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CHAPTER TEN 

 

‘Catch Speak the Truth on the box tonight?’ asked Badger, lighting another cigarette 

as they cruised slowly through the shopping plaza. His mouth drying, knowing that 

it was almost closing time at the Edgewater. 

 Wallace watched the reflection of the police car in the windows as they drove 

past the Blue Moon Gymnasium. Strongy had said that was the place to cruise by of 

an evening, particularly on women’s aerobics night. But it was after eleven and the 

lithe bodies in their cling-on leotards had gone home for the night. The only cars 

belonged to the Safeway night packers, the stragglers at the Ling Wah Chinese 

Restaurant, and the Turks who always seemed to be drinking coffee, smoking 

cigarettes and playing dominoes or cards in the clubs that dotted the main road. 

 ‘He’s a bit of a dickhead that Goodfellow, ain’t he,’ continued Badger. ‘I don’t 

know how he ever got to be A.C.’ 

 That night on the TV was the first time Wallace had seen Goodfellow and he 

only knew who he was because knowing the members of Command was one of the 

important things he had to learn before graduating. And along with learning his 

name Wallace had also learnt that because Goodfellow was in charge of Internal 

Investigations he was about as popular as a fart in a sleeping bag. And like the other 

23 points of Neilsen TV ratings watchers, Wallace had seen Pedigrew treat 

Goodfellow like he was a skeleton in the Arizona desert, coming down to pick at the 

last of the meaty bits. ‘I suppose he didn’t come across real well.’ 

 ‘Fancy saying there could be a problem on the Peninsula. You seen any signs 

of trouble?’ said Badger. 

  

‘Kingston Police, Senior Constable Pullett,’ said Chicken as he answered the phone. 

If he had a choice, Chicken preferred working nights, but whatever shift he was on 

he never had much time for people with what he considered to be bullshit problems. 

 ‘Is that the police?’ 

 ‘That’s right, ma’am, what can I do for you?’ 

 ‘I don’t want to give my name or address but I do want to complain about the 

noise coming from next door.’ 

 ‘What’s the problem, ma’am?’ 

 ‘It sounds like they’re having a party. They’re nothing but trouble you know, 

those motor bike people. You know the ones, the ones in Parkers Road. But please, 

whatever you do, you won’t let them know it was me who called, will you?’ 

 ‘I’d never do that ma’am. But I do need your name and address, just for our 

records you know.’ 



CODE	  NINE	   2 

 

 	   	  

	  
Code	  Nine	  

©	  Jim	  Mulholland	  2011	   	  

 The phone went silent for the shortest of times before she came back, ‘No, 

no. I just can’t do that. But please, can you do something. The noise, it’s just 

terrible.’ 

 Chicken sighed as he started to scribble some details on a scrap of paper. 

‘Well, okay ma’am, we’re pretty busy at the moment but I’ll send a car around as 

soon as possible.’ 

 ‘Thankyou, thankyou officer.’ 

 ‘Now, you just go back to bed and shut your doors and windows and we’ll do 

our best. It’s just that we are busy at the moment, but we won’t ignore the problem. 

Thanks for letting us know.’ 

 She thanked him again and after hearing the clicking of the hang-up, 

Chicken looked at the scrap of paper with the jotted message: “Noisy Party, bikies 

house, Parkers Road”. He looked at his watch—12.29—looked at the message again, 

then screwed it into a ball, lobbing it into the bin with a yell of two points. ‘Fucking 

anonymous sooks,’ he said to no-one but himself. 

 If he’d waited thirty seconds, Craig Andrews, Jane Bruhn and some other 

guy he hadn’t seen before would have heard as they walked through the front door.  

‘Anyone still out the back?’ asked Andrews. 

 Chicken thought about standing but it was a waste of effort for a couple of 

detectives. He had more time for needle-point than he did for detectives; and his wife 

loved needle-point. But with anything, there were the exceptions. Jane was one who 

could put her shoes under his bed anytime she liked but Andrews was just a 

wanker who oozed Chapel Street and Fraud Squad. Money was something Chicken 

Pullett never had much of, and now that his wife had kicked him out, he reckoned 

he would have even less. People who flaunted their wealth gave him the shits, Craig 

Andrews was one of those and a detective to boot. ‘You bring anything to drink?’ he 

said. 

 ‘And hello to you too,’ replied Andrews. 

 ‘G’day Chicken, this is Senior Detective Marty Corcoran. He’s just transferred 

to the Kings from the Drug Squad. Started today,’ said Jane. Much more pleasant 

than her partner, even if she was affected by at least four glasses of probably a 

white. 

 Chicken gave him a nod.  

 ‘Corkers. G’day mate, sad to hear about the van crew last night.’ 

 ‘Yeah,’ said Chicken. He looked the new detective up-and-down. Corkers was 

about the same young age as Jane and Andrews—somewhere between 25 and 30—

but he was somehow more weather beaten. He looked like a detective who had 

gotten his hands dirty; and he wasn’t wearing some expensive tie with a bullshit 

cartoon character on it. 
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 ‘Come on, we’ll see if there’s anyone out the back,’ said Andrews as he led 

the way through the station to the Sweet Chariot.  

 ‘He looks like shit,’ said Corkers. 

 ‘His missus just gave him the arse,’ said Jane. 

 ‘That’s why you don't get married in this job,’ said Andrews. ‘Some women 

just love being with a copper, until they find out how fucking hard they have to 

work. Me, I’d much rather just meet ’em, fuck ’em, and forget ’em.’ 

 ‘You’re such a charmer,’ said Jane. Andrews wasn’t an unattractive person 

and he’d tried to share her doona on more than one occasion but she lived by the 

rule: “You don’t screw the crew.” And anyway, he was only the same rank as her, 

and where would that ever get her? If she was going to sleep with any other cops, 

she’d made her mind up that there had to be something in it for her rather than just 

being a sperm vessel. 

 ‘I’m married,’ said Corkers, ‘but not to a policewoman. I married a nurse. At 

least they understand the shift work and stuff. I’d never go out with a peewee, they 

know too much about coppers.’ 

 Just as they laughed Twang emerged from the toilets behind them and in an 

alcohol affected slur said, ‘I’d never go out with a fucking policeman. And especially 

a fucking detective. Except maybe you, Janey.’ 

 Jane Bruhn’s cheeks flashed like a set of railway boom-gate signals. In a 

couple of hours time with a few more drinks under the belt and when she’d be 

under that zebra doona all alone, her mind would wonder. Twang wasn’t the kind of 

woman you’d need a paper bag for and she did have lovely skin. But right now, Jane 

went just that little bit quicker to the bin of beer and ice beside Fats Griffen who 

was well ahead of his quota and if things kept going could probably afford to have a 

drink free week. 

 ‘Who’s this?’ asked Strongy who was still there, as were Fats, Twang and 

Peace. The others had gone home, sober, but with sufficient alcohol in their system 

to soften the feelings. 

 Corkers stuck his hand out and introduced himself. Fats didn’t shake, but 

instead gave him a can. ‘So, what made you come to the Kings from the Druggies?’ 

 Corkers tapped the lid of the can a few times then ripped the ring-pull. The 

can hissed as the foamy white head made a quick escape, ringing the top. Corkers 

put it to his mouth and sucked it away before the escaping liquid could run down 

the green walls. ‘I just wanted a change.’ 

 ‘Like everywhere, we’ve got a bit of a drug problem, but nothing out of hand,’ 

said Fats. 

 Corkers ears pricked. He knew more about Kingston’s drug trade than Fats 

ever would. Maybe one day that might change, but at the moment his knowledge 
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was to be shared between only a select few. And unfortunately, no-one sucking on 

cans out there in the Sweet Chariot was select enough—yet. 

 

Badger drove into the drive-thru of the Edgewater Hotel. Doors not quite locked yet, 

just waiting for the last of the punters to drown their one for the road. Two young 

girls, lucky to be sixteen, let alone the drinking age of eighteen, had just downed 

theirs and walked past the police car, if you could call it walking. Two steps forward, 

one step back, turn to the right, turn to the left, half an hour later and a chunder in 

the gutter was more exact. Wallace watched to see what his sergeant would do. 

 Badger opened the car door, big grin on his face. ‘Make sure you get home 

safely now,’ he said. His open jacket flapped across his gut like the loose fly on a boy 

scout’s tent. And his cap sat on his head like bird shit on a statue. The girls 

stopped, thought about it, put their hands to their mouths in shock, thought again, 

blushed a little, then let that second last one for the road take over. They both burst 

into laughter which slowed only when Wallace stepped from the passenger seat.  

 ‘Is that a baton in your pocket, Officer …’ started the taller. 

 ‘… or are you just glad to see me,’ finished the one who’d never had to bother 

with a training bra. 

 Wallace watched as they walked away, leaning on each other, singing, ‘Can 

you hear the drums, Fernando.’ 

 ‘Should we do—’  

 ‘Don’t worry about ’em. They’re only having a bit of fun. Why should we fuck 

their night. Although you, young Wally, I reckon they wanted to fuck the night away 

with you. Come on, I’ll introduce you to John the Turk, he runs this joint.’ 

 Before the white shirted barmaid wiping the suds from the wooden bar top 

had a chance to say anything, John Jraiw, or as he was more locally known, John 

the Turk, walked from his office. He didn’t know why he had the nickname because 

he wasn’t Turkish and the closest he’d ever been to the country was 30,000 feet in a 

Jumbo. But he didn’t mind, he did look kind of Middle Eastern and just so long as 

they drank his beer.  ‘Sergeant Badger,’ he said, ‘back on the nights?’ 

 ‘Didn’t plan it that way,’ said Badger. ‘Just that with the accident last night.’ 

 ‘Yeah, sorry about that. I hear it was a car chase, they caught the other 

people yet?’ 

 ‘Not yet, but we will.’ 

 ‘Probably bloody druggies. They cause all the trouble now.’ 

 ‘I won’t disagree with that,’ said Badger. ‘But what I will disagree with is that 

it’s a bit of a dry argument.’ 

 At that, John the Turk moved like someone had just replaced the Duracells 

in his back. He signalled to the girl wiping the bar who, even though she didn’t like 



CODE	  NINE	   5 

 

 	   	  

	  
Code	  Nine	  

©	  Jim	  Mulholland	  2011	   	  

doing it, removed three stubbies of Carlton Cold from the fridge, handed them over 

and watched her boss and the police secrete themselves into his office. 

 As soon as they were inside, and even before the door was shut, Badger 

tossed his cap aside and moved his movie theatre screen sized arse into the chair 

beside the desk cluttered with paperwork. Wallace preferred to stand beside the 

filing cabinet and poster of the 1966 St Kilda Premiership Team. John the Turk took 

one of the beers, twisted its top and took a small sip. The other two he left in front of 

Badger who grabbed them like a seagull going for a discarded chip, and handed one 

over to Wallace. 

 Wallace wasn’t quite sure what to do, he wasn’t even thirsty. ‘No, it’s okay,’ 

he said. 

 ‘Come on, it’ll do you good,’ said Badger, insisting that he take the beer. 

‘Look, I’ll even open it for you.’ And he did. 

 Wallace looked towards John the Turk who was taking another sip from his 

beer and sitting, rustling the paperwork on the desk. He returned the look. ‘New 

bloke, hey?’ said John the Turk. 

 ‘Yes, this here’s Constable Peter Wallace. Young Wally to his mates,’ said 

Badger who gulped from his stubby as Wallace finally took the one forced in his 

direction. 

 If it was possible, Wallace took a smaller sip than John the Turk. A tingling 

sensation went straight to his head and toes. He rested the beer on the filing cabinet 

and smiled as he was introduced. Then came the boring bit: listening to Badger talk 

about absolutely nothing in particular. This was not the kind of policing Wallace had 

waited all those years for. But he had no idea what he should be doing either. The 

only guidance he’d been given was to shutup and listen and learn. He was there to 

learn. He had no right to speak up. But from somewhere deep inside he had found 

his policeman’s voice the other morning. Chicken had let him use it, and Twang had 

encouraged him to answer the phone. They were letting him become one of them. 

Maybe it was because he’d stayed for those beers after his first shift. Maybe he had 

to play that sort of a game to be accepted. Surely everyone else did it too. One free 

beer wouldn’t really matter. He was with his sergeant after all. 

 He smiled and nodded every now and again. But he never spoke. And he 

managed to keep the stubby of beer away from his lips. He surely wouldn’t get 

rejected because he never drank it all. John the Turk wasn’t drinking his. 

 Sitting there, listening, saying nothing. Wallace switched off and began to 

remember his father’s birthday when he was about five. There was his father and 

mates standing around the barbecue, talking about football and some girl they kept 

calling Nancy from Nantuckett, while young Peter Wallace rolled a discarded beer 

stubby along the grass. He was bored, he wanted to play with his trucks but all he 
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had was an empty beer bottle. He rolled it, watching the undrunk beer inside curling 

around. He wanted to taste that beer but he wasn’t allowed. Beer drinking was only 

for men. 

 “So, your ol’ man reckons you want to be a copper, aye Petey?” 

 Young Peter looked up from the stubby, across to one of his father’s friends 

who had a large belly, just like his mother who said she was like that because she 

was going to have a baby. But men couldn’t have … 

 “He’ll be a pretty good one to. Won’t you, son.”  

 Peter grinned, then quickly shrank back with embarrassment. 

 “He’ll have to learn how to drink beer and not play with it then,” said the fat 

man. 

 Then Peter felt his father’s hand reach down to ruffle his fair hair. “My son’ll 

do okay. Don’t you worry about what they say, Petey, you’ll be the best policeman in 

the whole wide world.” 

 Wallace watched the beer in his stubby as he turned it in his hands. 

 ‘…and what about those bikies, you had any more trouble?’ asked Badger as 

Wallace remembered where he was and what he was doing. 

 ‘Nah, they’re not that bad. I’ve told them that I don’t want any more trouble 

and if I do, then I’ll bar them from the hotel.’ 

 ‘You know one of ’em had his head blown off the other day. Probably 

deserved it too.’ 

 John the Turk said nothing in reply. He looked at his watch. 

 ‘I don’t really like bikies much,’ said Badger. ‘They think they can just ponce 

around, like they own the place. They’re dirty, stinking aresholes. You shouldn’t let 

’em come here all day, John, they’re just going to take you for whatever they can.’ 

 An overhead fan was slowly doing the clockwise above and a radio was 

playing golden oldies quietly in the background. Wallace took another sip of his 

beer. He’d only had about an inch, compared to Badger who only had the suds at 

the bottom of the glass stubby left. 

 ‘By the way, John,’ said Badger as he stood, ‘they weren’t a couple of 

underage girls I saw leaving your place earlier?” 

 John the Turk knew where Badger was coming from. He had another 

mouthful before standing beside him, hesitantly putting a hand on his back. ‘You 

know what it’s like, Sergeant, you can’t tell how old they are nowadays. If I knew 

they were underage, I’d never let them in. You know that. I run a good place here, 

Sergeant.’  

 The worried licensee shot a look at Wallace like a dog about to steal from the 

garbage bin. Wallace didn’t see, he was staring at the turning fan, glad they were 

leaving. Just like he was going to do with his beer. 
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 ‘Well, just be a little careful. And remember what I said about them bikies,’ 

said Badger. 

 John the Turk forced a smile. He escorted the two police through the back 

door via the drive-thru to where their patrol car was parked. Walking by the beer 

fridge, he reached in and took out a six-pack of Carlton Colds. They were secreted 

into a brown paper bag and just as quickly secreted into Badger’s thick hands. 

There was a silent acknowledgment between the two, no way they were on a first 

date.  

 Wallace saw it but didn’t know whether to believe it. He knew he didn’t want 

to believe it. He got in the police car, wondering about the half drank beer he’d left 

on the filing cabinet. 

 Badger put the six-pack on the rear seat and again thanked John the Turk. 

Wallace wound down his window in time to hear him say something about how he 

agreed it was hard to tell the age of young girls but that a licensee needed to be 

careful because you never knew when the Licensing Inspector would raid the 

premises, checking IDs. 

 ‘Bit of breakfast,’ said Badger as they drove out of the bottle shop. ‘John the 

Turk knows how to treat the coppers. I told him when he first arrived that if he 

wanted us to do the right thing by him then he had to do the right thing by us. But I 

don’t know why the fuck he lets those bloody dick-puller bikies in the place. 

Remember what that prick Pedigrew said on the telly tonight, about how there was 

trouble brewing in Kingston between the coppers and the bikies? It’s all because of 

that fucking gun.’ 

 ‘How do you reckon someone got that gun?’ interrupted Wallace. 

 Badger pulled the car into a beach side car park, manoeuvred so they were 

facing the road and switched the engine off. He reached over and grabbed the six-

pack from the back seat. Breaking open the plastic wrapper he handed Wallace a 

stubby and took one for himself. The top was quickly unscrewed and the contents 

poured into his gullet. He wiped the froth from his top lip with the back of his sleeve 

and took another mouthful, then belched. ‘I dunno, you can never trust those pricks 

from Bayside. I reckon they’ll try and put the blame onto us, just because we have 

to check the station of a night shift. But they’ve all got keys. There’s probably heaps 

of unauthorised keys floating around. The toecutters interviewed me over it, but 

then, they interviewed everyone else too.  

 ‘Go on, have the beer. I won’t tell anyone. That’s the unwritten rule about 

policing, young Wally, never tell anyone anything, not even your wife or girlfriend. 

It’s the Brotherhood.’ 

 Wallace used his hanky to unscrew the lid and tossed it out the window, like 

his sergeant had done. He put the cold glass to his lips and felt the tingle run 
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through his body again. A few more mouthfuls and he’d probably have to go for a 

leak. At least there was a toilet in the car park where they’d stopped. He thought 

about what his sergeant had said but didn’t know whether he could live by that 

rule. Policing was all he’d ever wanted to do, but at the showgrounds he only ever 

saw what police were from the outside, now he was seeing from the inside. But, he’d 

give it a chance. The others like Twang and Sergeant Piper seemed okay. Wallace 

was determined to make good mates, and he wanted to be accepted by those mates. 

That’s what made him take another mouthful. 

 

After two more calls from the same lady as last time, and another three people in the 

street, Chicken decided that perhaps it was time to ring through the job about the 

noisy party. The others had just left the Sweet Chariot and apart from Peace Piper—

who was upstairs getting two coffees, one for himself and the other for Chicken who 

he reckoned needed it—he was alone with nothing but three empty cans of beer in 

the bin beside him and a hollow feeling inside his guts.  

 Strongy and Craig Andrews had said they were going off to King Street, 

Corkers had gone home to his wife, Jane had left alone, and Twang left with Fats to 

open a bottle of something or other she had stashed at home. Peace didn’t want to 

go just yet. The coffee was to keep Chicken awake and to remind him that he was a 

policeman. There was no fear of Chicken falling asleep. He hadn’t been able to do 

much of that since his wife had changed the locks. But he had drunk a fair bit, even 

contemplated going to the doctor to get some sleeping pills. But because he was 

staying in the small room out the back of Peace’s place, he had to keep himself 

together. He knew what it was like to open a door to find someone dead on the bed, 

spew crusting on their pillow and swollen lips; a bottle of pills on the dresser. That 

was something he couldn’t do to Peace or his wife and kids. 

 ‘Thanks, Peace,’ he said as he took the strong coffee. 

 ‘That’s alright, mate. Gotta look after your mates because no-one else will.’ 

 Chicken sipped, increasing the size of the sips as his mouth accustomed 

itself to something non-alcoholic. 

 

The call came across the police car radio and the noisy party was given to Kingston 

311—Andy Carter and Dave Gully. Badger heard the call and knowing that they 

were only a few minutes away decided that he and Wallace should back up. ‘Fucking 

bikies joint,’ he said. 

 Wallace watched as his sergeant tipped the remainder of his stubby down his 

throat, belched, then hurled the empty out the window with the other two he’d 

drank in the short time they’d been in the car park, talking about policing and 

looking after each other and other man-to-man crap like girlfriends and football. 
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Wallace was on his second, tried to quickly finish it but all he got was a nose full of 

froth and a river running down his face. ‘Shit!’ 

 ‘Ah, don’t worry about it,’ said Badger. ‘I used to do that too. Just get your 

mum to wash it out, but remember, hide it on the bottom of the washing basket so 

she won’t know you’ve been drinking. If you don’t want the rest, just turf it out the 

window.’ 

 Wallace was about to open the door to get rid of the stubby when Badger 

started the car and drove off. The door was half hanging and Wallace had to regain 

his balance before he joined the stubby on the gravelled ground. 

 ‘Sorry, mate. But I can’t let the van crew go to the bikies joint by themselves. 

Bloody Dave Gully’s liable to do anything. He’s a young terrier that one. Good 

copper, but he’s got a stupid head. He tried to take on half a dozen Maoris at the 

railway station one night, and if it weren’t for me and a few others, he would’ve got 

his head kicked in.’ 

 Wallace needed to pee, but he wasn’t going to say anything. But at the same 

time, the talk about the bikies on the TV, and Bulldog Bob, and the Badger’s going-

on about how much trouble they can be, well he couldn’t quite control what his 

insides were doing. Getting a grip on his pen was like trying to use chop-sticks for 

the first time. 

 ‘Don’t write nothing on the sheet yet,’ said Badger, referring to the running 

log they were required to keep. ‘We’ve got a bit of time to fill in, so we’ll do that over 

a cuppa later.’ 

 Wallace closed the running sheet. At the moment all it recorded was who was 

working the car, and that at 2300 hours they were on duty and had checked the 

vehicle and equipment. Everything was A/C—All Correct. Wallace had remembered 

from his first day not to write anything until he was told. An easy accomplishment 

that day when all they did was make sure the tide didn’t come and take Bulldog Bob 

out to sea; and what he did have to write, Badger had dictated for him. Start of this 

shift and Chicken had told him what to pen as he’d signed for his firearm, 

ammunition, baton, torch, preliminary breath testing device, Melway, and Penalty 

Notice book. Apart from the last three items which were in a bag wedged behind the 

seat, the others were snug in their special places around his equipment belt. The 

holster, belt and handcuff pouch, the only pieces of operational safety equipment 

still on personal issue, dug into his back and hips. His drill sergeant had told him 

that after a while the belt would loosen up and he wouldn’t even notice it around his 

waist. That might have been okay for people like Sergeant Badger, Wallace thought, 

as he moved to his right to avoid the holster sticking into his ribs, because he had a 

gut made for all that equipment, but what about those who kept themselves thin 

like himself? He wondered how the policewomen coped. Thin girls like Jodie Briggs. 
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He thought of the girl he’d met at the Academy. He hadn’t had the chance to catch 

up with her since he’d arrived at Kingston. And now that she was lying in a hospital 

bed, he wondered if he ever would get the chance to see her again, to thank her for 

just …  

 He was about to think of something when through the front window he saw 

they were straddling the centre white line like they were in a slot car. Badger wasn’t 

driving fast, far from it, just that with an oncoming car … ‘Look out Sarge!’ 

 With a wakening wobble of his head, Badger pulled the car back onto their 

side of the road. ‘She’s alright mate. We’re almost there anyway. Fucking bikie 

pricks. “H” reckons you can’t trust the cunts, and “H” is always right. He’s a good 

copper that “H”, and a good bloke too.’  

 Harris and Badger had been mates since they were constables at Port 

Melbourne together. There were a lot of coppers who never had much time for Harris 

and he did himself no favours with the charges he’d faced during his career. But in 

his own special way, “H” was proud of beating the bullshit raps they’d served him a 

bluey for on more than one occasion. Although it had taken quite a bit to convince 

the jury he’d been wrongly accused of murder. Something from his past that led him 

to distrust people more than they distrusted him. One of the few who he did trust 

was Badger, and that trust was mutual. That may have had something to do with 

Badger giving evidence at the trial and it may not have. Badger didn’t care because 

to him, Harris was just a good street copper. And in three and a half years time he’d 

be retired and sailing the east coast of Australia in his latest acquisition—a cabin 

cruiser fitted for deep water fishing. Sure beat the snapper out of the Port Phillip 

Bay. Badger never gave it a thought how “H” could afford a boat like that, when all 

he had was a wooden putt-putt that still did the job okay. But “H” was a lucky 

bastard when it came to horses and shit like that. The only thing Badger thought 

odd was why he drove to work in a shitty Kingswood wagon with a hole in the 

muffler when he had a perfectly good Land Cruiser sitting in the drive of his 

Patterson River waterfront. “H” told him it was because he liked old Holdens, the 

engines never died, and if he took the Land Cruiser, some faggot like Andrews would 

probably key it. 

 They turned the corner into Parkers Road almost the same time as the 

divisional van came from the Como Parade end. ‘Now, when we get out,’ Badger said 

to Wallace, ‘you just stay near me. Don’t say nothing. These guys are fucking pricks 

and they’ll have you straight away. I’ll do all the talking. And don’t wander off or go 

near the dogs because the pricks have got ’em trained to attack anything in a blue 

uniform. Hopefully we’ll be able to talk them into going to bed. They usually listen. 

Not because they want to but just because they don’t want us coming around all the 
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time. But, if they’ve been on the piss, they can be real fucking pricks. They’re likely 

to snap just as look at you.’ 

 Wallace felt the beer churn inside him. It was going straight to his bladder. 

The closest he’d ever come to a bikie before was the dead one on the beach, but, he 

supposed, he had seen Mad Max, where the outlaw motor cycle gang were at war 

with the police. The young traffic cop, Mel Gibson, took them on with the good guys 

coming out victorious. He did such a good job that the movie studios turned out two 

sequels. Wallace knew he was no Mel Gibson and his heart thumped away as he 

hoped the bikies would go to bed. 

 Badger was first out, leaving the parking lights on, as did Dave Gully who 

was driving the van. Swinging from Dave’s hand was a long baton. Andy Carter and 

Wallace were a few steps behind. Wallace had his clipboard, he didn’t know what 

he’d do with it if he had to grab for his baton, but he also didn’t know what he’d do 

if they got to the house and then Sergeant Badger asked him to write something 

down and he’d have to say that he’d left the sheet in the car. Andy Carter didn’t 

have his. It was the same with caps, Badger had his on, the peak at least eight 

fingers higher than it should be, but neither of the van crew were wearing theirs. 

Wallace’s cap was sitting like he’d been told they should. He could feel a cool rim of 

sweat gathering along its edges.  

 There were no lights on in the street, except at the Californian bungalow 

they’d stopped out the front of, and the only noise was a loud and very poor 

rendition of Khe Sahn coming from the back yard. ‘Shit, fucking music,’ said Badger, 

whose music list consisted only of vinyl, never anything he’d bought himself, and 

the last thing he could remember dropping the needle onto was some Christmas 

compilation where he stood in the backyard, beer in hand, swaying and doing a cat 

scaring rendition of the Little Drummer Boy. 

 Wallace followed behind as they moved towards the house, pushing open the 

front gate with a squeak. Badger almost had a foot on the steps to the porch when 

he noticed the chicken wire. ‘What’s this fucking shit?’ he said. It was loud enough 

to be heard, except by those who were waiting for that last train to Sydney in the 

back yard.  

 Wallace saw the front curtain being pulled far enough for someone inside to 

give them the evil and bloodshot eye. ‘There’s someone in there,’ he said in a rusty 

see-saw kind of voice. At that particular time he lost the urge to go pee. He glanced 

over at Dave Gully who still had a firm grip on the end of his baton which he’d put 

back in its clip on his belt. Wallace reached around to make sure his baton was still 

there. He wasn’t too sure, but maybe it was true that his hand was shaking. 

 ‘This is the police,’ called out Badger. 

 ‘Want us to go ’round the back?’ said Dave. 
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 Badger didn’t want to go around the back; he just wanted to get in there, tell 

them to shut the music down, then fuck off. He had no time for fighting with bikies. 

If he had three guys the build of Gus Strong with him he may have contemplated it, 

but not that night. ‘They’ll be out, they’re like fucking rats. You leave that baton 

where it is and I’ll tell ’em about the noise.’ 

 ‘What’s the problem?’ came a voice from behind. Sounding nothing like a 

squeaking rat. 

 In unison, the police turned to the voice from the dark. Lizard, hands on 

hips. Behind him, two, three, five, eight other Diabloes lurking in the shadows. 

Wallace’s heart was starting to race. Now, he wanted to pee. 

 Badger knew Lizard, and some of them knew him. ‘Just come about the 

noise,’ said Badger. 

 ‘What’s wrong with fucking Cold Chisel?’ said Mungo. 

 ‘Yeah, fucking what?’ said Hedgeburner, moving closer to the four police. 

Fingers, twitching towards the .22 pistol beneath his jacket.  

 Dave Gully moved to confront him. 

 Andy Carter and Wallace weren’t quite sure which way they should move.  

 But Badger was cool. ‘Just turn the music down and go to bed and we’ll go. 

You don’t want us coming around here. You know that if we do have to come back, 

there’ll be a few more of us, and probably a couple of dogs as well. And maybe, we 

might even turn the house over for some drugs and shit.’ 

 Hedgeburner and Dave Gully were standing toe-to-toe. Mungo moved in 

behind Hedgeburner to put a calming hand on his shoulder. It was probably bullshit 

what the sergeant had been saying, but they couldn’t afford to risk it. At that very 

moment, the Diabloes’ troubles were with the Devils’ Eagles, not the cops. A 

different day under different circumstances and it might have been fun to have 

themselves a piece of blue uniform, but not at that time.  

 Wallace moved behind Dave Gully. He didn’t want to fight anyone, especially 

after having a beer, but if he had to, then he would. Maybe it was the beer that 

made him think like that, or maybe it was just that he was realising he was a 

policeman and this was a part of the world they could never put on display at the 

showgrounds. 

 Nearly a hundred years ago and somewhere in Arizona or New Mexico it 

would have resembled a stand-off. Fingers and hearts were twitching on both sides. 

Breathing was heavy, and in the night air, steam flowed from nostrils and open 

mouths. Blood was pumping around, not quite knowing where it should settle, and 

the adrenalin was coming out for the party. 

 ‘We’re not looking for trouble,’ said Badger, ‘and I don’t reckon you are 

either. There’s already been one dead bikie this week …’ 
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 At that, not being one of the smartest things to say in the situation, two 

Diabloes seemingly broke from behind the forcefield that had been holding them 

back. The police took a step on the defensive. They were ready. Hedgeburner and 

Dave Gully were still staring into each other’s eyes. One pair shot with marijuana 

and alcohol, the other with fear and hatred. 

 Lizard had half a second to take control. He didn’t want that forcefield down. 

‘It’s alright,’ said Lizard as he stepped to prevent Mungo from getting too close to the 

police. ‘We’ll turn the music down. We’re just having a bit of a reunion, that’s all. 

We’re calling it quits now, anyway. We usually let the neighbours know when we’re 

having a bit of a get together, just that this one was kind of sudden.’ Made it with an 

eighth of a second to spare. 

 ‘Yeah, well, just turn it off. I don’t want to ruin your fun, but it is after one 

and on a Wednesday night. People do have to work in the morning you know.’ 

 Nothing more was said, as the police moved back to their vehicles, slowly 

and alert. Dave Gully never taking his eyes from Hedgeburner, and vice-versa. 

Wallace didn’t look at anyone in particular, the bikies all looked the same anyway, 

just that some were bigger. No-one would ever know, but five of the Diabloes had 

identical thoughts of the police. Must have had something to do with the leather 

jackets both sides were wearing, each with their own special colour designed to put 

fear and respect into whoever they met: the Diabloes with a Mexican waving two 

pistols, and the police with their crown and star.  


