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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

 

Thursday morning and there was a slight drizzle hitting the windscreen of Wallace’s 

Mazda 323. The wipers scraped across the window like fingernails down a 

blackboard as he waited for the red lights. The morning peak towards the city was 

heavy, and although Wallace lived in the opposite direction, he’d made his mind up 

that he just had to see Jodie. She’d understand about his night. He just had to tell 

someone and even though he wasn’t preparing for any ninety second talk, the 

feeling in his guts was just the same. 

 Scrape-scrape, toot from behind. Green light, Wallace was still sitting there, 

staring. The demister was on but waiting at the lights had fogged the top of his 

vision. He grabbed a rag from the console and wiped the condensation away. His 

fingers felt numb, so did his face. It was like he’d spent a night lost in the snow. But 

he hadn’t. He’d been out there, being a policeman, the only thing he’d ever wanted 

to be. He smiled, thinking of the talking motor bike. Then he saw the Dan Booker 

Cellars. His head started to throb again. There had been cigarettes on that shelf. 

There weren’t any bottles of whisky missing when he’d first shone the torch across 

the shelves. He put a hand up to acknoweldge the toot and hit the accelerator. 

 But his mind wasn’t on the road. The dark does play tricks on your mind. 

Maybe he hadn’t seen what he thought he saw. It was probably only a shadow he’d 

seen carrying something back out through the window. The hand trolley had looked 

like someone with a pipe, ready to smash his head like a pumpkin. You scratch my 

back—‘The Brotherhood,’ he said to himself. ‘Just don’t tell no cunt.’ 

 Fortunately, he recognised the red at the next intersection and slowed to a 

stop. It was a little after eight and with the traffic he’d be at the hospital about nine. 

Visiting hours were not until ten but being a fellow policeman and all he was hoping 

they might let him in. If not, he’d wait. He didn’t think he’d be able to sleep anyway. 

His eyes were stinging from the morning glare. ‘You scratch my back … Just 

remember your mates.’  

 

With a thud, Harris dropped a wad of files into the box at his feet. When Marty 

Corocoran had suddenly rocked up out of the blue there was only one space for him 

to fit. And that was at the spare desk next to Harris’, the one where he stored his 

piles of files. Harris didn’t like sharing his space with anyone, more so when he 

didn’t even know them. And he’d made that point clear to Harbinger but he wasn’t 

listening. 

 Corcoran’s transfer had been recommended by Tim Clarke, Commander, 

State Crime Squads, and Harbinger had said that whatever Commander Clarke 

said, went. And anyway, as Harbinger had continued, as he was the officer in charge 
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and was one detective short, he’d take whatever he could. Especially so with all the 

shit Command were throwing at the fan because of the corruption and bikie stuff 

happening in his area. 

 ‘He’s supposed to be a good detective,’ he said for the last time, cringing like 

a scared dog as he felt the thud of files vibrating through his body. 

 Harris grunted. The sweat was working its way across his brow and under 

his armpits. His tie was loose, with its knot hovering between the second and third 

buttons of his white shirt. A brown suit coat stretched across his wide shoulders 

and a matching pair of pants were hitched below his beer stomach with a thin, vinyl 

belt that had an extra pocket knife notch cut into it. 

 ‘He came with good referees. Mr Clarke wouldn’t send me someone he 

wanted to get rid of.’ 

 ‘Tim Clarke wouldn’t know if his arse was on fire,’ said Harris. 

 Harbinger laughed away the comment. He felt the blood drain from his face, 

but he knew he was doing the right thing. ‘Listen, Henry, I know you like having the 

double desk space and all but we could use the help—’ 

 ‘You saying I don’t put in?’ 

 Harbinger watched as his senior detective gathered another load of files and 

dropped them on the floor beside his desk.  

 ‘What makes him any better than me? Probably only been a detective a short 

time. The last two you got here aren’t worth a piece of shit. When I first started they 

didn’t allow poofs and their fucking rubber balls into the CI, and there weren’t any 

fucking shielas either.’  

 ‘I know, I know. But, well, Henry, times are changing.’ 

 ‘Times are fucking changing. Just so long as he keeps out of my way.’ 

 Harbinger opened his mouth but knew it was a waste of time. His blood 

pressure was already high enough. Instead, he retreated to the familiar surrounds of 

his office, slumped behind his desk, stared out the window and ran his hands 

through what hair he had left.  

 He didn’t see Marty Corcoran and Craig Andrews come through the front 

door, but Harris did. He shoved some more files into a box. He had no time nor 

inclination for making small talk with Craig Andrews.  

 ‘G’day, “H”,’ said Andrews in a somewhat cheerful manner that suggested he 

had obviously found something else to do over night instead of torturing his liver in 

some night club with Gus Strong. When he was going to tell anyone, which he would 

at about morning tea time, he’d brag about turning up at the Tunnel night club and 

immediately running into some policewoman he knew from the Rape Squad. And 

whether they wanted to listen or not, he’d be telling them about how she was still in 

his bed, waiting for him to come home to re-examine her crime scene. 
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 Harris stopped only to growl out a morning cough. 

 Corcoran put his hand out, ‘Marty Corcoran, “Corkers”. I’m the new bloke. 

Craig here has told me all about you.’ 

 Harris wiped his hand along the side of his pants and shook. Corkers’ grip 

was strong, but not as strong as his own. He glanced across at Andrews who had 

picked up his ball to give it a squeeze.  

 ‘Did he now,’ said Harris. ‘Well, Craig Andrews wouldn’t know if his arse was 

on fire.’ 

 ‘Come on, “H”, I would too.’ 

 Corkers smiled but didn’t laugh. ‘My desk?’ he said, pointing to the freshly 

cleaned one in front of the window. 

 ‘Bit of an inconvenience, shifting all my stuff.’ 

 ‘Yeah, sorry about that. But when the boss’ tell you you have to move, well—
’  

 ‘Yeah, save the shit for the jury. You got much crap with you, then?’ 

 Corkers stood there, hands on hips. He was wearing bone pants, tan leather 

shoes, a cream shirt that had a pattern running beside the buttons, a tweed sports 

coat, and a tie with little zebras, giraffes and elephants walking across it. ‘Yeah, I’ve 

got a few files, but nowhere near as many as you. You must catch more crooks than 

the rest of the crew put together.’ 

 No-one would be sure, but there was almost a smile breaking across Harris’ 

face. The greying stubble he’d missed from his morning shave glinted with the 

morning sun as it came through the window, hitting his reddish, weather and 

alcohol beaten face. ‘That’s not too fucking hard,’ he said. 

 Andrews was squeezing the stress ball like he was trying to wring a few 

drops of water from its innards. His knuckles whitened and he bounced the ball off 

Bruce Willis’ face. Two more throws and Harris grabbed a set of keys and walked 

out. 

 ‘Where’s he going?’ asked Corkers. 

 ‘Who gives a shit,’ replied Andrews. ‘He’s just a fucking prick. I don’t know 

how he catches so many crooks, if he catches them at all. Spends most of his time 

just out, never tells anyone where, but some-fucking-how he comes back with a 

crook or a bit of info. Said yesterday he reckons the bikies are hotting up for a bit of 

a war. I reckon that’s just bullshit. But anyway, the rest of the office are okay and 

most of the uniforms are pretty cool blokes.’ 

 Corkers’ head moved back and forth with the bouncing stress ball. He found 

it rather hypnotic. ‘Yeah, they seemed okay. I suppose it’s a pretty hard time at the 

moment, though. With the fatal that is.’ 
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 The ball stopped bouncing. ‘If any of them choose to be grumpy, then they 

have a right to be. But “H”, well he’s just a prick, even more so since someone stole 

his car the other day. Couldn’t have happened to a nicer guy. Anyway,’ he 

continued, ‘enough of that. Have I told you yet about this bit of tail I scored last 

night at the Tunnel?’ 

 And morning tea was still two hours away. 

 

Senior Sergeant Chris Miller stood in front of his morning shift. Weekday morning 

shifts usually consisted of a divisional van crew, the watch-house keeper, a 

sergeant, and the crime analyst. However, that morning Miller had called for an 

extra car to start at 10.00. Not because that was a good time to start but because at 

8.00 the District Commander had rung and told him that as a result of recent 

publicity, it would be in his best interest to have as many members as possible on 

visible patrol. And the District Commander had only done that because at 7.30 he’d 

been rung by Assistant Commissioner Goodfellow and told the exact same thing. 

 ‘Well, I suppose you’ve all had the opportunity to have a think about Senior 

Constable Murphy, but now things just have to go on. And regardless of what 

they’ve been saying on the TV, you guys, and girl, do a great job, and I’m very proud 

to have you as part of my station.’ 

 ‘Thankyou, boss,’ said Fats Griffen. 

 Twang seemed rather bored and tired. Peace Piper gave her foot a kick under 

the table, just to keep her alive and interested, or at least looking like she was both. 

 The van crew excused themselves to continue with the police work they got 

paid for, but the rest had no choice but to hear the morning pep-talk. Even the 

cleaner was trapped. If they were a football team, they would surely go out and beat 

all takers. But they weren’t, and they’d also heard the same crap, different subject 

so many times before.  

 Miller was reaching the stage of his career when he was calculating at 

precisely what day he would collect the most from his ESSS super and how many 

sick days he could use up to reach that 8.5% pay-out. He didn’t actually know 

whether his staff were good or bad, he only cared what District Command said. And 

that morning, they hadn’t said too much that was good. ‘But with every bit of 

praise,’ said Miller, looking out the window, ‘there must come a penalty. And, well, 

unfortunately I think we’re just going to have to put up the shutters at the Sweet 

Chariot or whatever you call it for a few days.’ 

 ‘Fucking what!’ said Twang. 

 Peace gave her another nudge, much harder than the previous one. Fats 

Griffen was just shaking his head, glad he was ahead of his quota. 
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 ‘Sorry, boss,’ apologised Twang, rubbing her shin. ‘It’s just that, oh, never 

mind.’ 

 ‘I know, Senior Constable Matthews, and I don’t like it just as much as you, 

but unfortunately, I got a phone call this morning from the District Commander 

and, well, Force Command are watching our every move.’ 

 ‘Pedigrew,’ said Peace. 

 ‘Fucking prick,’ said Fats Griffen. 

 ‘Well, yes, he did mention that show last night. I know some of you probably 

saw it, I only saw bits and pieces. And, from what I gather, he didn’t have too much 

too good to say about the police, and in particular this District was, I believe, 

unfairly singled out.’ 

 ‘Well, Bulldog Bob did get murdered here, and, although no-one from 

Command has come out and said so, that Heather Martin girl couldn’t have made 

up the story about the gun,’ said Fats Griffen. 

 Miller either didn’t hear or ignored the comment. Both were feasible as it was 

believed that the hair growing from his ears encouraged a wax build-up that blocked 

out everything except something with an easy answer. And if there wasn’t an easy 

answer then the question was ignored. ‘I’ve even had to call in some extra troops to 

start at ten. Sergeant Piper, can you make sure they are tasked to something 

particular,’ said Miller as he stuck a forefinger into his left ear, giving it a quick 

clean-out. 

 ‘You have anything in mind?’ 

 Miller exchanged glances between finger and window. The finger was clear 

but he was sure he could see a few weeds starting to grow from the roof of the cells. 

Small green shoots were appearing in the far corner, the one closest to the railway 

line. ‘Just, something,’ he said. Definitely weeds, he’d have to task someone to that 

job on the weekend. ‘I have to go and ring the District Commander, just to let him 

know what’s happening.’ Miller started to leave, not quite knowing whether there 

would be enough staff on the weekend to get the weeds or not.  

 And just as he was almost out the door, Fats turned to Peace and whispered, 

‘You think I should tell him about the funeral.’ 

 ‘The last thing Senior Sergeant Miller wants to know about is the funeral of 

some biker. I just hope he’s left enough troops on this evening for the wake.’ 

 ‘Shouldn’t be too bad,’ said Fats. ‘I’ll give me mates at the dogs a call. I’m 

sure they’ll have at least one undercover working there.’ 

 ‘I’d love to stay and listen, but I’ve gotta get back to the watch-house,’ said 

Twang. ‘A girl’s gotta keep her legs looking pretty, you know,’ she said as she hoisted 

her skirt, plonked a leg on the edge of the table and rubbed her shin, slowly, 

sexually. Not deliberate but with only men in the room, sexual was what was 
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foremost in their minds. She was only thinking that if it was okay for a bloke to rub 

his leg on the table, then why the fuck should she be any different. 

 ‘Sorry about that,’ said Peace who was watching her fingers move up and 

down her stockinged leg. She gave her blonde hair a flick and he quickly looked at 

her face. He hadn’t been caught. ‘Just don’t fall asleep when the boss is giving one 

of his talks. You know what he’s like with his talks. They’re the only thing he’s got 

left in life.’ 

 Twang returned her foot to the ground, brushing and twisting at her ugly 

uniform skirt. Definitely designed by someone who broke into the fashion industry 

via potato sack manufacturing. Now, if it was more of a body hugging leather … 

‘He’s a fuck-wit!’ 

 ‘Maybe so, but he is the boss. Oh, listen, I got a message to ring the Alfred 

this morning. About Jodie, can you do it for me please, Trudi.’ 

 ‘Sure,’ she answered. She didn’t mind doing that. Peace was a decent kind of 

bloke, one who cared about the people he worked with. That, Twang was starting to 

realise as the days went on and on, was getting harder and harder to find. A lot of 

the police she was now meeting had only one thing on their agenda and that was 

pushing their own barrow. Over a few chin-wags with Fats Griffen and a bottle of 

something she’d found at the back of her cupboard she conceded it may not be 

entirely their own fault. When first sent to the watch-house for saying what was on 

her mind she’d whinged and bitched but now realised she might be the lucky one. 

Things were not getting any easier out there on the streets. In the back of her mind, 

somewhere, were memories of the days when she could go out on patrol and 

actually have fun. Now all the blokes did was complain about how they were too 

accountable. You have a shit and you’ve got to get someone’s permission. And then 

you have that shit and some concerned citizen is likely to complain that it was too 

smelly, and off you go, to be interviewed by the toecutters as to why you’re shit 

stinks and theirs doesn’t. 

 Ten minutes later and she rang the hospital—Jodie Briggs had lapsed into a 

coma close to midnight. Her condition was still critical but stable. The nurse on the 

other end sounded nice. She even apologised when she told Twang that Jodie would 

not be allowed any visitors, except direct family. 

 

Wallace understood. He sat on a seat in the hallway outside Jodie’s ward. The 

corridor was long, and yellow, with a pale lino floor. A red line running down its 

centre, directing people to some place or other. He thought it was to X-Ray but 

couldn’t remember. It didn’t matter. He gripped his polystyrene cup of machine 

coffee. It was weak and tasted like it wouldn’t make the menu at the Salvo’s shelter 

for homeless men. 
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 It had been a long shot, expecting to see Jodie. But he had to try. When he 

was told he wasn’t allowed he thought it might have been because he wasn’t a 

relative or because it was too early, it just never crossed his mind that she would 

have been in a coma. 

 He leant forward on a vinyl coated chair. Elbows resting against wide apart 

knees, hands cupping the coffee. Trails of steam made their way from the brown, 

murky liquid, hitting him in the face. The numbness had gone, but his headache 

was still there and his eyes still hurt. It felt like they were starting to swell, like 

they’d been stung by a bee. 

 ‘Morning, how’s it going, mate.’ 

 Wallace looked to his left. A pair of shiny leather shoes, perfectly laced, above 

them, just as perfectly creased suit pants. They belonged to some man he didn’t 

know. Tall, thin, with a balding head. Wallace sat back, almost spilling his coffee, 

which, although embarrassing, may not have been a bad thing. 

 ‘You a friend of the young girl?’ the man asked. Could have been her father 

but then, he would have used her name. 

 ‘I suppose,’ said Wallace. ‘I work with her.’ 

 ‘A policeman?’ said the man.  

 Wallace sensed the interest in his career. For once, he felt like he thought he 

would when donning that blue uniform. He put the coffee in his left hand and put 

out his right to shake.  

 ‘Constable Wallace, Peter,’ said Wallace. 

 The man returned the shake. ‘G’day, nice to meet you. I’m Peter Rich. I’m in 

the job too.’ 

 ‘Oh, you know Jodie then?’ said Wallace, slightly let down that he was now 

sharing the corridor with another policeman. 

 Rich sat on the vacant chair next to Wallace who also sat, putting the coffee 

under his seat, leaving it for the cleaner.  

 ‘Don’t really know her. I’m from Internal Investigations and with any fatal 

police collision we have to attend to ascertain the details. Just to cross the “T’s” and 

dot the “I’s” so to speak,’ said Rich. 

 Wallace nodded like he understood. ‘You know she’s in a coma,’ he offered. 

 ‘Yeah, so I was just told. But I’m sure she’ll be right. Many people have been 

known to pull out of a coma.’ Rich had a pleasant voice, one that reminded Wallace 

of the priest who used to hear confessions back in primary school. He never saw 

that priest’s face, but he knew his voice. He’d understood when the young Peter 

Wallace had told him all about the need to have a bag of lollies. 

 ‘Yeah, I hope so. I reckon she would have been an asset to the Force.’ 

 ‘You been a policeman for long then?’ asked Rich. 
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 ‘Only graduated two and a half weeks ago. The Kings … I mean Kingston, is 

my first station. I knew Jodie from the Academy. We used to have a chat every now 

and again in the lunch queue or down the …’ 

 ‘Girlfriend?’ 

 ‘No! Just friends, workmates.’  

 ‘I understand,’ said Rich, with a slight curl in the left of his mouth. ‘You like 

Kingston then?’ 

 ‘Yeah, it’s okay,’ said Wallace, rather non-committal. 

 ‘I suppose you haven’t been there long enough to make your mind up. 

Nothing would be easy, with the things that have been happening of late and being 

reported on the television?’ 

 ‘My first day on the job I went to the murder of that bikie, with Sergeant 

Badger, you know him?’ 

 It was now Rich’s turn to be non-committal. He curled an arm up, to rest his 

chin on a hand that spanned out like a giant tarantula. ‘No, should I?’ 

 Wallace stared at the red line in front of him. Pictures of an orange twenty 

flashed before him, shredded with it was Tony O’Grady’s phone number. A thousand 

pieces in the bottom of a plastic bin. ‘I don’t think so,’ he answered. 

 Rich had been a policeman for a long time and in that time he’d seen a lot of 

young police just like Wallace. From his top pocket he removed a white business 

card. ‘Here, this is my card,’ he said. ‘If ever you feel like you need a chat, just give 

me a call. And don’t worry about Jodie, I’m sure she’ll be fine. And another thing, 

make sure you get home to have some rest, you look terrible, son.’ 

 ‘Thanks. I’m on night shift but I couldn’t really sleep.’ Wallace gave Rich a 

half wave as he watched him walk down the corridor. Rich stopped outside the 

nurse’s station to hand over another business card. Wallace looked at the one in his 

hand. On the left was the police badge, on the bottom right were a mobile and office 

telephone number. In the middle was printed: “Superintendent Peter Rich, Internal 

Security Unit.” 

 Wallace sat there, staring at the card, flicking it over and over between his 

fingers and thumb. Suddenly he jumped, making a dash for the bin. Two paces 

closer and he would have made it, instead, he heaved a stomach full of enzymes all 

over the lino floor and the red line to X-Ray. 


