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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

 

Number three chapel at the Springvale Crematorium was standing room only. Up 

the front the purple sashed Father Dower was telling of the tragic loss of one of 

God’s children. To his left was a wood stained coffin its silver handles reaching out 

from the sides. At its head was a small wreath, and draped across the body was the 

leather jacket of the Devil’s Eagle’s. Watching down was a statue of Jesus Christ, a 

trickle of blood seeping from the crown of thorns. And in the coffin below, the spirit 

of one of Beelzebub’s finest, waiting to see which gate he’d be let through. 

 Sitting in the front pews were Robert Charles Gordon Barbey’s mother, 

second or third step-father, his sister and two half-brothers. In the next were several 

of his mother’s friends. And behind them, in the remaining pews or standing 

outside, having a smoke and shot of something from the hip flasks that were getting 

passed around, were the southern chapter of the Devil’s Eagles, representatives 

from the northern and western chapters (there was no eastern chapter), and several 

other representatives of biker groups associated with the Devil’s Eagles. All proudly 

displaying their colours on their backs. And all there to listen to the formal farewell 

of their fallen comrade and brother-in-arms, Bulldog Bob. It would be later that 

night that Bulldog would receive the biker’s farewell, the one where the only thing 

looking down on his soul as it drifted around waiting for an entry into wherever 

would be the huge colours of the Devil’s Eagles. 

 Back at Mac’s Tyres, Tigger slit the plastic wrap on a slab of cans with his 

“Headsplitter” and helped himself to one. He was in charge of arranging the farewell 

wake and said he’d do his praying at Mac’s. Through John the Turk he’d arranged 

four barrels of heavy, and two dozen bottles of bourbon and whisky. On Razor’s 

okay, he’d also purchased a few bottles of coke so the women, who were allowed that 

night, could have something to mix with the spirits. If anyone wanted anything else, 

then they’d have to bring it themselves. He expected the group to ride back in 

formation from the crematorium to Mac’s, where he would have the gates open, 

ready for their arrival. There was enough room for everyone, bikes included. Also 

waiting were five quarters of beef on the spit and the loaves of bread, sauce and 

other bits and pieces they’d need to put a lining on their stomachs. It was to be a big 

night. A night where everyone was invited, except for Diabloes and cops. 

 A little after 11.30 and the bikers, family and friends watched as Bulldog’s 

coffin was lowered. The Priest asked Razor what he wanted done with the jacket and 

he said it could get go to Heaven with him. But, after it was suggested leather 

wouldn’t burn too well, Razor agreed to take it back to Mac’s, where they could hang 

it, in memory of their lost brother. 
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 After swapping hugs with the family, the bikers and mates fell into 

formation. Devil’s Eagles leading the two columns. Razor at the front, beside him, 

Fat Henry and Bulldog’s jacket, three rows back and riding alone, Spider, the 

sergeant-at-arms. Bringing up the rear were those on four wheels, including two F-

100 utes, the break-down vehicles. A single vehicle had also left a few minutes 

before anyone else, to scout the roads. Just in case.  

 The group filed out of the crematorium roaring like hungry dinosaurs as they 

headed home. 

 

Back at Parkers Road, the Diabloes were starting to wake. They’d gone to bed after 

their early morning visit from the cops, not because they wanted to end their get 

together but because Lizard had suggested it would be a good idea. They didn’t want 

any unwanted visitors, not with the arsenal they were gathering. And especially now 

that it had been declared Diablo headquarters were off limits to anyone who wasn’t 

a Diablo or friend of a Diablo. 

 Lizard had been on the phone early and about lunch time he was expecting a 

delivery. Kanga Jones from Footscray was a friend of the Diabloes, he also had 

contacts in the building industry and had sussed that it wouldn’t be too hard for 

three pallets of bricks to be dropped off in Parkers Road instead of some new 

building estate down the highway. 

 ‘I managed to get some stuff, should be here about one,’ said Lizard. 

 Hedgeburner paced, scratching at his greasy hair which refused to sit in the 

one spot. ‘I hear it’s that Eagles’ funeral today.’ 

 ‘Yeah,’ said Mungo. 

 ‘Too many Devil’s Eagles in the one spot for my liking,’ said Lizard. 

 Two Diabloes were sprawled against the lounge wall, snoring like Gippsland 

chainsaws. One nursing a bottle of Jack Daniel’s, the other, a bong. Unlike his hair, 

Hedgeburner finally settled on a chair near the window. He reached out and took a 

rifle from the floor, running his hand up and down its barrel, caressing it, warming 

it. He looked out through the bay window, through the chicken wire to the picket 

fence. A white letter box held the latest in junk mail and local rags. Scratching 

against the post was a ginger cat. ‘Hey, Murph,’ said Hedgeburner, ‘open the door 

and let the dogs out for a run, will ya.’ 

 Murph let the pincers out. They were restless. They were quick. Quicker than 

the ginger cat which tried but couldn’t avoid the jaws of the bigger of the two dogs. 

The smaller dog wanted to join in the spoils and chased the other to the rear yard. 

There, they tried to wrestle the screeching cat from each other. Five minutes later 

and there would be no more screeches, just a yard of ginger fluff, blood and a 

carcass. 



CODE	  NINE	   3 

 

 	   	  

	  
Code	  Nine	  

©	  Jim	  Mulholland	   	  

 ‘You fuckhead, Hedgey,’ said Mungo. 

 ‘Hey, don’t fuck me around like that all the time,’ said Hedgeburner as he 

tightened his grip around the rifle. One of the snoring bikers against the wall rolled 

and opened his eyes. 

 ‘Fucking relax,’ said Lizard as he moved between Hedgeburner and Mungo. 

 ‘I’m fucking sick of it, Lizard. He just reckons that I’m a dickhead and I’m 

sick and tired of his shit.’ 

 Things were eating away at Hedgeburner. Sure, he did a lot of stupid things 

and had a bit of a short fuse, but they had enough trouble without starting any 

amongst themselves. Lizard had heard on the grapevine that the Devil’s Eagles were 

planning revenge on them for Bulldog’s death, and for some fire bombing the other 

night. Mungo had a cousin who was a copper at Bayside and he reckoned they too 

had orders to be more vigilant. 

 ‘Listen,’ said Lizard, ‘I understand how you feel, we’re all a little on edge at 

the moment. But we’ve got enough shit without you starting more, killing the 

neighbour’s cat.’ 

 ‘Yeah, well,’ said Hedgeburner, ‘it’s only a  fucking cat. I betcha that fucking 

nosey bitch it belongs to was the cunt who rang the coppers last night. Fucking 

deserved it is what I reckon.’ 

 ‘You three fucking shutup,’ came the sleepy, hungover voice of the Diablo 

with the empty bottle of Jack. ‘You’re worse than a nest of baby magpies—screech, 

fucking, screech.’ 

 ‘Yeah,’ said Lizard. ‘Let’s all just try and relax, because when those bricks 

turn up I’ll be looking for some people with their bodies and minds in the one spot to 

throw up the wall.’ 

 

Craig Andrews watched as the waitress placed a pot of heavy beside his white and 

blue place-mat, and a pot of soda water with a twist of lemon and plenty of ice 

beside Corkers’. Amanda her name tag said, and Andrews made sure he used it 

when he thanked her. 

 Marty Corcoran’s first working day at Greendale and Andrews said it was 

only right they did lunch. ‘How come you never invited the boss or Harris?’ asked 

Corkers. 

 ‘You fair dinkum?’ 

 Corkers sipped at his pot of soda. The ice kept it well chilled, and the twist of 

lemon gave the soda a tang that felt good as it went down his throat. Andrews 

preferred to gulp like a gold fish. Corkers had seen plenty of detectives drink like 

that during work hours and he’d vowed never to do it. Knock-off time and sure, he’d 

get on the piss like the best of them, but never when he was on the job. Marty 
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Corcoran lived by the rule that if he wanted to be a good detective then he needed to 

stay one step ahead of the good crooks. He’d made it his ambition to chase only the 

good crooks, and leave the little fish to gulpers like Andrews. ‘You don’t have much 

time for them, do you?’ 

 ‘Mate, I don’t really hate them, well maybe Harris is a right bastard, but I like 

to enjoy my lunch. Anyway, enough of that, why did someone like you want to leave 

the Squads to come out here? Man, if I was in the Squads I’d stay there.’ 

 Corkers put his drink down and folded his hands below his chin. Between 

glancing at Andrews, who seemed to have a gaze that couldn’t stay in the one spot 

for more than a few seconds, he watched two old men trying to unmoor their small 

fishing boat. ‘Everyone needs a change, and they volunteered me to come out here. I 

don’t mind, I only live down the road, so it’s pretty handy really.’ 

 ‘Yeah, but why did you really come here?’ 

 ‘Listen, Craig, I could tell you the truth, about how I’ve been sent here by the 

toecutters to spy on you and everyone else, but you’d never believe me, so.’ 

 ‘So, here comes your steak and my chicken in pyjamas. Want another drink, 

something heavier this time maybe?’ 

 ‘No mate, she’s cool. I only like to drink when the sun’s gone down.’ 

 ‘Thanks, Mandy,’ said Andrews when Amanda had given the two police their 

lunch—a medium rare steak with crisp vegetables and a chicken parmagiana with 

house salad and chips. ‘I’ll have another pot, and what are you doing after work?’ 

 She just smiled. She never had a thing for a guy who was all charm with a 

beer in front of him. If she was to be charmed she’d rather it was by someone who 

gave her the impression of wanting to love her for more than just the one night. 

 ‘Thought you had that girl from the Rape Squad around your place?’ said 

Corkers when Amanda had gone back for a fresh pot of heavy. 

 ‘Mate, I know that’s what I said, and I hope it’s true, but last time I took her 

home I got back to find a note on the pillow. You know, Corkers, you’ve got to cover 

all options.’ 

 ‘And you would surely do that,’ said Corkers as he sliced through his steak 

with ease. The meat was red inside and grey on the outer, as perfect as he could 

expect in a hotel bistro and for less than fifteen big ones. ‘Mmm, not bad, what’s the 

parma like?’ 

 Andrews was shovelling a large slice of crusted chicken and chips into his 

mouth. ‘It’s always good. You just can’t go wrong with the chicken in pyjamas.’ 

 ‘Anyway, while we’re talking about things going wrong, how come you don’t 

like Harris?’ 

 Andrews was still cutting and shovelling. The best meals he had were the 

ones he ate when he was either working or had some woman on the tow. The only 
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thing he’d had for breakfast was a cup of coffee and another two since he’d been at 

work. He took time out from the meat and fried potatoes to put a bit of lettuce and 

tomato inside. He spoke as he crunched. ‘He’s just an arrogant prick. Why the 

interest?.’ 

 ‘No reason. Just thought there might have been a bit of a story or 

something.’ 

 ‘Well, as a matter of fact. Apparently about twenty year ago he was 

interviewed for murder. Seems some crook he’d typed up for burgs ended up dead a 

few hours after being bailed. Supposed to have been from internal injuries received 

during the interview. Harris denied anything and, as it turned out, the crook had 

allegedly been involved in a car accident after he left the police station. The coroner 

said accidental death. But, I dunno. You know he’s faced the open court twice. Once 

about ten year ago for extortion and then again three year ago for alleged theft of 

shit from some scrotes house he turned over. Beat ’em both too.’ 

 ‘Always hard for a jury to convict a copper.’ 

 ‘I reckon some bastards are just born lucky. I don’t trust the prick, and I told 

Harbinger that I don’t want to work with him. That’s why he works by himself most 

of the time.’ 

 ‘What about the others, they work with him?’ 

 ‘That’s their problem. Anyway, I thought I said I’d had enough Harris talk. 

Mate, I dunno about you but I enjoy my lunch. So, no more for the time being, me 

guts are already starting to grumble.’ 

 ‘Yeah, sorry. Maybe I’m just a nosey bugger.’ 

 Andrews looked over the table. Corkers had the shortest fingernails he’d ever 

seen but he’d never seen them anywhere near his mouth. And the two fishermen 

were away for a day’s work with the rods. 

 

The spit at Mac’s Tyres was set up just inside the roller doors, where most of the 

motor bikes were resting. The black and chrome machines glowed with the flames as 

they seared the outside of the meat. Fat Henry had hung Bulldog’s jacket on the 

wall behind the bar and every time someone went to get a drink, they put their glass 

to the hanging jacket, to toast their fallen brother. 

 Razor leant on the billiard table, waiting for a bit of hush. Father Dower had 

said all the warm and fuzzy religious stuff because it was job and now it was Razor’s 

turn to say farewell, Devil’s Eagle’s style. Spider put two calloused fingers between 

his lips and whistled them inside. Most followed however some, like Fat Henry, 

Tigger and the two dogs, stayed outside. Someone had to keep guard just in case. 

Last time it had been a petrol bomb, who knew what would be next—if they let there 

be a next.  
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 ‘Brothers, I’d like you all to grab yourselves a drink whilst I say a few words 

about Bulldog,’ said Razor. 

 Those that didn’t already have something rushed the bar for a refill. No-one 

was to be left without a drink. Those without one before now had no difficulty in 

sharing their mouths between a hot beef sandwich, bourbon and tobacco. Men and 

women stood side by side—blue faded jeans, thick leather belts with silver studs 

and large buckles, work boots, motor cycle boots, tattoos, blue singlets, black 

singlets, chunky rings, beards, nicotine stained fingers, boozy breath, flannel shirts, 

and leather jackets—all as one. There was a new picture on the wall. One of Bulldog 

astride his Harley, a Jack Russell sitting on the fuel tank. The small plaque below 

reading: “Bulldog Bob Barbey, Killed in Action.” 

 ‘Alright,’ said Razor, ‘firstly, on behalf of Bulldog’s family, I’d like to thank 

you all for turning up today. Secondly, and most importantly, you did him proud, 

you did yourselves proud, and you did the Devil’s Eagles proud.’ 

 ‘Hear, hear,’ came the roars from the mourning bikers. 

 The room smelt of leather, grease, cigarettes, booze and B.O. The three fans 

were turning overhead, whisking away the smoke and other floating particles, but 

there was nowhere to whisk it to. It would just hit the walls and bounce back, to be 

slapped away by another moving blade.  

 ‘Now, I know some may not have thought Bulldog to be one of the greatest 

blokes to walk this earth, but he was still a Devil’s Eagle, and he wore our colours 

with dignity and strength. Just take a squiz at our motto up here behind me: 

“Brother’s-In-Arms, Together We Stand, Together We Fall.” Bulldog was a brother, a 

Devil’s Eagle. He’d been in his fair share of shit over the years but first and foremost 

he was a Devil’s Eagle and if ever he came close to that thin edge, he’d always take a 

look at the back of his jacket, just to see what those colours stand for. 

 ‘So brothers, for one last time, let’s drink a toast to our fallen mate, comrade 

and brother, Bulldog Bob.’ 

 In unison, the room of bikers and women lifted whatever they were drinking 

and skolled the contents. There were belches, hands being wiped across mouths, 

and a toast of, ‘Bulldog!’ 

 Fat Henry stopped tearing shreds of meat from the spit when he heard the 

toast. 

 ‘Bulldog!’ joined in Tigger as he took time out from picking his nails with the 

tip of the “Headsplitter.” 

 ‘You gotta carry that thing everywhere?’ asked Fat Henry, returning to 

tearing at the beef, dogs looking up but only getting about every fourth shred. The 

spit had now stopped its slow revolutions, keeping warm with the orange glow from 

the coals below. 
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 ‘Protection mate.’ 

 ‘Really looks like there’s going to be a bit of shit, don’t it?’ 

 Tigger put the “Headsplitter” into the scabbard he’d made to fit alongside his 

right calf. ‘Well, I’ve never seen so many weapons around this joint before, but now, 

all of a sudden there’s more and more turning up. I mean, today, when youse rode 

into the yard after the funeral, I coulda sworn half the blokes were armed with 

something or other and I know for a fact there were eight guns in the back of one of 

the break-down utes.’ 

 ‘I reckon I am getting too old for this, Tigger. And all for what?’ 

 ‘Pride and honour. The Devil’s Eagles, mate, they come first and the rest can 

go and get fucked.’ 

 ‘How long you been an Eagle for?’ 

 Tigger twirled at his beard as he thought. Ringing his thick finger, a pewter 

skull blinked its cubic zirconia eyes in the sun. ‘About four months now. But I love 

it. Riding with a biker group. It’s all I ever wanted.’ 

 ‘Why?’ 

 He had another twirl of the facial hair. He’d already undergone that kind of 

scrutiny when he first said he wanted to ride with the group. He’d passed the 

initiation and now he just wanted to carry on being a Devil’s Eagle. ‘Why did you 

join?’ he said, throwing the question back to Fat Henry. 

 ‘Vietnam. Something you won’t understand, never could understand.’ 

 There was no answer to that. Tigger knew that when they returned from 

Vietnam, a lot of the soldiers had nothing but the memories of screaming gooks and 

lost brothers. They needed to be a part of something, they had to feel wanted. Some 

killed themselves, most hit the bottle, others stayed with the army or became 

coppers. Then there were those who joined biker groups or even somehow managed 

to assimilate back into the mainstream. But Tigger had heard that the nightmares 

would never go away. ‘Sorry, mate,’ he said, ‘I didn’t need to pry. It’s just that … I 

dunno, it’s just that you seem to be losing it. You don’t look like the Fat Henry I 

knew from four months ago, the one who was the first to piss into the bucket of 

death I had to drink on me initiation night.’ 

 ‘You said it the other night, Tigger, maybe I am just getting old.’ 

 ‘I dunno. You’re never too old to party, man, never too old.’ 

 ‘Maybe when that man with the scythe comes knocking on your door you are 

old. And mate, I’m sure of late that I’ve heard him creeping around my neck of the 

woods.’  

 Tigger laughed it off and grabbed at the meat before Fat Henry could eat all 

the good bits. ‘That’s bullshit, man,’ he said with a mouthful of pink beef. 

 ‘Tell me doctor that. I had tests for Jack Dancer you know.’ 
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 There was silence outside near the spit. All that could be heard were 

crackling coals, the traffic travelling along the road outside, and the strains of Rose 

Tattoo belting out a number on the juke-box inside: Can’t be defeated, don’t know 

the word. Shoulder to shoulder, we’ll fight the world. 

 

Peace Piper and Gus Strong drove slowly past Diablo Headqurters. Last time either 

had been that way there was no construction on the go. Lizard’s delivery had arrived 

and out the front four Diabloes who had their minds and bodies in the one spot 

were busily digging a trench, laying the string line, and mortaring up a double brick 

fence. 

 The police were too busy cruising, looking at the fence, to notice the mangled 

cat on the bonnet of the car in the drive two doors down. ‘Must be expecting 

trouble,’ said Peace. 

 ‘Biker war, that’s what they said on the telly,’ said Strong. ‘Bullshit, I 

reckon.’ 

 ‘Maybe,’ said Peace. ‘But they’re the ones who are putting up the brick wall. 

Probably just to keep us out. Fats was telling me that the night shift van turned up 

there last night for a noisy party.’ 

 ‘That would have been interesting, bloody Badger and Dave Gully. It’s a 

wonder a bloody war didn’t start then.’ 

 One of the bikers stopped shovelling the wet cement to look at the patrol car. 

Behind his cement speckled beard was a snarl. The other flexed his biceps, “Mother” 

expanding like a balloon. 

 ‘Seen either of them before?’ asked Peace. 

 ‘Mate, they all look the fucking same to me. Let’s go check out what the 

Eagles are doing. It’s the wake for that dead prick today.’ 

 

The two detectives left the hotel via the side entrance to where their unmarked Ford 

was parked. Andrews was swinging the keys from his finger like a six-shooter. 

 ‘Want me to drive?’ said Corkers. ‘They’re getting pretty tough on drink 

driving, ever since that CI car was involved in the fatal two months back.’ 

 ‘Mate,’ said Andrews, ‘they’d been out on the piss all afternoon. Anyway, how 

can I show you around if you’re doing the driving. It gives me the shits, saying turn 

right, turn left.  Makes me think I’m back at the driving school, you know, where 

you’ve gotta say everything you’re doing: the car I am about to drive is a six cylinder 

unmarked Ford sedan with an ABS breaking system. I’ve had three beers and my 

partner won’t let me drive, but fuck him, because he’s the new guy.’ 

 ‘Yeah, yeah, but if anything happens, remember this conversation, won’t 

you.’ 
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 Andrews was fine, he also felt quite safe. Once in the car he opened the glove 

box and switched on the police radio. Rummaging below the portable police sign he 

dug out a packet of Steam Rollers. Three were quickly pulled from the red packet 

and shovelled into his mouth like his lunch. He crunched on the round mints, 

knowing—or at least hoping—they’d do their trick on his breath. 

 ‘That’s why I drink soda when I’m working,’ said Corkers. ‘I hate mints.’ 

 ‘Maybe that’s why I do drink, I like ’em.’ 

 They drove out of the car park, heading south. On their left was the train 

line, on their right were houses, then the beach. ‘Lot’s of these joints are pretty big,’ 

said Andrews. ‘Get down to the beach and there’s some great new places going up. It 

also gets pretty popular down here in the summer, can’t get a car park sometimes. 

Some of the car parks and you can get right down to the beach. Great for a bit of an 

optic.’ 

 The next gap in the train lines, Andrews turned left and then right onto 

Station Street. ‘This,’ he said, ‘is the residential area. Just like your normal everyday 

middle class homes. It doesn’t stretch too far back though, because of where the 

wetlands starts. There’s a bike track and paddocks out there. Back there, at the 

high school near the creek, we get a few flashers on the track. I reckon it’s just 

because of the school. We had a job last summer where school girls were regularly 

being flashed at so we got one of the younger looking pee-wees from the Kings to 

dress up in a school uniform, to see if we could catch the flasher. Never did, but I’ve 

still got some photos of her in a school uniform. Mate, being a copper, I wouldn’t 

give it up for quids.’ 

 After about a minute of looking at suburbia, Andrews pulled into the 

shopping strip out the front of Dan Booker Cellars. Parked beside them was one of 

Tony O’Grady’s glass trucks.  

 ‘Gotta go and tig this job,’ said Andrews. 

 Corkers had remembered seeing the reports for the burg and theft at the 

Cellars when they’d checked the morning crime. Usually they would have gone 

around checking the crime scenes first thing, but he’d been busy moving in and 

then Andrews had said they should do lunch; he knew they’d eventually get there. 

Not that there’d be anything to see anyway. It was just one of those courtesy calls, 

complying with the policy that said they would investigate all reports of crime, even 

if there was little chance of ever finding the culprit. ‘Seen a couple of those O’Grady’s 

glass shutters around here. They got the contract for this area?’ 

 Andrews smiled. ‘Mate, I don’t know because I’m a detective and don’t go to 

these sorts of job as the first bunny on the scene, but, from what I’ve been told, the 

uniform blokes get a kick-back from the guy every time they give him a job.’ 

 ‘So, he hasn’t got the contract then?’ 
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 Andrews shrugged his shoulders like he didn’t know. 

 They nodded to O’Grady’s men, the fresh smell of window putty in the air. 

Jimmy Jeffries, the Cellars’ morning manager, figured they were detectives and 

came out to meet them. ‘Mr Poulsen said you might turn up sometime today. Just to 

have a look he said. I know there’s not much you can do, but for insurance, we have 

to have a police report and that.’ 

 ‘Yeah, not a problem. You managed a stocktake yet?’ 

 Corkers stood to one side, smiling at the elderly lady with her flagon of 

McWilliam’s dry sherry. Andrews did the introductions and got the small details so 

he could write the job up as a “pending”. 

 ‘Bit more costly than what we first figured too,’ said Jeffries. 

 ‘Yeah, that’s not a problem, we can make an adjustment to whatever figure 

they put on the report last night.’ 

 ‘Yeah, well the window alone is over a grand.’ 

 ‘A thousand bucks!’ said Corkers. 

 Jeffries shrugged his shoulders. He had no idea on the prices of windows 

and they needed the job done as quick as possible. Tony O’Grady had said he could 

do it that day. And, as Mr Poulsen had told Jeffries, they came recommended by the 

police so they must be good. 

 ‘What about stock, much gone?’ 

 From behind the cash register Jeffries pulled out a handwritten journal and 

thumbed to a page of figures. ‘Here’s an approximation. It’s lucky we generally do 

these things weekly so what I can give you would be pretty much accurate.’ 

 Corkers took the carbon copy: 3 x J.W. black $96, 4 x J.W. red $100, 2 x 

Black Douglas $50, 1 x Glenmorangie $48, 2 x Cougar $40, $230 cash, approx. 

$2,000 in cigarettes (assorted).  

 ‘That’s pretty much it, plus $1,250 for the window. Sorry, but I can’t give you 

any more on the cigarettes, there’s usually about that many in the racks above the 

till. So, I suppose, all up it comes to total of about $3,806.’ 

 ‘Doesn’t take much to add up, does it?’ said Andrews. 

 ‘Oh well, insurance will get most of it anyway. Can you make sure you give 

me a copy with the adjusted figure.’ 

 ‘Sure, we’ll send one to you. That okay?’ said Andrews. 

 ‘What about the fingerprints? Mr Poulsen said the two police who came last 

night took a packet of cigarettes they found, said there might be some fingerprints.’ 

 Both Corkers and Andrews were surprised, but it didn’t show. When they’d 

checked the reports there was no mention of anything being taken for fingerprinting. 

But as it was Badger who’d attended the job, Andrews knew exactly what had 

happened to the cigarettes. ‘No go, sorry.’ 
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 ‘That’s okay, he didn’t want them back or anything. The police told him 

they’d be coated in fingerprint dust and he wouldn’t be able to sell them anyway. I 

used to work at another place and we got stuck up one night and I’ll never forget all 

that bloody dust you guys spread around. It took for ages to get rid of the stuff. But, 

I suppose it does work pretty good.’ 

 ‘Most of the time,’ said Corkers. ‘Although it is pretty hard to get a print off a 

lot of things.’ 

 ‘Yeah,’ added Andrews, ‘you’ve got to get so many points to be able to 

properly identify the crook it belongs to.’ 

 ‘Well, thanks anyway, guys, umm, you need anything more from me because 

I’ve got to get back to work?’ 

 ‘Sure, sure, no worries,’ said Andrews. ‘There’s not much we can do here 

anyway, just that we have to come and take a look.’ 

 They didn’t bother to dust anything in the shop. Not since they’d seen that 

the cigarette racks had been restocked and the till was once again full of cash. 

 ‘Lucky he didn’t want the smokes back,’ said Corkers. 

 ‘Fucking uniform pricks,’ said Andrews. He then went on to tell Corkers all 

about Badger and how he was just as much despised as Harris. ‘… I’ll betcha a 

million I know what happened to those cigarettes,’ he finished. 

 ‘There’s a lot of people you don’t like?’ 

 ‘Not everyone, just the fucking pricks.’ 

 The courtesy tour of their CI area continued as they travelled south towards 

Bayside. ‘Bayside’s area now, but still our CI Division. It’s only a sixteen hour 

station but there’s some good operators; and some fucking pricks. Joe Gilmore’s the 

boss, he’s not a bad bloke. There’s a couple of sergeants, Ray Gleeson, remember 

him, used to be an instructor at Bonehead, he’s one of the sergeants. 

 ‘But if you want it, there’s plenty of work to be done around here. Lot of good 

crooks knock around Bayside because of the cheaper housing and bloody flats. 

Mate, some of these streets and that’s all that’s in ’em—flats.’ 

 ‘Yeah, I hear it’s got a bit of a reputation.’ 

 ‘Too bloody right, mate. People reckon this area is not real busy, but mate, 

it’s a hell of a lot busier than Cheltenham. And there’s been months when we get 

better arrest figures than the guys from Frankston. Personally, I reckon Frankston’s 

overrated.’  

 They crossed back over the train lines to the beach side, took a quick right 

behind the shops and pulled up outside the Bayside Police Station.  

 ‘We’ll call in and say hello.’ 

 The Bayside Police Station was smaller but nowhere near as big an eyesore 

as Kingston. The sandstone matched and suited the area and what caught Corkers’ 
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attention more than a stripper with a banana was the police badge etched into the 

round window facing the street. He’d never seen anything as impressive before and 

probably never would again. 

 ‘This is where they reckon the gun that was used to murder Barbey was 

stolen from.’ 

 ‘Any truth in that?’ asked Corkers. 

 Andrews curled his hand like he was grasping an invisible rod, then 

motioned it from the end of his nose, back and forth, bending at the elbow. ‘Fuck 

nose,’ he said. 

 Stuck to the front window was a cardboard clock with moveable red hands: 

“Police will not be in attendance until … If you require urgent police attention, ring 

D24 on 000.” Walking up the steps, the detectives entered the small foyer, a quick 

left and they were in the police station. Sergeant Gleeson was at a desk behind the 

counter. 

 ‘G’day, workers,’ said Andrews. ‘Just come to show our new detective 

around.’ 

 Gleeson got up and shook hands and introduced himself. Corkers didn’t 

recognise him from his Detective Training School, known as Bonehead, but that 

didn’t matter. Gleeson walked the two detectives around the small police station, 

introducing Corkers to whoever was there, which at that time included the senior 

sergeant, Senior Constable Stuart Scott and Constable Trisha O’Grady. 

 ‘O’Grady, seen your name around a bit,’ said Corkers to the policewoman 

who was short and had a set of deep dimples. 

 ‘On the glass truck?’ 

 And she had real white teeth. 

 ‘Yeah, we just tigged a job and they were there. Related?’ 

 ‘He’s me uncle. He looks after the police pretty good. If ever you need any 

glass jobs done. I think I’ve got a few of his cards somewhere.’ She left to rummage 

through her stuff in the female change room, which was rather small but to some 

was still a waste of space considering she was the only girl who worked there. So, 

the other lockers were used to store the station supplies of coffee, tea, sugar and 

biscuits. 

 When offered, Andrews looked at his watch and agreed they could squeeze in 

a coffee. That would give them plenty of time to learn about the troubles at Bayside 

and how they were sick and tired of Kingston complaining about them and that one 

day they hoped to become 24 hour so they could look after their own patch of a 

night time. ‘That’ll stop any more shit like when that bloody gun went missing,’ said 

Gleeson. 

 ‘Did it really get stolen?’ asked Corkers. 
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 The four Bayside police looked at each other, and almost as one they 

shrugged their shoulders. It was like Corkers had been travelling down the highway 

at about 120 and then suddenly turned a corner, slap-bang into a brick wall.  No 

doubt, he thought, the same brick wall IID had struck. He guessed there were three 

possible scenarios with the gun: (1) Someone lost it and the rest were covering for 

the culprit; (2) Someone from Bayside took the gun for whatever reason, maybe 

because they wanted one; or (3) Someone else who had access to the building, 

whether through a spare set of keys or whatever, came in one night when the clock 

said no-one was going to be there for at least eight hours, and took it for whatever 

reason.  

 But, as Gleeson said, the missing gun saga had just about run its death 

until the bikie murder. ‘I’ve tried to get confirmation from my mate in the Hommies,’ 

he said, ‘but they won’t confirm either way whether it was our gun or not. But, they 

did tell me there was an obvious leak down at the Coroner’s Court and it would be 

plugged, sooner or later.’ 

 ‘String him up by his balls I say. All the shit it’s been putting us through. 

That spunk-rat slag Heather Martin’s even been trying get a shot of where the guns 

are kept. I told her what she could do with her camera,’ said Senior Sergeant 

Gilmore. 

 ‘Know a few who wouldn’t mind watching that,’ grinned Andrews. 

 

Peace Piper usually wasn’t out on patrol of a morning shift but with directions to 

show the flag he thought he’d do his bit. But that was all. No-one needed to incite 

trouble. If it was there, it was there, but if it wasn’t you didn’t start it. He and Gus 

Strong cruised up to Mac’s Tyres and were planning to grab a few rego numbers for 

a bit of intelligence gathering until: Heather bloody Martin.  

 The eight foot cyclone fence was locked shut with two padlocks and a one 

inch think chain. But that didn’t stop the well groomed reporter from trying to 

squeeze as much of her girl bits into the yard as possible. But the only success she 

seemed to be having was in attracting the two guard dogs. The small group of bikers 

standing near the roller door were quietly amused, but none was making a move 

towards her. When they saw the police car they forgot the woman and moved inside, 

roller door coming down like a finger-flicked mussell shell. 

 ‘Big load of shit, ain’t it?’ said Strongy. ‘If that prick hadn’t been murdered 

with an alleged police gun, Ms Martin wouldn’t be here. Just typical though, Tony 

Pedigrew has to send a woman down here to do his dirty work for him. Probably too 

gutless to come anywhere near the bikies.’ 

 ‘Don’t blame him, really.’ 

 ‘Mate, they’re like snakes. They won’t bite unless you step on them.’ 
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 The police drove on as Heather Martin again tried to get someone’s attention. 

She turned to her cameraman. ‘Just give it a few minutes more, someone might 

come soon.’ 

 ‘She’s cool, Ms Martin,’ said the cameraman. ‘I’ve got a few shots of the 

outside and the motor bikes. Even managed to get those two guys in the front office.’ 

 ‘Well, I suppose it’ll be enough to put a story together. I told Tony it’d be a 

really good thing to play on this bikie versus the cops thing.’ 

 ‘Really out to stir up trouble this time,’ said the cameraman. 

 ‘I think it’s just a continuation of the police shootings stuff. Even without 

police involvement, people are getting killed with police guns. You know that three of 

the last five shootings involved raids on premises. I don’t care whose rules we play 

under, that’s just not good enough.’ 

 ‘Ms Martin, you really believe in this shit, don’t you?’  

 ‘I believe I know where my paycheck is coming from. What about you? Quick! 

Quick!’ she suddenly burst, turning back towards Mac’s Tyres. ‘The roller door’s 

coming up.’ 

 


