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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

 

Thursday night and Badger thought it was about time young Wally worked the 

truck. The divisional van was what most street police wanted to do. Being a uniform 

copper on a station and not working the van was like having roast pork without the 

crackling. The van was where the action was. Staying inside or driving around with 

the sergeant were no different from laying a kiss on your sister. Wallace had a soft 

spot for his sisters but that didn’t mean he wanted to put his arms around the 

shoulders and let his tongue do the walking. 

 That settled, Badger then had to decide who would get the job of showing 

young Wally the ropes. It would be safer for the community if Dave Gully stayed 

indoors for a night and out of harm’s way and although Badger didn’t mind Chicken 

he also didn’t like sharing the same confined space with him for eight hours. He 

could trust him not to lead young Wally astray. 

 When Chicken rocked up and said hello without a hint of alcohol on his 

breath, Wallace thought he could be in for a good night’s work. He signed out the 

equipment and started a running sheet.  

 Chicken came over. ‘You got a licence?’ he asked. 

 ‘Yep,’ answered Wallace. 

 ‘Good. You can drive.’ 

 Wallace closed his clipboard and handed the running sheet over. He was 

about to hop on that talking motor bike at the showgrounds. He was four years old 

when his father had first lifted him up there for a photo. It’s blue lights flashed, 

siren wailed, and then a voice from the radio: “I hope you’ve been a good citizen.” 

Young Peter’s eyes opened wide with excitement. And like a natural he grabbed at 

the radio and answered, “Yes, sir!” And every year after that he’d always answer, 

“I’m still a good citizen, sir.” 

 This time he sat behind the wheel and watched Chicken grab the radio, 

‘Kingston 311,’ he said. 

 The operator answered almost straight away.  Wallace opened and closed his 

eyes. He could feel the grip of the motorbike in his hands. And he was still a good 

citizen. 

 After signing on and hanging the microphone back to its clip on the console, 

Chicken turned to Wallace and said, ‘Okay, where to first?’ 

 Wallace came back from the showgrounds. No longer could he hear the voice 

from the bike, now it was the voice of the driving instructor, telling him to always 

know the vehicle he was about to drive. ‘Should I, you know, should I do the safety 

check first?’ he asked. 
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 Not a bullshit question because there was nothing Chicken hated more than 

a trainee who wanted to do everything without asking, except maybe for Badger who 

he now hated as much as his wife. ‘You always check for damage, petrol and make 

sure the blue lights and siren work. And this might sound stupid, but always take a 

squiz in the back. I remember one time when I opened up the back and there was 

this bloody pram that the morning shift had found. You could imagine what would 

have happened if I’d needed to lock up a crook and there was a friggin’ pram in the 

back of the truck. So I got the fucker out and left it on the roof of car belonging to 

the dickhead who left it in there. He never did it again.’ 

 Wallace reached for the door handle. He hadn’t checked anything. 

 ‘It’s okay for today,’ said Chicken, ‘Just file it away for next time.’ He 

activated the lights and gave the siren a quick burst.  

 Wallace adjusted his seat, clicked on the seat belt and turned the key. The 

Holden van rocked as the engine turned over. It’d be okay. Badger had told him that 

if you followed every police procedure there’d be no time for doing police work. 

‘Where should I go?’ he asked. Nervous but confident. He found the voice he had the 

day he told the reporters what they could and couldn’t do. 

 ‘How about the bikies in Governor Road first. Their wake tonight. Know 

which way to go?’ 

 Wallace had just been asked which ferry to catch from Circular Quay to 

Manly and he’d never crossed the Murray in his life. Chicken was quick to 

acknowledge and gave the directions. Wallace nodded. It was like he’d swallowed a 

sparrow and its feathers were tickling as it tried to find its way out. A different 

feeling from the one he’d had that morning, when the sparrow was more like an 

albatross. And even though he was sure everything inside his belly would stay there, 

it still felt strange, the first time actually driving a police car. He sat tall in the seat, 

vigilant for anything and everything.  

 Less than five minutes later and they were driving past Mac’s Tyres. Chicken 

told him to slow down, so they could crawl by, just to have a look. Apart from a 

security light, the place was in darkness. Only one car in the yard, roller door down, 

no vehicles in the street. 

 Chicken flicked on the outside spot-lights. Wallace pressed the brakes when 

the light on his side illuminated halfway up the Mac’s Tyres sign on the wall of the 

workshop. He wound the window down and adjusted the beam to about head 

height. Slowly off brakes, letting the auto take the van forward. Neither policeman 

saw the Devil’s Eagle duck out of the office window when he spied the cops out the 

front. 

 The guard dogs rushed the cyclone fence, barking and growling. Chicken 

grabbed the P.A. and gave a woof and a bark back, sounding like a beagle that hung 
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around the gym too much. Wallace put his foot on the accelerator, driving by before 

… Well, just because.  

 Chicken was laughing. ‘The dogs, they hate it,’ he said. ‘Might as well keep 

going straight ahead and I’ll show you the back-blocks. Always a good spot for 

dumping hot cars out there.’ 

 

If they’d been half an hour earlier, they would have seen the work van and F-100 

leaving Mac’s Tyres. One going to the Monash Hospital with a rather pissed off Fat 

Henry and the other heading north, with a just as pissed off Pony Tail and two other 

Devil’s Eagles whose job it was to make sure he got there.  

 Fat Henry and Tigger made it to the hospital and were waiting for a bit more 

attention than, “Are you feeling alright, sir; would you like to lie down, sir; and have 

you got any private health cover, sir?” Tigger sat in the large, open space for waiting, 

watching TV and reading women’s trashy magazines while Fat Henry took the offer 

of a lie down on a hospital trolley in emergency, pressing down on the white 

bandage he’d been told to keep on the wound until he could be stitched. Being a 

Thursday night, with a temperature of 23º, sunny after early showers, they weren’t 

the only ones waiting. No matter how many clinics there were and how much private 

health cover people had, when they wanted treatment after the shops had shut 

they’d still go to the nearest public hospital. This made them excellent places for 

catching up on sleep, drinking cheap, watery machine coffee, or getting your mind 

thinking that perhaps you weren’t really sick after all. And the only way of jumping 

the queue was to (a) arrive in the back of an ambulance, (b) have a heart attack, or 

(c) be younger than five. 

 Fat Henry was (d) none of the above. About an hour before a doctor came 

and saw him, the three Devil’s Eagles heading over the Yarra found themselves side-

tracked and calling into the Prince Albert for a few more drinks. The adrenalin and 

rush of pain had fought with the alcohol in Pony Tail’s system and that was 

somehow not how he wanted to feel. The passenger also reckoned he needed more of 

a top-up and the driver’s liver was screaming to join them but he wasn’t too 

confident driving anything with more than two wheels. So, it was mutually decided 

he wouldn’t drink as much, but he wouldn’t be drinking soda water either. 

 

‘See this corner here?’ said Chicken. ‘This is the one where the van came to grief the 

other night.’ 

 Wallace slowed as he drove through the roundabout. It could have been any 

location in the country. A tingle shot up his spine, like someone had dropped an ice 

cube down his back. Chicken lit a cigarette, and unlike Badger, wound the window 
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down to let out the passive smoke. The flicked ash also went out the gap, and not 

over his uniform. 

 ‘Jodie’s in a coma, you know,’ said Wallace. 

 Chicken was looking out the window, at nothing in particular because there 

was nothing there except for a few cows and trees that he couldn’t see anyway. ‘Do a 

U-turn up here somewhere, this ain’t our area anymore.’ 

 Wallace checked his mirrors and pulled to the gravel shoulder on the left, 

then turned the van around. It just made the turn, front wheels mounting the 

opposite shoulder and almost going down the ditch that acted as a drain. ‘I went 

there this morning, to try and see her, but I couldn’t get in.’ 

 ‘Turn right at the roundabout, we’ll go check McDonalds.’ 

 Chicken hadn’t even acknowledged Jodie. Wallace didn’t press the subject. 

He drove through the accident scene for the second time, not bothering to slow and 

no-one dropped any more ice down his back. He’d braced himself, waiting for it, but 

nothing came. He saw the black tyre marks on the concrete edge of the roundabout, 

the gouge marks in the bitumen. Too dark to see any blood on the road. Maybe 

Chicken had seen some out his window? 

 ‘Fucking cigarettes,’ said Chicken. ‘Hate it when the smoke gets in your eyes. 

Makes them water and sting something shocking.’ 

 ‘I don’t smoke,’ said Wallace.  


