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Dedication

 


To all those people in my life that have made
it worthwhile.












 


 


You make me cry,

 


to show your love for me.

 


You make me scream,

 


so you know I can feel.

 


You make me bruise,

 


to put your mark on me.

 


You make me hide,

 


and no one cares.

 


You make me fear,

 


life doesn't belong to me.

 


You make me bleed,

 


so that I may die.

 


Make me cry.


Prologue

 


He sat alone, looking through the window
into the darkness, the anticipation moving in his stomach like
trapped insects. The later it got, the worse it usually was. The
fear, born of things he had no control over, always made him feel
useless, scared and unloved. He pulled the bed covers tighter
around his shoulders as if looking for some sort of security. There
was no protection, no one looked out for him. He was alone in this,
and he was constantly frightened. It had been going on for as long
as he could remember; the pain never ended, even after it
ended.

The gate squeaked open somewhere outside in
the darkness, fighting against its rusty hinges. The sharp sound of
the latch closing sent a shiver down his spine, fear. He could hear
the footsteps falling on the path outside, the sound of heavy boots
missing every other step as is if the wearer was tripping and
stumbling. Fear was getting closer. Listening for the sound of the
key as it turned in the door lock, he hoped it wouldn’t come. The
inevitable clicking sound causing him to shrink further into the
covers. It was always this sound that preceded it all, fear had
arrived.

“Why the fuck is this bloody house so
cold?” The angry voice echoed in the bare hallway outside his door.
He knew to keep the lights off and pretend to be asleep. “Where the
fuck are you bitch? Why can't you keep a fucking heater
on?”

He heard noises in the room next door
as the walls were paper-thin. She was moving around slowly, woken
from sleep, resigned to her fate. He could hear a song on his
father’s
lips, out of tune and slurred, every time that same bloody
song.

“How was your night
dear?” Her
voice sounded timid and far away.

“What do you care? The house is
fucking freezing, what have you been doing all night?”

“Your tea is in the oven if you want
it.”

“Why would I fucking want it after
it’s dried
out in the oven? It’ll taste like shit. Just put the fucking heater
on.”

The sound of bottles clinking together in
their wooden crate came to him, the familiar fizzing sound followed
as the top was removed. “I'll have to make do with one of these.”
he heard his father say.

“Ok love, I'll go back to bed now if
that's alright? I'm a bit tired.”

The anticipation was making the trapped
insects worse, making him feel slightly sick. Maybe it would be
different tonight.

“Sit down!” The drunken anger in his
father's voice made him jump in the darkness of his room. “Keep me
company; you never talk to me anymore. It makes me feel like you
don't want me.”

Silence… followed by the angry sound
of glass breaking. He heard a chair crashing onto the floor, wood
splintering. “I said sit-the-fuck-down!” His
mother’s
stifled scream signified the beginning. Hiding under his blankets,
he tried not to listen, hands clamped tightly on his ears. If he
couldn’t hear it, it wouldn’t hurt. But the cries came through the
gaps in his fingers and the walls were shuddering with impact. The
noises stirred dark pictures in his head. It was always the
pictures that frightened him more than the noises. He had to see,
if only to block out the ugly pictures.

Crawling out of bed, he opened the
door slowly; the hallway was dark. The only light was coming from
the kitchen, flickering as the bulb swung on its cord. Crying and
swearing, anger and emotion, he watched as it all poured into the
hallway in great big puddles of blood, the surreal images in his
mind distorting the reality. He kept watching, transfixed, as a
shadow fell across the open kitchen door, squeezing his eyes shut
just as the body fell. When he opened them, he saw his mother lying
prone on the floor, her eyes staring into the darkness of the
hallway, into the darkness in his head. Eyes showing only fear and
self-preservation. Her eyes told him it was his turn now; he looked back at a
mother with no love.

He tried to melt back into the darkness
behind him; maybe he will not see. The sound of bottles clinking in
a crate echoed in his head once more, the demon drink; it would
give him a reprieve, if only for a while. Go back to bed, sleep and
then get up in the morning, it will be okay in the morning. He knew
when he got up that song would be on the radio, the same one she
always played. The tune was stuck in his head. Don't cry sissy…
Father hates any sign of weakness.


Chapter One

 


Walking in the cold light of morning he felt
the grass crunching under his bare feet. The air was chilled making
his breath come out in clouds of fog, but the familiar anger was
burning in his stomach keeping him warm against the elements. He
knew it hadn’t started today, but it would end soon enough.

He could not remember much about the first
years of his life. Apparently New Zealand in the 1970's was not an
especially memorable decade, people had just come through the
swinging sixties and were worn out. The beginning of the decade had
seen the Vietnam War in full swing, the country protesting its
small contribution clashing with the police and the Beatles had
broken up, finishing their world domination of popular music.

The end of the decade had seen the Beehive
in Wellington completed and occupied by Government, Air New Zealand
flight 901 crashed into Mt Erebus in Antarctica killing 237 people
and 18 hectares of land slipped 48 meters down the side of a hill
in Abbotsford, Dunedin, destroying 69 homes.

The life people had was a simple affair with
fathers working and mothers at home with the kids. You knew
everyone on the street by first names, often visiting for social
occasions. Fathers competing over the dinner table about who was
earning more or what model Ford Cortina was in the driveway.
Mothers would exchange recipes or swap baby stories, simple things
for simple people. It was the sort of shit; he thought sourly that
you only see on TV, where the real world did not exist, at least
not his. His had been a world of reality, of hard lessons learned
at a very young age, a world of violence, pain, and hurt.

Violence in those days kept itself in-house,
liberal amounts of makeup or simply staying indoors hid the marks
of obedience. Husbands and wives never saying, both for their own
very different reasons, and the police were always too busy with
other things. Alcohol fueled the violence in a new generation of
men with no war to fight, the ugly side of human nature finding its
outlet.

He knew now that violence was the great
leveler, it spread across the social divide, infecting homes of
rich and poor alike, but back then he thought it had been just his
to endure. New Zealand in the 1970's was still trying to throw off
the shackles that bound it to Mother England. Like an emerging
petulant child, the country and its citizens not in total control
of their lives, laws or emotions.

It was into one of these homes that he
was born. He did not choose to be born; he did not choose the life
he had with them. He did not choose to cause any trouble... Of
course, mother should not have seen him as trouble; mother should
have loved him with all her heart. Mother should have been there
for him, in times of pain and hardship, nurturing and caring for
him… as
mothers should.

Closing his eyes against a cold gust of wind
the thoughts turned clumsily over in his head. His only memory of
her was the bitter thought of a useless bitch. She was useless for
choosing father in the first place, selfish, only ever thinking of
herself. She never gave him a second thought. Was that a mother?
When Father was there, she would hardly notice him, spending her
time as far away from father as possible. When his father was not
there, he used to see mother dancing in the lounge room. It was a
pathetic one-sided dance. She would be holding herself, eyes
closed, quietly humming the only tune he remembered, lost within
her own head. The matriarch of a family fractured by fear. In those
moments, he would feel the need to go to her, tell her it was all
right, that he was there, but he was only a child. The first, and
only time he tried, he remembered she had opened her vacant eyes
and stared straight through him like he was not there. He had tried
to speak but the words did not come. Mother had not said anything
either, just turned and walked away, leaving him standing in the
cold emotionless room. A child lost.

Eventually, he could see why his father had
to do what he did, why he punished her. She was not a good mother,
she did not care what happened to him when she went and hid in the
bedroom like a sniveling cow, noises like an animal in pain
emanating from behind the door. She needed telling, repeatedly. It
was the only way.

Things changed when mother hid, it was
then that he had to endure. It was not as if he minded the pain his
father turned on him, it was almost constant, constant enough to be
bearable, if not predictable. It had only cemented his hatred for
the pair of them. He took his beatings like a little man, wearing
the bruises as a badge of honor. But he remembered the fear. At
first, he did not understand the violence his father used, but
then, as he got older, it molded his thinking, wiring his brain. He
had become accustomed to it, his perception turning from disbelief,
then to denial, and finally to hatred. The hatred directed at his
mother for not protecting herself… or him. He had been only young
at the time; his mind had not yet developed enough to understand.
He remembered a strange sort of pleasure and how he felt little
electric shocks with every blow. He had taken pleasure watching
his mother flinch,
trying not to cry out, so he would wait with
anticipation of a night for when father got home, anticipation for
his favorite show. Better than sex, he remembered his father saying
this on one occasion to no one in particular, but there had been no
one else in the room but him.

It was only later as he had gotten older
that he understood the word sex, watching his mother and father in
the bedroom, connecting schoolyard gossip with what he had been
audience to. He had watched mother lying on her back with his
father on top in a drunken rage, holding mother by her arms,
pressing her face sideways into the pillow, pushing himself up and
down in an unnatural rhythm. He had watched his father, hitting
mother on the face, the body, and the other bits that he did not
yet understand. Mother would just lie there and take it, not
fighting back, her eyes on the verge of oblivion, another night
closer to her fate. He had watched often, each time a different
show with the same ending, his young mind taking it all in.

He remembered vividly when it happened
though, that was what had put him here in the cold today. It was
the night when his father had finally bled the boil that he had
spent years trying to lance. The night his father’s version of love climaxed
in such a frenzy that mother was unable to stop herself sliding
into the oblivion that she had for so long been looking into. He
had never been able to forget the defeated grey light in her eyes
slowly fading to nothing. His father, not even aware of the change
in her, had rolled over and gone to sleep. Mother was never to
wake.

The disturbed fascination that of that night
had never left him. In his mind he was still standing and watching
as they had acted out that strange tragedy, in the darkness of the
hallway. They had put everything they had into their last
performances. At the final curtain, he had gone to her, sat with
her. He had felt her skin go from warm to cold and watched her as
her body paled. He knew she had gone. Her final selfish legacy was
leaving this world without a second thought for him as if she did
not care a toss. Mother really was a selfish bitch. The thought
rattled around inside his head, stoking his hatred. She was such a
selfish bitch; she really was a selfish bitch, la la-la- la la. It
was almost a tune to him now; he had been living with it for so
long.

As the rest of that night played out
in his head, the feelings returned, feelings that he knew
intimately now, but did not understand at the time. Feelings that
had gone from sorrow, to rage, to elation, then finally to
disappointment. Disappointment that the life as he knew it was
over. He would never again watch as his father’s performance showed mother
how much he cared. He would no longer feel the intense feelings of
disgust, revulsion and excitement caused by each act of the play,
and would just feel the fear, as mother was no longer there to take
the beatings for him. It was then he had seen that father had not
roused from his drunken slumber….

When he had walked out of the house that
night into what passed for early morning, he remembered feeling
more alive than he had ever been. Mother, father, and that house
were behind him. They were in his past; the house was in his past.
The house that had contained an angry wretched existence between
its rotting four walls had looked very normal from the outside as
he walked away. He marveled at how his young mind had been able to
make him do what he had done. Father had not woken that night, and
never again. He had finally felt safe.

Now he walked slowly, shuffling his feet
along the pavement, enjoying the feel of the rough surface on his
bare soles. Inconspicuous in the fact that he was just any other
man, down on his luck, with a lightly shabby appearance and a smell
of the unwashed. The way I look right now, I will fit right in, he
thought to himself. There is no need to court any suspicious looks.
I need to do this without distraction.

He had been watching her over the last few
weeks in preparation, that had been his primary purpose, but he had
also watched the local people with interest as well. He could not
help it, he liked to watch people, imagine a life for them. It
helped him, to imagine others suffering as he had. A mix of the
unemployable and students, he had found, now populated the area. It
was a social experiment if ever he had seen one, but then maybe his
purpose fitted that description as well. It was an experiment after
all, but it would not be social…

He still hated this place though, the sooner
he did what he had to, the sooner he would move on, physically and
emotionally. He was only back to purge himself of the dark and
primal thing that had been living inside him most of his life. It
was something he could not name, but it ruled his life. It was
darkness, a black cancer eating away at his soul. Not for much
longer, he thought. He took a deep breath, sucking in the cold air,
chilling his lungs. Penance to his body.

The day was just beginning, heavy grey
clouds threatening to break apart and reveal the morning sun or
burst open and cleanse the ground with cold rain. He loved this
kind of weather; he would watch the rain that would collect in the
broken concrete gutters then run into the drains. The drains took
the water and everything it collected along the way out into the
stream beside him, flushing the cities detritus out to sea. If only
it was that easy…

The stream was one of the reasons he chose
this area as his hunting ground, it was one of many that crossed
the Leith Valley area, providing a pleasant environment in an
otherwise unappealing suburb of the city. The stream itself wasn’t
big by any standards but it circled around a wooded area with
plenty of green spaces, walking tracks and hidden glens, places
where nobody went. Except her, he thought, a small smile forming on
his lips.

He had only moved back here recently to be
closer to her. He knew this area as well as any other in the city;
his childhood home was just around the corner. He would never
forget that place. A typical house in a typical neighborhood,
prosperous, hardworking…, hiding all sorts of secrets.

Looking around him now, he saw buildings
that were a mix of the old and the older. The rotting weatherboards
giving way to the crumbling red brick favored in this part of the
country. Buildings with all the charm of yesteryear but which had
fallen into unloved disrepair. My life in one sentence, he thought,
unloved disrepair.

On the corner in front of him, sitting
idlily beside the road bridge over the stream, there was an old
Hotel, long since closed. He felt a slight tremor run up his spine
as he walked past the front doors as he had every other time in the
past few weeks. He imagined the stories that had passed through
them and into other people’s lives. He could see those stories
vividly in his head, the outcome shaped by having one more pint in
the smoky confines of the old public bar inside. It was this place
and many like it, that was at the heart of his angst.

Trying to shake the feelings, he looked
upwards, he didn’t need to shade his eyes in the grey morning
light. He could see the houses on top of the high bush clad cliffs
on either side of the valley supporting the more affluent, looking
down on the peasants. These people should have taken more notice of
what was going on below them, he thought bitterly, instead they got
on with their sheltered lives, safe in the knowledge that if they
didn’t look down, they wouldn’t see.

The thought did not help the way he felt, I
would not be here if they had just taken more notice. He felt it
twisting inside his head as he continued to walk. Starting to feel
the familiar loneliness, he noticed there was no one on the streets
this morning; people around here did not get out much at this time
of year. The sun only made a late appearance, if it bothered at
all. They preferred to stay in the relative warmth of their houses,
eyes focused on the television and not the windows showing
snapshots of the cold changeable world outside. The empty streets
suited him though; other people would just get in the way.

Walking slowly, he let his mind wander a
little, letting his thoughts and imagination take over. He thought
of the corner his life was about to turn, of what lay just out of
sight. Checking his bag for its contents, he could feel the
reassuring weight that told him he had packed all the items he
would need. This was beginning to feel like his day. It was then he
saw her. She looks just like mother, he thought. She was
perfect…

Standing still, watching her, he blended
into the urban environment. He was just another man, out for an
early morning walk. She would take no notice of him, she never did.
She was walking the same leisurely pace she always did, a slight
smile on her face, not a care in the world, oblivious to fear and
pain. She had no idea that she was about to take the lead role in
the biggest part of her life.

The image of her was hauntingly familiar. As
soon as he had seen her it had poured powerful emotions into his
body. It had instantly bought back the memories of that time in his
life. It had also sparked an idea in his head that had led him here
this morning. The idea had eventually formed into a plan, now his
plan had given him a purpose, made him feel in control again. The
psychologists of his childhood would have a field day with this
one, he thought, slightly amused at the notion of them trying to
understand him.

He did not really care what they thought
though, he was not crazy. The psychologists where in the past, he
just hated the memory of them. He was not like that anymore; it was
his parents; they had been diseased. Someone had written a
‘tragedy’ as the script that chronicled their lives, and he had
just been a bit player, only written in to give the play an ending.
It was the script that had determined his character, but now he was
going to rewrite it.

He had only fragmented memories of his early
life; patching together what he knew over the subsequent years,
each memory building on the next until it had told the story to him
in vivid detail, but the darkness was always whispering in his ear.
He did not actually remember killing his father; he could scarcely
believe he was capable. It was the darkness who showed him how it
happened, reminded him of those feelings. The darkness controlled
his dreams, and lately it seemed his waking thoughts as well, but
that was about to change. He shook himself out of his self-loathing
revelry.

The girl continued to walk. The houses were
becoming scarcer, giving way to the trees that were winning the
battle to occupy the space. It was now or never. Reaching into his
bag he pulled out the bottle, carefully unscrewed the cap, poured a
measured amount of the liquid it contained onto a small cotton
cloth he had retrieved from his pocket. He stowed the bottle safely
back in the bag and walked towards her. A slight chemical smell was
tingling at his nose, but he did not let that distract him. He
found himself whistling, the tune forgotten as she turned towards
him, eyes wide. “Now mother, don’t struggle, it’s finally going to
be alright” He saw the shock register in her eyes as her pupils
dilated a split second before she slipped into unconsciousness. A
feeling of warmth started to grow in his stomach. “Sleep
tight.”


Chapter Two

 


The rear of the police patrol car slid
sideways slightly as it rounded the corner at a little over the
recommended speed. The tyres were trying desperately to find
traction on the wet surface as the noise of rubber on tarmac
competed with the wail of the siren. The world outside the
vehicle’s passenger cabin was lit up by the red and blue flashing
lights reflecting off the parked cars as the car accelerated down
the quiet suburban street.

“Did you see that lot up in the bar
earlier? It looks like it’s going to be a messy night.” Steve Kirkland
said, glancing over at his partner. “I saw half of the lawyers from
Jones Wilson in there as well.”

Gillian Holler smiled a little as she
manipulated the steering wheel slightly to avoid a skateboarder,
skating on the roadside, almost invisible in the darkness. Her
young partner was a bit of a fitness freak, and she had no idea if
he indulged or not, but if he thought that was a messy night, he
would be horrified with what used to go on in the old Police
Station Bar when she first started in the job. “Mike Bridger was
promoted to Detective Sergeant.” she said, “Do you know him?”

“Yeah, I know him. I worked with him
for a little while after I graduated from the Police College.”
Steve said, holding on the door handle a bit tighter as Gillian
swung the car into yet another fast turn, “It was before he became
a Detective. His promotion surprises me; he was a bit of a loose
unit back when I worked with him. You know I once saw him drink
four pints of beer out of his police helmet.” Steve paused, looking out
the window at the passing darkness “I guess it will be a messy
night for them.”

You have no idea, Gillian thought. A small
red car pulled tentatively out of a side street up ahead, stopping
in the middle of the road. Gillian jumped on the brakes, dropping
her speed sharply and sounding the air horn. “Bloody god damned
Sunday drivers, all the lights and sirens in the world and he still
pulls out in front of us.”

Steve watched the shocked and slightly pale
elderly face of the driver flash by as the patrol car swerved
around him and accelerated once more. The adrenalin in his system
was just managing to overcome his fear of letting someone else
drive the car. It was not that he did not trust Gillian’s driving,
it was just that he much preferred to be in control of the one-ton
speeding lump of metal that would seriously hurt him if it came off
the road. He was not a very good passenger at the best of times. To
take his mind off what he thought would be certain death he picked
up the police radio and asked for an update to the emergency call.
The tinny sounding voice of the dispatcher came through the car
speaker. He had to turn up the volume to compete with the sound of
the engine and constant wailing of the siren.

“The informant reports
that the house has gone quiet now, the last sounds heard were a
child crying. No one has entered or left from the address.
Occupants are unknown but informant states it is a young family,
mum dad and one child. We have no previous record for this address.
The informant also said the man of the house is a big guy, so be
careful.”

“Sounds like it’s all over” Steve said.
“Just another form filling exercise I expect. What do you bet that
the woman swears blind nothing happened while standing there with a
bloody nose.” Gillian ignored Steve’s comment and just kept her
foot hard on the accelerator, eyes scanning ahead for any potential
hazards.

Steve had only been in the job for a few
years, but other people's arguments and problems had already made
him jaded. He especially hated domestic disputes. Having to report
on an incident when one party had called police to solve what only
amounted to an argument made his blood boil. On the other hand, he
had also been to many disputes that had resulted in assault; some
of them serious, so he knew that reporting each occurrence helped
police build a picture of any escalating problems, which should in
turn help them put in place some positive intervention. Well, that
was the theory the bosses always spouted on about at training days,
but that did not help him with the paperwork.

As they neared the address, Gillian switched
off the siren and slowed the patrol car to a more sedate speed.
Turning into the street, she pulled the car to a stop and shut
everything down. Looking at each other in the darkness the familiar
look passed between them, a look only known to those who serve. A
look that said, whatever happens, I’ve got your back. Steve and
Gillian got out of the warm car and into the cold and very quiet
street. Steve shivered slightly in his shirtsleeves. Gillian pulled
the zipper on her jacket up a bit further and they both started
walking up the street towards the reported address. They were
wearing their Police issue stab proof vests and carried all the
necessary tools on their belts should any danger present
itself.

Steve felt bulletproof, his size and
training he thought would see him through most problems. Gillian
felt vulnerable; it was not because she was a woman, but because
she knew that her job and human nature would someday put her in a
situation that would be beyond her capabilities. Because of this,
she was always cautious and took every precaution she could. Never
take anything at face value, she always told the new officers that
she took under her wing.

She had been cautious this evening to park
down the street from the address. One thing she did not want was
someone to take a pot shot at them as they pulled into the
driveway. Better, to approach on foot and assess the situation.
Complacency could cause complications she did not need.

Steve had started to jog ahead a little as
they neared the address, eager to get inside and sort out the
situation, or maybe just get inside and warm up. Just wear a jacket
like every other normal person, Gillian thought, as she upped her
pace to keep Steve in sight.

Steve was at the door knocking when she came
through the gate. She could see his defensive posture in the way he
held himself. It is good to see you taking this seriously, she
thought. Although Steve had been in the job long enough to know
what he was doing, she still felt the need to watch out for him as
she would for anyone she worked with. Both Gillian and Steve
noticed the light had changed slightly and a shadow was now plainly
visible behind the glass panel of the door.

“It's the police, open the door
please.” Steve called. The shadow did not move.

Gillian came up the front stairs and stood
off to the side of the door and slightly behind Steve.

“Open the door! We need to check
everyone is alright.” Steve said, a little louder and more
forcefully this time.

Gillian put her hand on the hilt of her
baton, feeling the hard reassurance in her hand. Her other hand
unclipped the fastening holding her pepper spray in its case. Never
be complacent. The shadow faded a little as if someone was backing
away from the door, retreating or retrieving a weapon, it was hard
to tell. Her breathing increased slightly as she let Steve continue
to negotiate.

“I know there is someone inside I can
see your shadow, open the door please or I will have to force it
open.”

“Fuck off out of it, no one called
you, we don't need you here.” The voice was male, his speech
slurred and full of attitude.

“Open the door and let us be the judge
of that.”

“Fuck off, I don't want you here and
neither does my Mrs.”

“Can we speak with your wife?” Gillian
butted in, trying another tact.

“I told you to fuck off, do you not
understand what I'm saying piggy. Are you thick as pig shit or
something...? Ah ha ha, pig shit...ha ha.” Both Gillian and Steve
heard the male sniggering to himself as if he had said something
funny.

“What do you want to
do?” Steve
said, looking at Gillian.

“From the neighbor’s report it sounds as if it
was a noisy fight, we have to make sure that the wife is
alright.... We're going to have to get inside.” Gillian
replied.

Steve looked at the door; it was wooden with
a frosted glass panel at the top. There was only one lock, it was
an old Yale type. A front door only kept honest people out. It
opened inwards as all front doors do. “I can force this open pretty
easily, and then we go in and grab him first.” he said, already
tensing his body for the impact. The voice behind the door
continued to snigger and yell obscenities. Gillian used her radio
to request another patrol for backup. Steve took a step back and
delivered an accurate blow with his size eleven boot to the area of
the door surrounding the lock. Inside the obscenities got louder as
the door gave way and swung inwards, catching Steve off guard.

Gillian’s mind was displaying everything in
slow motion; there was an eerie muffled silence in her ears. She
watched as Steve lost his balance and fell forwards into the
hallway and collided with a man mountain standing there in his
boxer shorts and an old white singlet. He was big, but with muscle
turning to fat. His shoulder length hair was hanging lank against
his sweaty neck. “I told you guys to fuck off.” the man mountain
said, holding his massive fists down by his waist. Gillian looked
down at Steve who was desperately trying to regain his footing in
the narrowness of the hallway, and then back up at the man
mountain. Blood covered his dirty singlet. His scratched face was
twisted into an angry sneer. Small amounts of blood had already
coagulated in clumps that looked like red stubble on his chin. It
took less than a few seconds for her mind to run through all the
possibilities of what had happened for him to be in the state he
was and then calculate what was happening now. In the same period,
she had also assessed what was going to happen.

She made her decision subconsciously,
watching as her arm came up in a fluid motion holding the small
blue canister of Oleoresin Capsicum spray. Watching as a small
stream of liquid arced across the gap between them and tracked
upwards towards the man mountain’s eyes she waited for his reaction. The man
mountain staggered backwards slightly, and then his face went from
an angry sneer to that of surprise, and then to that of a man in
immense pain. His massive hands came up to his eyes and he
screamed. Steve had regained his footing and she saw him moving in
slow motion as he brought his shoulder up into the
man’s chest
forcing the air out of his lungs. The man mountain deflated and
fell to the floor curling up in a fetal position, holding his hands
over his eyes and screaming like a newborn child.

“Calm down, you big baby.” Steve said,
as he went to secure the man’s hands behind his back. “Pass me some
plastic cuffs Gill, I can't get his arms close enough behind his
back to put proper cuffs on.”

Gillian looked down at Steve who was
struggling with the man's arms, his shoulders were so big and
inflexible they would not bend the right way. She looked up again
at the space that the man mountain had occupied and could now see
further down the dimly lit hallway. A small and frightened face
looked back at her from the darkness. It was a little girl; she
looked pale and ghostly in her white nightdress. Her face was
glowing in the darkness, radiating her fear from every pore in her
skin. Putting out her hand and reaching towards her the gap between
them seemed to grow and was impossible to bridge. The expression on
the girl’s face turned to that of indifference, almost as if this
was a regular occurrence which did not faze her. Gillian's heart
twitched in her chest realizing this must be an everyday thing in
her life. It was a life she would continue to live if the cycle was
not broken. The face disappeared back into the darkness leaving an
empty space almost as if she had not seen her at all.

Her senses were coming back to her now, the
noises were getting louder and invading the muffled silence. She
could hear music playing in another room, one of those American
singers with the big bums, Beyonce, Nicki Minaj, someone like that.
The singing was about women power or something, not really her
style at all. The whole scene was surreal.

“Gill, pass me those cuffs will you,
I'm having a wee bit of trouble here.” Steve said, breathing
heavily with the exertion. Brought back to reality Gillian reached
for the rear of her belt retrieving two plastic cuffs and handing
them to Steve. The cuffs were no more than your average plastic tie
used in all sorts of everyday situations, but they were also
perfect to secure a person’s wrists which were too big for proper
handcuffs.

“Bloody stab vests, they don’t half
make it hard to breath sometimes.” Steve said, as he wrapped the
ties around the man's wrists and secured them together by pulling
them tight. “There, that's you nicked then big fella.”

The sound of boots thumping on the pavement
outside made them both look towards the door. Two more uniforms
came into view. One of the officers had his hat on slightly askew;
the other was carrying his baton fully extended in his hand. The
poorly painted doorframe framed them both in a picture. The music
playing in the background along with the red and blue lights
blinking outside made it look like they were arriving at a bad
taste fancy dress disco.

“Looks like you two don't need the
cavalry after all, bloody typical, we miss out on all the fun.” the
larger of the two officers said, as he took in the sight of the man
mountain lying face down in handcuffs.

“It's just what we do.” Steve said,
grinning as he stood up and smoothed his trousers. He left the man
mountain lying on the floor sniveling quietly.

The officer looked at Gillian. “Do you
need us to do anything Gill?”

“Thanks Brendan,”, Gillian said,
regaining some of her composure. “We have not seen the wife yet to
see if she is okay. I think there may be a little girl in the back
room as well. Could you and Darren go and have a look for us? we
need to get this lump back to the cells before he kicks off
again”.

“No problems.” Brendan said, as he and
Darren pushed past the crowd of bodies in the hallway and
disappeared further into the house. Steve had lifted the man
mountain to his feet and was leading him unsteadily out of the
front door. His eyes were shut tightly, and snot and tears were
streaking his face. Pepper spray was an effective tool.

“The A team strikes again.”, Steve
said, as he pushed the man mountain into the back seat of the
patrol car. The air outside was cold, the perspiration steaming off
their foreheads making it look like two friends sharing a
cigarette.

“It worked out okay this time Steve,
but we were lucky.” Gillian said. “We should have waited a little
longer for backup before kicking the door in”.

“Come on Gill, we needed to get in
there to stop him hurting his wife more. We can't muck about with
scum who beat their wives.” Steve slammed the car door shut, not
bothering to see if the man mountain was fully inside.

“He was standing behind the door
talking to us Steve, we knew where he was. A few more minutes would
not have hurt. When we work together your decisions affect me to
you know. I want to go home at the end of my shift, not to the
hospital.”

“Point taken Gill but let me say one
more thing.”

“What.”

“You’re a bloody fast shot with the
spray... Partner.” A big smile crossed his face as he thumped
Gillian on the shoulder.

 


It took more than an hour to book the man
mountain into the custody suite at Dunedin Central Police Station;
after-care was unavoidable whenever they subjected a person to a
liberal pepper spraying. According to the Senior Sergeant running
the cellblock, it served two purposes. The first was that it
ensured that the subject was not likely to have any unwanted side
effects from the spray, but the second and most important one in
his book was that it stopped them sniveling or screaming in pain,
which made his life a whole lot happier, and a happy Senior
Sergeant made for a happy workplace.

It turned out that man mountain's name
was Leon Sutcliffe, a six foot six, thirty-six-year-old man of no
substance. The only record the police held for him was his
driver’s
license. He was unemployed; he did not suffer from any mental
illness or allergies. He was not thinking about harming himself and
he had never had any previous dealings with police. He lived in
rented accommodation with his de facto partner Tina Hamilton and
their daughter Lucy. He had been drinking that evening with his
partner but did not consider himself intoxicated, despite the reek
of stale alcohol coming from his breath. He acknowledged that he
had several minor injuries to his face but declined to say how they
occurred. The only statement he made to police was to say that they
had it all wrong.

“He went down without much of a fight
after that dose of spray you gave him.” Steve said while filling in
yet another form. Gillian did not reply.

Looking at the pile of forms in front of
him, Steve frowned “Two hours of paperwork for ten seconds of fun.”
he added, without looking up.

“The face of that little girl in the
hallway....” Gillian said “What she must have seen..., it's not
fair you know, the kids don't choose to be in that situation, I
blame it on the mother, she has the choice to leave. It's no
environment for children.” Gillian did not have kids of her own,
she had not even had a proper long-term relationship, there was no
man who was willing to put up with her dedication to the job for
long. However, if she ever had children, she knew damn well that
their welfare would come first. “I just hope the wife is not to
badly hurt.” she said.

“I think I can help you with answering
that question.” Brendan said, walking into the office. He was still
carrying his baton fully extended in his hand. Darren followed him
into the room. Gillian and Steve’s eyes both went to the baton
questioningly.

“Brendan has got his baton stuck
again.” Darren said, looking back at Brendan “It’s probably still full of
seaweed from your wee swim in the harbor the other day...., I told
you to strip it down and give it some lubrication, but would you
listen.”

“I haven't had time yet” Brendan
retorted, looking sheepish.

“What wee swim would that be Brendan?”
Gillian said.

“Last night shift” Darren said,
grinning like a Cheshire cat “Brendan chased that idiot from the
robbery in town. They ended up in the harbor. The person could
obviously swim and disappeared into the darkness and escaped.
Brendan was bobbing around like a big blue duckling. He forgot that
he was wearing body armor and boots. I don't know who the bigger
idiot was, the robber or Brendan.”

“I had no choice Darren, as my partner
couldn't keep up…” Brendan said, punching Darren in the
shoulder. “Someone had to give it a go.”

“You're like an old married couple,
you two.” Gillian said, “Stop bickering and tell us about the
wife.”

“Well, it turns out your big guy in
the cells might not be a tough as he looks.” Brendan said “We found
the wife in the lounge, large as life and twice as ugly. She was
fairly pissed and had a nasty temper on her. She took an instant
dislike to Darren; I'm not going to repeat some of the things she
called him.”

“Was she badly injured? Our man had a
fair amount of blood on him.” Steve asked.

“Not a scratch on her, it all belongs
to him. It seems that we have a case of a battered husband, and I
don’t mean ‘deep fried’ either. The little girl confirmed it.
Apparently, mummy gets angry when she drinks her special drinks.
She yells at daddy and occasionally daddy has scratches and bruises
on his face. Daddy tells her he got drunk and fell over, but the
little girl is brighter than they both think.”

“She was pretty matter of fact about
it all.” added Darren “I believe her, and by the look of the
recycling bin outside, they drink a lot of special
drinks.”

“So, you sprayed an innocent man?”
Steve said looking at Gillian with a smile “Which means he was
assaulted by two different females in one day. It has to be a
record, don't you think?”

Gillian looked at Steve,
disappointment on her face “I don't think it's something you should
joke about Steve.” she said sternly “That poor little girl is
caught up in the middle of her dysfunctional
parent’s
issues. It is going to really mess with her head. What a shitty
life she must be leading.”

“We took her with us” Brendan chipped
in “Mum was too drunk to look after her, so she is downstairs
waiting for a social worker to pick her up.”

“Well at least that's something.”
Gillian mumbled under her breath.

“I guess we need to go down to the
cells and speak with Mr. Sutcliffe and see if he wants to make a
complaint of assault.” Steve said.

“Its Mr. Sutcliffe now, is it? what
happened to all the names you were calling him
before?”
Brendan said.

“A man can always change his mind.”
Steve replied.

The radio on Brendan’s belt crackled into
life. 'Any available units are required at
the Revive Club on George Street; reports are coming in of a large
disturbance outside'. Gillian looked at the clock on
the wall; it was five minutes before midnight. It was starting
early tonight, she thought. She sucked in a deep breath and wished
she could have a cigarette as they all made for the
door.

 


It took less than two minutes for the
procession of patrol cars to leave the police station and arrive at
the club in George Street. Three cars had responded, moving through
the streets like a disco snake, lights flashing and sirens blaring.
Late night revelers took no notice as the noisy parade flashed by.
One patrol car had responded from North Dunedin and had approached
from the other side. In all, there were eight police officers on
the scene.

When they had arrived a sea of bodies
came into view, they were moving in unison, funneling in and out of
the tight alleyway leading to the entrance of the club. Within the
flow, people were fighting each other over petty reasons, fueled by
alcohol and false bravado. Fists raised above the mêlée in
different places, like schools of angry fish jumping out of the
waves. There were two dark suited bouncers on the door that were
bravely trying to prevent anyone from entering the club, not
wanting the tide of violence to wash into their dance floors. The
eight police officers gathered on the edge of the mêlée were
momentarily stunned at the task ahead of them. No one spoke;
adrenaline was coursing through them, heart rates increasing, the
body’s way
of preparing for the impending violence. Fight or flight was the
saying. Unfortunately, for the eight people there wearing a blue
uniform, flight was not an option.

The sound of glass breaking behind them
broke the impasse as a full bottle of beer shattered against the
gutter, spraying foam all over a young female bent double and
vomiting onto the pavement, the brown liquid mixing with the bile
and flowing into the drains. The female just wiped her mouth and
sat down, oblivious. A few meters in front of them, two other
females were trying to drag the culprit away before he could
reload. Some of the crowd had noticed the uniforms now and had
started to turn their attention towards the police.

“Right” Gillian called, trying to make
her voice heard over the noise “We need to get this under control
before those jealous boyfriends turn their attention from their
love rivals to us.” She looked at each of the officers in turn to
make sure they were all on the same page “Start at the back and
move as many as you can, no time for any arrests unless absolutely
necessary. We can follow up on that later.” She looked up at the
CCTV camera on the pole above them and hoped it was recording and
then watched as the blue uniforms waded into the tide.

 


Like most angry crowds, ninety percent
of the participants are just there milling about, hoping to see
something violent happen, not actually wanting to join in. The
voyeuristic bloodlust is the same as that of the audience to the
ancient gladiator fights. Most people move on when confronted with
a hyped-up police officer holding an extended baton and telling
them to go home, but some did not, they needed more convincing.
They were mostly young men, high on alcohol or other substances,
with an inflated sense of self-importance making them buck against
authority. Mostly… Gillian stood nose to nose with an animal by any
description. Alcohol and fury had ravaged the
girl’s
features into a snarling spitting mess. Her unfocused eyes were
trying hard to focus on Gillian but failing.

“Fuck you pig bitch.” she spat. “You
can't tell us to go home.” Her friends standing in the background
were coaxing
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