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CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

‘Good evening Melbourne, I hope you’re feeling safe in your homes; and I hope you 

know where your children are. As Heather Martin reported last night, a member of 

the outlaw motor cycle gang, the Devil’s Eagles, was found brutally murdered 

yesterday morning. Executed. In cold blood. His hands, tied behind his back, made 

to kneel in the sand, as someone fired a single bullet from a .38 revolver into the 

back of Robert Charles Gordon Barbey’s skull. A .38 revolver, Melbourne. The same 

kind of firearm that police have used to kill eight people with over the past eighteen 

months. The same .38 revolver that went missing from the Bayside Police Station 

five weeks ago.  

 ‘Victoria Police, who are keeping our streets safe?’ 

 A piece of lamb cutlet got stuck in the back of Peter Wallace’s throat, with a 

whack, fifteen year old Ange Wallace nudged it loose. ‘Yeah, Pete, who are keeping 

our streets safe?’ 

 ‘Shutup, you don't know anything,’ he said. 

 ‘Bayside, that’s near where you work isn’t it, Peter?’ asked his mother. 

 ‘Yeah, it’s the next station towards Frankston. We look after it on night shift.’ 

 ‘What happened with the gun that went missing?’ 

 ‘I dunno. I haven’t heard anything about that.’ 

 ‘You caught any bank robbers yet, then?’ asked ten year old Megan Wallace. 

 ‘I was at that murder yesterday, and I met that reporter, Heather whatever.’ 

Even though he couldn’t remember her name, he still sounded impressive, 

important almost. But deep down he wanted to change the subject. He hadn’t done 

anything. Sure, he’d seen a dead body on the beach but that was about it. Today, 

his most important job was getting the lunch orders. They never told him what had 

happened to Chicken. It was a needs-to-know and Twang said he didn’t need-to-

know.  All he managed to overhear was that Sergeant Piper had taken him 

somewhere and that his wife had kicked him out and changed the locks. He’d spent 

sixteen hours as a real policeman and maybe hadn’t done much, but he’d sure 

learnt a hell of a lot. Just they were things he could never tell his family. 

 He put the last of the crumbed meat into his mouth and chewed, slower than 

before, making sure he’d get the recommended 22 bites per mouthful. 

 

Assistant Commissioner Robin Goodfellow, Internal Investigations Department, had 

an urgent call from the Chief Commissioner. Half an hour later and he was meeting 

with Superintendent Peter Rich, Internal Security Unit. 

 ‘You see what that trouble maker Pedigrew had to say on his show tonight?’ 
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 Rich had made it his career to be a policeman catching policemen. Most 

could never stomach that kind of work and only went to IID because it was an easy 

path to promotion. He would have gone there anyway.  

 He couldn’t stomach corrupt police. In his opinion, police were there to do a 

service to the community, and without fear or favour. It was the favour that had 

always got stuck in his throat like a cat’s fur ball. From his early days he’d seen 

police go to shop burglaries and fill their pockets with more cigarettes and 

chocolates than the burglars had. That wasn’t the only thing he despised. He would 

never forget the day his partner argued with the half an hour widower over which 

funeral service she should use for her deceased loved one. His partner was trying to 

recommend the undertakers who would drop off a slab of beer after dropping the 

casket into the six foot of soil. That night, Constable Peter Rich had spent more 

hours with his head down the toilet bowl than on his pillow. From that day on he 

made up his mind that the Victoria Police Force would be better off without people 

like that in its ranks. 

 ‘Yes, Sir, I saw it. In fact, Sir, I make it a habit to watch the show every 

evening. It may be a lot of dribble, but it is usually accurate dribble.’ 

 Assistant Commissioner Goodfellow was proud of his Superintendent. He 

wouldn’t top his dinner party list but he was loyal. Maybe too loyal. But that was 

just the kind of policeman the person in charge of Internal Investigations wanted to 

surround himself with. If Rich had a downpoint it would be his sometimes 

overzealous nature. Goodfellow had to pull the reins in several times, but that was 

only on the investigations he knew about. He was sure, but knew he’d never find 

out, that the Superintendent and his crew were working on a lot more than he was 

ever told. But, so long as things never rose up to bite him on the backside and when 

the bouquets were there to be enjoyed he was there to get the first smell, he didn’t 

mind. ‘Well, Peter, what do you think about this gun thing?’ 

 Rich leant back in his chair and folded his long arms across his thin frame. 

The fluorescent lighting reflected across his balding head. ‘Sir, we’ve been doing a 

little on that but I’m sorry to say, we haven’t been able to obtain anything 

conclusive.’ 

 ‘Well, Peter, I hope you do soon. Before the show was even over I had the 

Chief Commissioner on the phone. You know what he’s like with bad publicity.’ 

 ‘Would you like a briefing note on it, Sir?’ Rich volunteered before he was 

asked. It was something that Goodfellow had a reputation for — asking for 

everything in writing. It could have been because he was forgetful but no-one 

actually believed that, they reckoned he needed something tangible so if anything 

went wrong later he had someone else to blame. 
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 ‘Eight thirty in the morning, please. But first, could you just tell me what 

stage you are at?’ 

 Rich unfolded his arms, placing his hands on the edge of the desk, slowly 

tilting forward. Every action was deliberate, like his body was mechanical. ‘Sir, the 

particular firearm was reported missing by the Officer in Charge five weeks ago. He 

couldn’t say when it had gone missing. There had been no signs of a break-in and 

none of his members had reported losing or misplacing a firearm during their course 

of duty. My team have interviewed every member at Bayside and are yet to uncover 

anything.’ Rich scratched at his eye, as he continued speaking, ‘I am really at a loss 

to shed any more information on the incident, Sir. The firearm, itself, hadn’t been 

signed out for several days prior to its reported loss. But, you can rest assured, Sir, 

the file has not been put away.’ 

 Goodfellow knew that was the truth. He had no idea if the rest was or not. 

But, that wasn’t important. What was important though, was that just so long as he 

had something to tell the Chief Commissioner, and that something was also in 

writing.  

 

The Diabloes had no time for TV, they were too busy nailing chicken wire to the 

front porch of their Californian bungalow. Hedgeburner was pretty pissed about 

having his hair parted by a Clifton brick and the others were still simmering over the 

treatment they’d received in the car park of the Edgewater Hotel the week before. 

The chicken wire should stop any further bricks coming unexpectedly through the 

window. And next week, when Lizard could get his own bricks, he wouldn’t be 

wasting his time throwing them through the air but into building a six foot high 

front fence. 

 Mungo had one end of the roll of thin wire, holding it steady while Lizard 

banged it in with a hammer. Hedgeburner was patting the dogs, smoking, and 

drinking from a bottle of Jim Beam. ‘You really expectin’ more trouble, Lizard?’ he 

said. 

 Lizard had trouble speaking through his missing front tooth and the incisor 

next to it but he could still get the words out. It didn’t matter if there was going to be 

any trouble or not. The Diabloes hadn’t started anything, but they were sure as hell 

going to finish it. ‘Those Eagles,’ he said like he’d just spat out the dentist’s 

cottonwool, ‘think they’re pretty damn good, but they ain’t as good as the Diabloes.’ 

 ‘Why the chicken wire, then?’ asked Hedgeburner. 

 ‘That was an Eagle’s brick last night. I don’t know what their problem is, but 

I’m not going to let them get at the Diabloes. We are gonna stay one step ahead of 

them mothers.’ 
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 Hedgeburner belched, sounding like a T-Rex from a Spielberg film. ‘You think 

they are gonna come back for more?’ 

 Mungo thought Hedgeburner was a few geese short of a gaggle, and he 

wasn’t that far from the truth. He also reckoned he spoke too much, and should be 

the one up there holding the chicken wire. But for some reason Lizard had this thing 

for Hedgeburner — he was big, could fight and would do anything you asked him to. 

But he also couldn’t be trusted to hold a roll of chicken wire straight. ‘Geezus, 

Hedgey,’ said Mungo, ‘do you ever shutup. Can’t you see we’re bloody well busy.’ 

 ‘I just wanna know, ’cause, if they’re coming back, then I’m gonna make sure 

that sawn-off is always loaded. I’m also gonna keep me .22 automatic in me jacket.’ 

From the inside pocket of his leather jacket he removed a small automatic pistol. 

The setting sun caught its edges as he waved it, desperately wanting to let off a few 

zingers. 

 ‘Put that bloody thing away,’ said Mungo. 

 ‘Yeah, well, I just reckon it’d be worth wasting a few Devil’s Eagles, ’specially 

what they did the other week, and then last night. That brick coulda killed me.’  

 He put the pistol away like a kid packing up the Christmas toys. At the same 

time Lizard banged his thumb with the hammer and five more Diabloes rode up the 

drive on their grunting Harleys. 


