listen to her 

partner snore, and wonder what the fuck they were dreaming of, all the time hoping 

it wasn’t about her. She’d had enough of that with Sergeant Badger. 

 Travelling at less than ten “k” an hour down one of the many factory streets, 

Jodie flashed the spot light across the front of the Grey Nicholls cricket bat factory.  

 ‘You like cricket?’ said Spud. ‘Hope they’ve got a good club up at Cann River. 

I’m sure they would though. Most country joints have good sporting clubs. It’s what 

keeps most of them going.’ 

 She hated cricket. And she didn’t want to hear about it either. Not from Spud 

at least. What she did need was something to save her from the boredom which was 

starting to set in quicker than a slab of Grollo cement. Three blinks of an eye-lid and 
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her wish was granted — a green Holden Kingswood station wagon travelling down 

Governor Road. ‘How about that one?’ she recommended, rather loudly. ‘We haven’t 

checked a car yet.’ 

 Spud had seen it but hoped she hadn’t. What he really wanted to do at that 

time was to close his eyes and dream of playing cricket and riding horses and 

reeling in a trout. But he also knew that Jodie would never want to work with him 

again if he didn’t pull the car over. He liked working with Jodie, she was kind of cute 

in her own special way. And the one thing that Spud Murphy liked better than 

dreaming of the country was impressing policewomen. ‘Yeah, okay, it did look a bit 

of a shit box, didn’t it.’ 

 Jodie was silently thankful. She sat upright, wedging her clipboard between 

the seat and box of equipment kept for when they needed to do police work. Two 

months previous and she’d graduated dux of her squad. Policing wasn’t her first 

career choice and she’d only filled in the application form on impulse when an ex-

boyfriend said he was going to apply. He took off with Jodie’s best friend and never 

put a stamp on his envelope. But when Jodie got the call-up for an interview, she 

was determined. Jodie Briggs was not a loser. And once there, she loved it: the 

training, studying, physical work, and new friends. Peter Wallace had been of those 

new friends. “Where’s Wally” she used to call him. She knew he’d eventually 

graduate and do well but she never guessed he’d end up at Kingston. When she told 

him that’s where she was being posted, he’d shrugged his shoulders and said, 

“Where?”. She hoped to catch up with him soon. But right now, Jodie Briggs had 

police work to concentrate on.  

 The wagon was still going straight when the police van turned left a fair, but 

still close enough, way behind it. ‘Let’s just watch for a tic,’ said Spud. ‘See if he 

turns off at the roundabout ahead.’ 

 Jodie didn’t want to watch, she wanted to do something. 

 Then, she couldn’t help but to watch. Something thrown from the window of 

the station wagon. Flickering through the dark sky, over the cyclone fence and into 

Mac’s Tyres.  

 ‘What the …’ Spud couldn’t get the rest out. Too preoccupied watching the 

flickering smash against a brick wall, exploding into a ball of flame. 

 ‘Fuck!’ said Jodie. 

 Spud put his foot down when the wagon took off. It had about two hundred 

metres on the police van and accelerated away. Jodie went to call for assistance but 

was beaten to the radio by Spud. Police cars were mostly all automatic so he knew 

all he had to do was turn the wheel at the right time and alternate his foot between 

brake and accelerator. ‘Kingston 311…’ 
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 He didn’t quite know what to say. There was almost two kilometres of 

straight bitumen before they hit Springvale Road and police vans were not known 

for their standing starts. Without any acknowledgment, Jodie hit the blue lights and 

siren. At that, the wagon slowed for a moment before really hitting the speed with a 

fishtail. 

 ‘Kingston 311, you were calling?’ came the scratchy voice from the 

communications centre. 

 ‘Shit,’ said Spud. ‘Here, take this. Tell ’em we’re in pursuit.’ His voice was 

higher than normal and the adrenalin was starting to wake. 

 It was doing the same to Jodie. Her palms were sweaty as she took the radio 

mike and held it to her mouth. Slamming open the transmitter she spoke, quickly, 

highly, and very poorly. ‘Kingstonthreeelevenwe’reinpursuit.’ 

 The communications centre operator knew something was amiss. Police only 

sounded like that when the adrenalin was rushing. He was calmer but still not quite 

as sedate as before. ‘Kingston 311, can you slow down and go ahead with the 

location.’ 

 Jodie tried listening through the wailing woop-woop of the siren. She turned 

the radio up to its maximum. Took a deep breath and forced herself to do as she 

was told. Her heartbeat didn’t want her to though, and however much she tried, she 

still sounded like a mouse on ecstasy. ‘Kingston 311, east along Governor Road, 

towards Springvale Road.’ 

 ‘Speed? And what are you chasing?’ 

 Spud was staring out the windscreen, the flashing blue lights reflecting off 

the bonnet. If it was any later in the morning, the fog would have been coming down 

and they wouldn’t have been able to see the bonnet, let alone the reflecting lights. 

He kind of screamed out an answer, eyes never leaving the car in front. ‘It’s a shitty 

green Kingswood wagon.’ He glanced at the speedo and nearly scared himself. ‘One-

eighty.’ That was the fastest he’d ever gotten the van to go. 

 Jodie pressed the button and relayed the message. Her hands sweat more 

when she looked at the speedo and saw that Spud wasn’t lying about how fast they 

were going. She just hoped he’d remember to slow when they reached the lights at 

Springvale Road. She hoped that so, so bad. 

 The Kingswood hit the brakes for a moment and went straight ahead, 

through the amber. The police van would reach the lights when they were red. There 

usually wasn’t much traffic along Springvale Road that time of morning. There 

really, really wasn’t, Jodie thought to herself as Spud eased off, then screamed 

through at about 140. 

 ‘He’s crashed the lights at Springvale Road, still heading east.’ Jodie was 

puffing. She didn’t want to die. ‘Why don’t we just let him go,’ she said to Spud. 
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 ‘Fuck him,’ said Spud between gritted teeth. ‘We’re safe, I won’t do anything 

stupid.’ 

 Crashing a red light at 140 isn’t stupid! Jodie put the mike back to her 

mouth and relayed the directions and speed through. Other police units from 

Dandenong, Springvale and Frankston, coming up to offer assistance. The car from 

Cranbourne said they could even start heading that way. 

 The police van was just turning right, into Chapel Road and the farming lots 

of what they called the back-blocks, when Metho and Dave Gully hit the road. 

Sergeant Geoff Methorst was the Kingston night shift sergeant and Constable Dave 

Gully was his driver. They’d been happily inside catching up on a bit of paperwork 

and watching some late night film with the watch-house keeper, Constable Andy 

Carter, when they heard the chase on the station receiver.  

 Dave Gully had been the driver for the first three hours of the shift and 

would have been for the remaining five except for the chase. There was no way 

Metho was going to let some twenty year old kid drive him around at 160 kilometres 

an hour. They sped down Governor Road, lights and siren screaming through the 

night air. They sped past Mac’s Tyres, the fire almost out, they didn’t notice. And 

they never saw the three Devil’s Eagles — one with a fire hose, one with a can of Vic 

Bitter, and the other with a pump action shot gun. 

 Metho and Dave Gully heard the squealing messages blurting across the 

radio. Kingston 311 were almost at the intersection with Perry Road. The Kingswood 

had turned left, doubling back. Metho planted the foot, they should be able to get to 

the roundabout with Hutton Road before the Kingswood. He knew he could milk the 

throttle for a little bit more. His right foot was pressing hard against the rubber 

surfaced pedal. Concentrating too much to hear Jodie squeal they were in Perry 

Road, heading towards Hutton Road. Metho saw the Kingswood swerve through the 

roundabout. But he sure as hell never saw the police van approaching from his 

right. 

 ‘Fuuuuuuuck!’ screamed Spud as he sure as hell saw the police sedan pull 

out in front of him. He slammed on the brakes, the rear end screeching sideways. 

Jodie held on, her knuckles digging deep into the soft dash. They were starting to go 

sideways. She didn’t want to die. She didn’t want to … 

 The rear wheels hit the kerb, flipping the van onto its side, roof, side, wheels, 

side, roof, side. 

 Metho slowed. The Kingswood was out of sight. He didn’t care. He’d nearly 

killed himself, his partner, and he hoped to Christ he hadn’t killed two of his night 

shift crew. 

 He was starting to shake all over as he stopped the police car, blue lights still 

going, siren still woop-wooping. Dave Gully got out first. Metho couldn’t stop 
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shaking, his hands still gripped the steering wheel. He prised one away and reached 

across to turn the siren off. His adam’s apple felt like it was growing, blocking off his 

breathing. Dave came running back, ‘Call an ambulance, Metho, and fucking quick.’ 

 Metho watched as Dave Gully ran back to the police van, looking like it’d just 

been spat out of a front loading Fisher and Paykel. He turned the ignition off. It was 

cold and quiet outside. He could hear the ticking of the engine as it cooled; the 

groans coming from the police van. There was glass scattered on the roadway, and 

pieces of blue and red reflector. 

 He picked the mike up and pressed the transmitter. His voice was jumpy, 

like an old 78 with a scratch running through the opening tracks. ‘Kings — Kingston 

250.’ 

 The operator came back, he hadn’t heard anything about the chase for the 

last minute. ‘Go ahead 250.’ 

 ‘Kingston 250…Kingston 250 we need an ambulance…urgent…’ 

 ‘What’s the problem 250?’ 

 ‘The van’s come to grief. Just get an ambulance. We’re, we’re at the corner of 

Perry and Hutton Roads.’ 

 ‘Roger that. What’s the situation with the offender and injuries?’ 

 Metho didn’t know what to say. He got out of the police car. He felt sick. He 

started towards the van, slow at first but then quickening his pace. The portable 

radio attached to his belt was crackling away. He wasn’t listening. Too many 

questions thought Metho. Too many questions. 

 He put a hand on Dave Gully’s shoulder and bent to look inside the van.  

 Sergeant Geoff Methorst, father of three, policeman for fourteen years, spun 

and heaved his guts all over the grassed edge of the roadway. 


