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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

 

At the same time Peter Wallace was juggling a bowl of pasta in front of the TV, the 

lady who lived two doors from the Diabloes found what she thought was her pet cat 

on the bonnet of her white Datsun Bluebird. The little collar and bell belonged to her 

Tiddles, and the fur looked like hers, but she’d never seen her cat’s guts before. She 

wanted to cry but nothing could make its way out. Her tongue moved back and 

forth, choking against her tonsils. Tiddles was barely buriable, and it had to be 

because she’d rung the police. It had to be those bikies. She’d told the police not to 

let them know she was the one. They must have told. They couldn’t have known 

otherwise. No-one else would have done that to her cat. And they just kept that 

music going and going, and she just had to keep ringing until it stopped. Didn’t 

anyone care anymore?  

 She gathered what was left of Tiddles and put her in a fruit box. Inside she 

caught a glimpse of the TV. Speak the Truth. She’d sent in fifteen coupons voting 

Tony Pedigrew for the Gold Logie. She stopped and listened as he invited callers for 

his live-to-air talk-back segment. He would listen. He would care. 

 Wallace was twirling some fettuccine when Pedigrew came back from the ad 

break with his first caller: 

 ‘Yes, you’re live on air,’ said Pedigrew. He was casual in his chair. One elbow 

on the desk, pen in hand as he jotted things on a pad. His other hand on his hip, 

suit coat open. His stare into the camera had been known to make grown women cry 

and grown men rise with anger. 

 From the other end of the studio telephone came the crackling voice of a 

lady. ‘I don't want to give my name or anything,’ she said. 

 ‘That’s fine,’ said Pedigrew. I don’t have any problems with anonymity. But 

obviously there is something that is troubling you enough to keep your identity a 

secret.’ 

 ‘I was watching the show last night, like I always do, and I saw you had that 

Chief Commissioner on …’ 

 ‘That’ll be Assistant Commissioner Robin Goodfellow, in charge of the Police 

Internal Investigations Department,’ assisted Pedigrew.  

 ‘Yes, well, he was saying that the police are trying their best to kerb their 

problems with shootings and motor cycle gangs and things. But Mr Pedigrew, I 

really don’t know how truthful they are.’ 

 ‘You have a specific problem?’ 

 ‘I don’t want to say where I live. I’m so scared.’ 

 ‘Please, go on, I’m here to help.’ 
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 The camera zoomed in for a close-up of Pedigrew’s eyes. A lady with a dead 

cat in a box felt like crying when she saw his face on the ghosting screen. 

 ‘I rang the police last night and it took them what seemed like hours to turn 

up. And I asked them not to tell who rung, but they did. I’m sure of it. I don’t know 

who to trust now.’ 

 ‘You try and relax, and remember, you can trust me. So, what caused you to 

ring the police last night?’ 

 ‘Thankyou, Mr Pedigrew, I just didn’t know what to … I just had to talk to 

someone. You see, I live near some of those motor cycle people you were talking 

about, and, well, they were having a party and I wanted it stopped. It was a 

Wednesday night. And, well, I rang the police three times before the musice 

stopped.’ 

 ‘What police station?’ 

 ‘I don’t want to say.’ 

 ‘So, you think I am right when I was questioning the Assistant Commissioner 

about the credibility of the police to sort their problems when they can’t even 

respond to something as simple as turning the noise down at a party?’ 

 ‘But that’s not all. The worst, oh, I don’t know how to say it … I’m just so …’ 

 ‘That’s all right, take your time.’ 

 ‘It’s just that, well, this evening I went outside and found my Tiddles had 

been killed and dumped on the bonnet of my car. She was such a lovely cat, a 

beautiful companion and friend. I don’t want to ring the police because I don’t think 

they’d care. I’m so scared, Mr Pedigrew.’  

 Pedigrew could hardly hide his emotion. This was the kind of stuff he loved, 

not because he felt some empathy with the caller, but because his viewers did. And 

he was the link-man. Tony Pedigrew was the one who brought the real problems of 

the world to the fore. He was the one who would fight for the common man. And 

that’s what he’d argued with the network when he first suggested that talk-back TV 

could work. He swivelled to face the camera with the red light on. He stared hard 

into the lens. ‘Melbourne, I said it last night, and I’ll say it again, and I’ll keep on 

saying it until something is done: who are keeping our streets safe? Over the last 

eighteen months we’ve had eight incidents where the police have shot and killed 

people who have not had the opportunity to defend themselves in a court of law, and 

then, over this last week, we’ve had a member of an outlaw motor cycle gang shot, 

execution style, with a police firearm that went missing from the Bayside Police 

Station. A police chase that went wrong, with the death of one police member and 

seriously injuring another, and now, tonight, I get a phone call from a poor lady, an 

innocent victim of police bumbling, too scared to come out because the police aren’t 

there to keep her safe. 
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 ‘More after this break, when we return with a special report from Heather 

Martin who was at the funeral of the executed Robert Gordon Charles Barbey earlier 

today.’ 

 The camera shot of Pedigrew faded to a brief preview of Heather Martin’s 

special report. There was a helicopter shot from above the Kingston beach, zooming 

in on the eagle and skull on the rear of Bulldog Bob’s jacket; then a formation ride of 

bikers leaving the funeral; followed by a small group of large, bearded bikers 

standing near the roller door at Mac’s Tyres. The clipped sequence closed with a 

close up of the saliva dripping teeth of a guard dog. Wallace pushed his pasta aside, 

spots of sauce still hugging the surface of the plate. He usually used a piece of bread 

to soak up whatever the fork couldn’t get, but not tonight. 

 ‘Didn’t you get enough sleep?’ his mother asked. 

 Wallace hadn’t been planning to lose his stomach all over the red line, nor 

would he be telling anyone either. The hospital staff had been good, letting him lie 

down for a while, and a doctor took a quick look, putting it down to tiredness. The 

diagnosis suited Wallace’s needs. 

 ‘No, I’m okay,’ he mumbled. 

 ‘You’re not having second thoughts about being a policeman, are you?’ 

 Wallace thought of being back at the Alfred, sitting in the corridor. Red line 

neatly dividing everything. Wondering which side of the line he wanted to sit. Where 

his mother had sat, when suddenly one night she said she had to go out and left 

nine year old Peter and two younger sisters with their aunt. Had his father been 

killed instantly, like Spud Murphy, or had he lingered, tubes and things shoved into 

his nose and arms, connected to stuff in bottles and electronic machines that would 

beep every now and again, just to let you know that there was still some life in 

there? He put his hand in his pocket. Superintendent Rich’s card. ‘Mum,’ he said, 

‘you know that all I’ve ever wanted was to be a policeman and well, now I’ve finally 

made it, you really think I wouldn’t like it?’ 

 ‘It’s just so dangerous, though.’ 

 He glanced across at Megan. He’d been a year younger than she was now 

when told about the death of his father. ‘I think it’s only as dangerous as you let it,’ 

he said. 

 

The sun had gone from the sky and the mourners not yet gone from Mac’s Tyres 

were planning to either stay for the night or to head off, sticking to the side streets, 

avoiding booze buses and traffic cops eager for a booking or two. Most of the 

southern chapter were staying, like they had the night they heard of Bulldog’s 

demise. Squeak took over the watch on the proviso he could take a bottle of bourbon 
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for company. Razor agreed, on the proviso he didn’t fall asleep or fuck up, and if he 

did, well there’d be no more provisos for Squeak. 

 Fat Henry was swigging from a bottle of ouzo his ol’ lady brought with her. 

She left about an hour ago, preferring to get home rather than sleep on the floor. 

She did, as she’d said, have a real job in a real office to get to the next day. But Fat 

Henry wasn’t going nowhere.  

 ‘That fucking Bulldog, he was a great bloke, wasn’t he?’ slurred some biker 

from the northern chapter, talking to anyone who wanted to listen. Fat Henry was 

the closest. 

 They were in the workshop, near one of the wheel balancing machines. 

Beside it was a bin of water used for cooling brake pads and welding rods. Fat Henry 

lifted his bottle of clear liquor and took several gulps. ‘How well did you know him?’ 

he asked. Fat Henry was not falling over drunk, but his skin was beginning to 

numb. The doctor had told him there wasn’t much he could do until he got the tests 

back. 

 The guy, who he didn’t know, was keeping himself upright with the help of 

the wheel balancer. ‘How well did you fucking know him?’ He didn’t know Fat Henry 

either and had passed the numb stage about six beers back. 

 Fat Henry walked over. ‘Let me tell you something, Bulldog Bob was not the 

fucking legend like everyone reckons. He didn’t give a shit about the Devil’s Eagles.’ 

 The guy pushed himself from the piece of orange machinery. ‘You fucking, 

lying fat cunt. I’m gonna fucking kill you for that. Bulldog Bob was a fucking legend!’ 

 Like slaters from beneath an unearthed rock, several Devil’s Eagles emerged 

from the clubrooms. They stopped, seeing Fat Henry being rushed at by the 

northern chapter guy. Fat Henry grabbed him, both falling backwards to the bin of 

water. Grunts, yelps, groans—inaudible anger except for the occasional: ‘Fucking 

cunt!’ 

 Fat Henry grabbed a handful of the other guy’s long pony tail and pulled it 

back, stretching his pock-marked face, the barbed wire tattoo around his neck 

exposed above his black Harley T-shirt. Pony Tail’s teeth and eyes were clenched 

with pain and anger, he lashed out with a riding boot, collecting Fat Henry where he 

least wanted to be collected. As Fat Henry took three or four steps back the 

watching mob grew in number and the cheering increased. Most were on Fat 

Henry’s side. The local hero. 

 They watched as Pony Tail again ran at Fat Henry. The two bikers fell to the 

ground. Fat Henry copped a fist in the face, again and again. He had weight and 

sobriety on his side and he grabbed Pony Tail, rolling him to the ground. Fat Henry 

clambered to his feet, puffing, face hurting, he beckoned the other guy to get up and 

greet him.  
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 With gritted teeth, he took the challenge. And the cheering crowd stood 

stunned when they saw him pull a knife and rush at Fat Henry, collecting him in 

the side. Before he had the opportunity to stick him again they jumped him. Pulling 

him back, holding his arms. Four others were doing likewise to Fat Henry. 

 ‘What the fuck …!’ said Razor. 

 Both bikers were struggling, blood seeping through Fat Henry’s shirt. The 

dogs were on the other side of the roller door, barking, scratching at the ridged 

metal. Doors banging as they jumped against them. 

 The cheering quietened when the bikers not engaged in holding anyone back 

were pushed aside like the grass from the swish of a machete as Razor, joined by 

Spider, moved through them. Tigger was at the front, tears in his eyes. 

 ‘I’ll fucken kill him!’ yelled Fat Henry. ‘He’s stabbed me, the weak fucker!’ 

 ‘You and fucking whose—’  

 Nothing more could come out as Pony Tail lurched from Spider’s right boot to 

the soft spot just below his bottom rib. His breath had gone, and so had most of the 

fight inside him as he moaned, curled on the concrete floor. 

 ‘What’s all this shit about, Fats?’ asked Razor.  

 Fat Henry was calming. Blood coming freely from the wound in his guts, 

staining his shirt. The more he struggled, the more he bled. ‘I’m alright,’ he said, 

puffing. 

 Those holding Fat Henry looked for some kind of yes or no from Razor. He 

was stone faced, there was no emotion, but they still loosened their grip. Fat Henry 

was at least one of their own. 

 Pony Tail got to his hands and knees like a dog. He might have been drunk 

and angry and just stabbed someone in the guts, but he also realised he was the 

only northern chapter Devil’s Eagle left at the wake. 

 Razor got up real close to Fat Henry, so he could hear his breathing, feel it 

against his cheek. Fat Henry was holding at his side, wincing from the wound in his 

guts. He could slide his finger into the hole, it wasn’t too deep.  

 ‘I’ll ask you again, Fats, what’s all this shit about?’ 

 Before Fat Henry had a chance to answer, the guy on the ground spoke up. 

He wasn’t going to cop the blame for defending a Devil’s Eagle. He wasn’t the one 

who’d been slagging off at their dead brother. ‘He said Bulldog Bob was a piece of 

shit who didn’t give a rats about the Devil’s Eagles.’ 

 Tigger rushed to stand between Fat Henry and whoever else wanted to have a 

go. ‘It wasn’t Fat Henry’s fault, the doctor reckons he’s got cancer!’ 

 There was a stunned silence. The only noise now coming from the juke-box 

inside and the dogs at the roller door. 

 ‘That right?’ asked Razor, breaking the silence. 
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 ‘That’s got nothing to do with anything,’ answered Fat Henry. He then 

whispered, wanting it for Razor’s ears only. ‘You know Bulldog was a louse. 

Whatever happened, he got himself killed. The Diabloes had fuck all to do with it 

and you know it.’ 

 Razor said nothing. He swallowed hard, then with a quick flick of his wrist he 

slammed Fat Henry’s head into the bin of water. ‘Just cool off, Fats! We don't need 

this kind of shit.’ 

 Everyone heard that. 

 Razor panned the workshop, eyes settling on Tigger. ‘Get one of the work 

vans and take Fat Henry to the hospital. Take him to the Monash, it’s not as far as 

the Frankston and less cops on the way.’ He then stepped towards the other guy. 

‘Chappy still President of the northern chapter?’ 

 Pony Tail nodded. 

 ‘Right, I’ll sort this with him later. But for now, I reckon it’d be in your best 

interests to head back over your side of the Yarra.’ 

 Two Devil’s Eagles from the western chapter were still there and they 

volunteered to drive him back. They’d collect their bikes another day, just so long as 

they could borrow a car. Razor told them to grab a set of keys for one of the break-

down F-100s. 

 Razor then put his arm around Spider and the next closest Devil’s Eagle, 

‘Come on brothers, there’s still some piss to be drunk.’  


