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Chronicles of a Country Cop 
- Part One – 

Tony Vercoe 

His small, steel-grey eyes darted over his reflection. His tie was 
equidistant from each of his breast pockets; the pleats on his trouser 
legs were perfectly aligned to his twin reflections looking up at him from 
the toes of his boots. The parting in his hair was straight with 
mathematical precision.  

 William Jefferies pulled on his hat so firmly that the brim nearly 
touched the bridge of his nose. On the chequered hatband, the 
badge he had spent forty minutes polishing, did more than announce 
his new station – it thundered it.   

 Broken Hill, 1971. Heat, dust, and sweat. A cacophony of cicadas 
and locusts and flies in such abundance and with such tenacity they 
drove a man to distraction. 

Jefferies watched the flock through the dusty windscreen. It was 
a single formless organism with uncountable bleating heads and a 
cloud of red dust and fleeing insects where the organism’s legs ought 
to have been. The men in faded blueys with flexing sinewy muscles of 
knotted rope had given the policemen a glance of steel and 
continued about their business. They were losing their battle with the 
organism. It had no intention of getting on the truck.  

 On paper Jefferies’ offsider was his superior, but Jefferies thought 
his appearance would suggest otherwise. Barry ‘just call me Baz’ 
McCracken’s shirtsleeves were rolled haphazardly midway up his 
forearms; his top button was open with his tie loosened. His parting 
looked as though it had been arranged with a shrimp fork.  

McCracken was using his police-issue note pad and pencil to 
depict the scene before them with a sort of detached whimsy. Jefferies 
did a poor job of disguising his disapproval.  

 “What is it, Bill?” asked McCracken, with a tone that suggested 
he didn’t really care. “Just tell me what’s on your mind.” He held his 
tongue just so to capture a particularly difficult part of the scene.  

 “Nothing on my mind,” Jefferies said.  
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 “You sure?” McCracken held up the pencil as a measuring 
gauge. 

 “I’m sure.”  

McCracken nodded, licked the end of the pencil, finished a little 
of the detailing and slammed the pad shut. “Right,” he said. “Let’s give 
them a hand.” And he was gone.  

Jefferies looked at his spit-polished boots before opening the 
door. 

Ninety minutes later, the flock was in the truck with its plethora of 
stupid, slotted eyes lolling behind timber slats. McCracken and the 
three taciturn men enjoyed coolish beers while Jefferies, refusing to 
breach protocol, cured the aridity of his tongue with absurdly hot 
water from the boot of the police cruiser. He ignored the bemused 
looks of McCracken and the men in blueys. 

 

The following day Jefferies, in newly spit polished boots, stood 
with McCracken before the Inspector: a tall, thin, bird-like man with 
amblyopia. With the colour draining from his face Jefferies searched for 
a sign which eye he should address. He wasn’t as concerned with the 
lazy eye as he was with the details of his assignment. The crime 
perpetrated would be considered trivial to a city policeman, but out 
here, at the door of Satan’s kitchen, livestock theft was a serious deal. 

Jefferies looked up at the logo of the New South Wales police 
force – the banner in the eagle’s claws taunting him with the words, 
Culpam Poena Premit Comes. It was all he could do to keep from 
retching. Punishment follows closely on guilt.  

Back at the location of the terrible crime, McCracken seemed 
positively gleeful at the situation. “Who’d a thunk it?” He giggled. He 
regarded Jefferies’ grim expression as he scoured the ground for clues 
to the identity of the men in blueys. “Oh come on, Bill. You have to 
admit this is funny.” 

 Jefferies looked at McCracken. “William. My name is William and, 
no, I do not have to admit this is funny! This is a long way from funny” 

“Jesus, man, relax before you hurt yourself. They’ll get picked up 
eventually,” said McCracken. 
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“Will they? Will they?” Jefferies was, indeed, light years from 
relaxed. “They’re probably in another state by now and we helped 
them get there!” 

McCracken pondered Jefferies’ words. “These things happen.” 

Jefferies snapped. “That’s it! You are without a doubt the worst 
policemen I have ever met. You have no respect for the uniform and 
your lackadaisical attitude is unbefitting an officer of the law.”   

“Lackadaisical?” 

“Lackadaisical! You also have no respect for the tools of the 
trade.” 

 “The tools of the – what are you talking about now?” 
McCracken asked, genuinely bewildered. 

“Your police-issue pad and pen.” 

“What about them?” 

“These are vital pieces of police equipment!” To accentuate his 
point, Jefferies marched over and snatched the pad from 
McCracken’s top pocket. McCracken allowed it, even cocking his 
head to one side in anticipation of a great revelation.  

“You use it like the sketch block of an inner city, 
degenerate…“ Jefferies struggled, almost wild-eyed, for the word. 
“Bohemian!”   

The pad flew from his sweaty and landed in the dust several 
metres away. 

McCracken was enjoying Jefferies’ shenanigans. “A Bo - ” 

“A Bohemian. That’s right!” said Jefferies.  

McCracken’s grin broadened until he could contain it no longer. 
The laugh rumbled forth like a locomotive from a tunnel. 

 Jefferies couldn’t even look at him. “Oh, shut up.” He muttered 
and walked over to the pad where it lay open. 

 “Lackadaisical Bohemian!” McCracken bellowed after him. “I’m 
going to enjoy working with you, Billy. You’re like a goddamn, 
whaddaya call it? Thesaurus!” 
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Jefferies wasn’t moving. He was just looking down at the pad. 
After a time he began to smile.  

 

 Two days later Constable William Jefferies and Sergeant Barry 
McCracken were commended for their demonstration of fine police 
work in the apprehension of the livestock thieves. While the Inspector 
was speaking, Jefferies didn’t concern himself too much about which 
eye to look into, in the same way it appeared he hadn’t spent too long 
concerning himself with the straightness of his parting that morning.  

 McCracken and Jefferies sat in the police cruiser, but 
McCracken didn’t turn the engine over. Instead, he took out his note 
pad, flipped it open to the right page, tore it out carefully and handed 
it to Jefferies.  

 “A souvenir,” he said, “of your first big case.” 

 Jefferies took the drawing. To be fair, McCracken wasn’t a bad 
artist. He had captured the essence of the scene: the flock of panicky 
sheep; the postures of the men at work and of particular note, in 
meticulous detail, through the pencilled shading representing the 
cloud of dust – the letters and digits of the truck’s number plate. 

 


