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No hard feelings, mate

RECENTLY I had a first-hand experi-
ence which brought home to me what
the law and order campaign ought to
be about. I had been out visiting at
Petersham with a male companion and
had parked my car on Parramatta
Road. At about 12.30 a.m. we were
walking back to the car and passed the
usual collection of Australian youths
standing on the footpath after their
Saturday night out. They were well
dressed, neither long-haired nor leather-
jacketed, and we paid little attention
to them. When getting into the car,
however, we were hailed by two of
them who asked if we knew the way
to Petersham. I replied that I thought
that we were already at Petersham. By
this time they had arrived at the car,
one standing beside it on the footpath,
the other standing on the road on the
driver’'s side. My friend was already
seated inside and 1 was standing by
the open driver’s door, car keys in my
hand. The ensuing conversation went
approximately as follows:

“Will you give us a lift to Peter-
sham?”

“But we are already at Petersham!”

“Why won’t you give us a lift
eh?”

At this stage my slow-witted mind
got an inkling of what could be in
the air, and I started to get into the
car (unfortunately, as it turned out,
a very low-slung model), muttering
something about having to go.

The sequence of events that followed
are muddled in my mind, but I have
pieced together what I can. The fellow
on the footpath took a flying dive
across the car and hit me full in the
face with his clenched fist. My com-
panion attempted to get out of the car
but was met with a fist in the face
from the youth who had been talking
to me. I would like to report that I
rose up and in the best manner beat
the rotter to the ground, but that,
unfortunately, is far from the truth.
I am not as young as I used to be; I
certainly had not mentally “girded my
loins” for battle; and I had just received
a blow that sent me to the ground. My
right eye was already closed and
bloodied by the time I came to grips
with my assailant again. Our battle was
brief and the end bitter; a few blows
exchanged and then me lying in the
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cutter, effectively out of action in a
licadlock. Conversation was resumed:

“I've got you now, haven't 1?”

\-Unll!)

“Call it quits, eh?”

SiLTn_lill

“No hard feelings, mate?
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What else can one say when one’s
face is pressed into the asphalt?

By this time the rest of their group
had gathered round, and my com-
panion, his nose broken and bleeding
profusely, and his eyes blackened and
closing fast, arrived. He informed me
later that the question was discussed
(by several pleasant-faced Australian
hoys who one day could quite well end
up marrying your daughters) as to
whether I should get an extra one in
the face, or even a kick, just to finish
things off. However, my own adversary,
generous after his personal victory,
clected to let me go as it was,

We drove off to find the police, In
a suburb you don’t know, having just
heen beaten up, and with a person
heside you who is badly injured and
bleeding, driving along looking for
a policeman or a police station
assumes a nightmare quality. Eventually
we found a police wagon and 1
stopped and reported to them what had
happened. However, they were busy,
and they told me that I would have
to go to the police station to report it.
No question of them using their two-
way radio and getting any help to us
or of getting a police car or wagon
back to the scene of the crime. No, sir!
And where was the police station?
“Follow this road to the next set of
lights, then turn right, then second on
the left, then about half a mile along.
You can’t miss it!” or words to that
effect. If you ever find yourself in the
condition I was in at that stage and
vou then receive similar instructions
from the guardians of the law when
you report an accident, you will prob-
ably do what I did — thank them
politely, get in your car, and drive to
the hospital.

In the event, I drove to the Prince
of Wales Hospital at Randwick. At
least I knew exactly where it was, and
I doubted that it would be very busy.
We received prompt attention from the
staff there. Within 60 seconds of our
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