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It came down to his life or theirs. John had no choice but to take them out. He used the old dumpster on West Ave as a barricade. Bullets whizzed above him, none came to his position on the ground. His colleagues were being more obvious and drawing fire. This allowed him to get closer to his target.

John aimed his gun and fired. He saw the assailant’s head fall back. Another shooter popped up a few meters down the road. From this new vantage point, John could see him clearly behind a zinc fence. It did not protect him from the bullets.

He despatched the last of them. Because of him, the team was able to secure the location and take down all the gunmen. It had been three hours of hell in the dead of night, but he, not them survived. 

John surveyed the houses on the lane. He spotted a few windows slanted open. No doubt, the occupants were peeping out to see if it was safe to venture out. Soon they would all swarm the streets, screaming about police brutality. But no one would talk to the police about where the guns came from.

John moved through the yards, like a panther, unseen. As he neared the final corpse, he could hear a slight buzzing in his ear. His hands were cold and clammy. He examined the five foot five body, draped over a rubbish bin. He wished he had not. 

Shaking his head in disbelief, as he realised the boy could be no more than 14 years old. All five of the dead, were teenage boys. The oldest could be no more than 16 years old. John felt as if the ground had turned to quicksand and he was being sucked in.

“Adams, Adams!” Corporal Smith tapped him on the shoulder. “Weh yuh deh boss? Look how long me a call yuh.”

John pulled himself out of the memory and focused on his colleague. “Wassup Smith?”

“Man, what’s going on with you?”

“I’m just tired. It’s been a long day.”

“Yuh sure? From di odda day yuh look like yuh got tings on yuh mind man.”

“It’s nothing.” He shrugged off his colleagues' questions.

“Alright, if yuh seh so. Me deh yah now, so yuh can leave and get some rest. Yuh look like yuh need it.”

John shut down his computer and collected his bag from the back room. He was grateful that his shift was over at the station. Since that harrowing incident nine months before, it was hard trying to focus at work. His mind revolved in a loop of torment, almost every minute of the day. It was increasingly difficult to function on the job.

John was alone in the parking lot. He leaned his six foot two frame against the side of his car. He was handsome with an easy smile and unblinking eyes. Many women appreciated his light brown skin, well-shaped lips and slightly muscular frame. John was built like a runner and kept himself in shape by hitting the pavement, rather than the gyms. But he no longer found an escape or pleasure in that activity. His soul felt weary.

Marsha, his girlfriend, was acting distant. He could no longer depend on her to be his support; not that he had let her in on what was going on with him. They were together for five years. She was a good-looking woman. Feisty and independent for her five feet two inches. Marsha kept her jet-black hair short and stylish. Always tipped with some crazy colour.

Just like any young couple, they had dated, fell in love and moved in together. He made the effort to get home early and she would have dinner plated and ready for him. Back then, they were young and in love; but that seemed like a lifetime ago. Now, he could barely give her what she wanted. These days his mind was filled with those dead boys.

Shaking the worries from his mind, he opened the trunk and put his gear inside the dark blue, Toyota Corolla. John got into the driver’s seat and pulled out of the station yard. He drove on the back roads of Marcus Garvey Drive to Portmore. It was after 12:00 pm. Only a handful of cars were on the road. He was not due home until the following morning, but he thought he would make the effort, for Marsha, this once.

It took him 15 minutes to get to Greater Portmore. He dimmed his lights once he got to his avenue, so that he did not disturb his neighbours. At times like these, he was thankful for a quiet engine, as well.

John pulled up along the curb at his house. He turned off the ignition and rolled up the driver’s side window. John checked his rearview mirror again, just to ensure that he was not followed. One can’t be too careful these days. Not that he was worried. He had taken precaution on the ride over.

He sat for a few minutes, which allowed his eyes to adjust to the dark. The backyard light was on in Mr. Rory’s yard, a few houses down. Further down, he could see that Ms. Mitchel had left her front gate open again.

The boys’ faces began to swim in his minds eye. Their bullet riddled bodies, laid out in the yard. His team had retrived seven automatic rifles, including a glock hand gun. That should give him some consolation, but it didn’t. The death of children were on his conscience; even if they were seasoned gunmen.

What kind of evil could exist in these garrisons to allow for 14 year old boys to be recruited as wardens of their community? John felt the bile rising in his stomach. He forced himself to count backwards from 100, while pinching his arm to bring him back to the present.

After taking a few breaths, John opened the car door and exited the car. He reached back in to pick up his service weapon from off the car floor. He decided to to leave his worries in the car for tonight, for Marsha’s sake. It had been a rough couple of months for both of them and he wanted to make things work.

He did not use the automatic gate opener. Instead, he walked through the side gate. Prince, his German shepherd, did not come to meet him. Marsha must have forgotten to let out the dog, again.

“What good is a guard dog, if him keep lock up all di time?” John sighed.

Using the side door, he entered the kitchen without making a ruckus. John pulled the door securely shut behind him, turned the lock and secured the bolts. He placed his car keys on the counter, quietly. He did not want to wake up Marsha. 

John opened the fridge and got a cold bottle of Red Stripe Light. Leaning against the counter, he enjoyed a few sips of the beverage.

As if on cue, one of the boy's faces appeared. His body was bloody and mangled from their bullets. The kitchen floor felt like quicksand below him. He reached back and held on to the kitchen counter. John inhaled and used the breathing technique the counsellor had taught him. 

Six years ago when he joined the police force, he knew the job was never going to be easy. John graduated from the Twickenham Park Police Academy at the top of his class. He was commended for being an expert shooter and a leader. His advancement was quick and with a degree in Forensic Science, he made detective in four years. 

As a detective, he discovered that the Jamaican criminal landscape was diabolical at best. Children were used either as bait or as henchmen; more than the populace could ever understand. Somehow, he was glad that Marsha insisted that they wait to have children. 

The last 18 months had destroyed his love for his job. He had more run-ins with hardened criminals. Gun battles were nothing to him. However, killing children had dragged his soul to the gates of hell. The torment never ended. It was still hard to reconcile with killing children, even if they were criminals.

Captain Williams, his department head, ordered him to take two months vacation leave. John was glad for it, except he had mandatory counselling sessions every week, for 10 weeks. That had just been a band-aid over his festering wound.

John gladly returned to work when the time was up. He was thankful for the routine and distractions. To remain distracted, he visited men’s clubs, drank like a fish and went home late. Things got tense between him and Marsha. She tried to reach out to him, but he would not let her see the torment and agony he was facing. They had their arguments, until she grew quiet and distant. He felt despicable and low. 

Tonight was the odd night. He was home early. He looked around the dark kitchen. The darkness was interrupted in spots by the moonlight streaming through the windows. He liked the eerie stillness of the midnight hours. 

His mouth stretched almost over the entirety of his face. John covered his mouth to try and stifle the yawn. His eyes were half shut.  He got maybe three hours sleep at any time. These days his dreams were filled with dead bodies and the faces of those young boys.

He pushed off the counter, placed the half-empty beer bottle in the sink and made his way to his master bedroom. As he neared the door, John heard faint moans. It sounded like Marsha was dreaming. He silently opened the door, not wanting to disturb her.

John was stunned by the scene in his bedroom. Marsha opened her eyes and saw him. The moans stopped. 

“John? John!” She gasped. “Please, this isn’t what you think.” 

Disbelief, agony, wrath and then awareness shook his senses alive and his heart screamed vengeance. He felt his heart explode within his chest. 

John watched as the cause of the moans scampered across the bed, pulling the sheets with him, to cover up his naked body. Terror was in his eyes and something else. Maybe, regret. Finally, something John recognised. He vaguely recognised the young man, but could not place him.

Marsha sat up in the bed and pulled the pillow infront of her. One of her breast remained exposed. The pain from his heart leapt through his body. His fingers tingled. Rage stirred in him. 

“John please listen to me. I’m sorry,” she pleaded.

He slowly pulled his service weapon.

“John, no. John, John, no, no no. Please John, no” she begged, tears streaming down her cheeks. But it was too late. 

“Boss, boss mi sorry.” The man whimpered. “Mi sorry, boss. Me neva knuh.”

Flashes of anger ignited his murderous intent when he realized that the man was on his side of the bed. He was in his house. He was with his woman. 

The bed shook as the man reeled back from the bullets hitting his body. .

“No!” Marsha screamed. “Oh God, no.”

He was dead. Her lover fell back against the bed. Blood splatter was on her face, her pillows and on the wall. 

She looked up at John, the picture of the grim reaper before her.
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JOHN HEARD THE BARKS coming from the back yard. He did not hear her screams. Marsha had scrambled off the bed. She tripped and fell to the ground. Her hair was stuck to her head. He could smell her.

Tears ran down her face. Funny, he had never seen her cry for him. In his peripheral vision, he saw lights come on across the street at his neighbours’ house. Prince was trying to break through his cage.

An expert shooter, they had called him. He tipped the gun slightly to the left. He pulled the trigger. Marsha slumped
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