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 This is a story of suburban survival. It involves drugs, 
vandalism, alcohol and a neighbourhood under siege. This sorry 
saga began several months ago in my quiet tree-lined street. So 
quiet is this neighbourhood, the kids have accused me of dragging 
them to live in a suburb that could double as a morgue weekdays. 
Local entertainment reaches its frenzied peak on the weekend 
when everyone pushes out their wheelie bins.  

Even in this suburban backwater, we’d experienced some 
vandalism over the years. A bent car aerial here. A nicked 
wheelbarrow there. Neighbourhood Watch works in my street. 
There’s nothing else to do, I guess. We’ve caught a burglar. I saw 
this guy in a tracksuit and did nothing. I probably waved. Idjut! He 
was, in burglar speak, casing the joint. Another more alert citizen 
saw him walking out of a neighbour’s house carrying a TV. She 
called the police. And they nabbed him. 
 So we feel quite smug here-abouts. Then it began, the 
persistent vandalism of cars. Windscreen wiper blades were being 
stolen. Time and again. Titterings of anger and frustration could be 
heard in households up and down the street.  
 Drunken yobbos were blamed as were druggies. Or could it 
be the new neighbours. They looked a bit iffy and had raucous 
parties. Tempers were on edge. One neighbour lost eight 
windscreen wiper blades. They installed video surveillance 
equipment to catch the vandals. 
 Then one night I saw the vandals in action. I had to go back 
in the house and have another drink to make sure I wasn’t seeing 
things. The vandals were a pair of crows. Or, as an informed 
neighbourhood explained, Australian Ravens.  
 And there was a real ritual involved in the windscreen wiper 
blade hoist. First, the crows sat on the side rear view mirrors, bent 
over and admired their reflections. They hopped around the car 
bonnet performing a stylised square dance. Then one crow 
grabbed hold of the rubber blade and ripped it out of the wiper 
socket and they took off. 
 I have since found out that crows are pretty smart birds. 
They sometimes feed with flocks of cockatoos. But if a cuckatoo 
gets in their road they have been observed pulling the cockies tale 



feathers. And boy! Do the cockies squawk. But it works. Cockies 
leave crows alone. Crows are obviously the bikies of the bird-world. 
 One neighbour has been feeding a crow at a local childcare 
centre. It knows the exact time of the kiddies morning and 
afternoon teas. If they’re running late it taps on the kitchen window. 
Someone yells ‘Bloody hell! It’s Russell again!’  And he puts on a 
performance too, until he’s fed. This Russell Crow would win an 
Oscar. 
 Meanwhile, back in my street the humans are trying to out 
smart the crows. You see cars parked in the street with 
windscreen wipers wrapped in supermarket bags and tea towels. 
But there is always some innocent who parks in the danger zone. 
And the crows attack. 
  I can’t help admiring the crows. They have found the chink 
in our armour, the weak point in our metal cocoons: our 
windscreen wiper blades. Maybe they are renovating their nests 
and like to sleep on rubber mattresses. Or, maybe, they’re into 
some sort of kinky crow sex involving latex. I suspect it’s just a 
game and so far the crows are winning. They’re annoying the hell 
out of the humans. 

 It just dawned on me a week or so ago, however, that the 
car vandal crows had disappeared. They’d flown off to warmer 
clines, I guess. I can just picture them wearing sunglasses sitting 
on deck chairs at Surfers. Maybe they’ll retire up there. Or maybe, 
one day, a cry will echo across the neighbourhood ‘They’re back’.  
 


