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			Author’s Note

			January 3, 2026. Sydney, New South Wales, Australia.

			This book is a dramatized account of a true story. It is based on extensive research grounded in court documents, sentencing reports, transcripts, legal judgments, and media coverage. Although the book contains numerous quotes made by witnesses and authorities, I did not personally interview these individuals; their comments were drawn from public records. Furthermore, all major events depicted in these pages are real and supported by these documents.

			There are, however, gaps in the record—gaps that represent the private moments, the unspoken thoughts, the conversations no one but Katherine and her victims would have been privy to. To tell the story in a way that conveyed the lived reality of the people involved, I have taken dramatic license to reconstruct scenes, emotional beats, and dialogue to underline the facts in the case. As such, these scenes are not strictly inventions; they are grounded in documented patterns of behavior and psychiatric analysis. Where characters argue, reflect, or reveal themselves on the page, those moments arise from what is known about their relationships, histories, behaviors, and desires.

			A small number of names have been changed for narrative clarity or privacy. Dialogue throughout the book blends direct quotations from court transcripts with speculative exchanges meant to plausibly represent what likely would have or could have happened and what might have been said. Chapters involving the forensic psychiatric interviews are dramatized reconstructions inspired by documented sessions Katherine Knight had with three forensic psychiatrists, all of whom handed down a diagnosis of borderline personality disorder in their reports to the court. The three psychiatrists have been woven into the composite character of Dr. Robert Martin.

			This book is not a work of fantasy, nor is it a factual transcript of events. It is what I would call narrative nonfiction—a work that sits on the border between fact and imagination. Everything that happened, happened; what I have added here are the connective tissues of human experience.

			My aim was not to sensationalize the violence, but to explore what led to it: the jealousy, the coercion, the assaults, the red flags no one acted on; to interpret and to guide the reader closer to the shifting contradictions of Katherine Knight’s inner and outer life. I focused on the pivotal moments, and her time working at the abattoir. Slicing, boning, and bleeding out carcasses gave me a natural way to echo the kind of violence she later inflicted on John Price.

			The Katherine Knight case matters for reasons that go beyond the brutality of her crime. It offers insight into the causes of extreme violence, and it highlights a topic that’s still largely overlooked: domestic violence against men. In John Price’s case, warning signs were ignored until it was too late, perhaps because people struggled to believe a man could be trapped by a woman. His story forces us to confront that cultural blind spot.

			I also wanted to tell this story because, as much as I’m drawn to true crime and its causes, I’m even more drawn to the psychology behind it, namely the question of nature versus nurture. And Katherine Knight was different. She was unlike the archetypes we expect, an abused woman turned vengeful. She was something rarer: a female psychopath who also suffered from borderline personality disorder. The more I learned about her, the more I wanted to understand her, to understand what happens when fear, sex, and violence fuse into something monstrous and human all at once. It seemed to me that understanding her required stepping into the uneasy space between what we know for sure and what we can only infer.

			Katherine Knight was sent to Mulawa Women’s Correctional Centre, known today as Silverwater Women’s Correction Center, after her sentencing. She remains there to this day. I reached out to her requesting an interview, hoping to hear her own voice amid the many others who have told her story. But she declined to be interviewed. I later learned that since her incarceration, she has refused all interview requests. It has been reported that she has found a measure of peace and stability within the walls of Silverwater. The routine, the structure, the constant presence of others—these seem to have offered her a kind of order and safety, a stark contrast to the chaos and violence of her past. She has also reportedly never admitted the crime or apologized to John Price’s family. I imagine the absence of an explanation or an apology likely leaves a heavy burden on their lives, a burden as heavy as the crime itself.
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			The Butcher’s Handiwork

			March 1, 2000. 84 St Andrews Street, Aberdeen, New South Wales, Australia.

			After the slaughter, you dress the carcass. Start at the hocks. You’re gonna draw a ring around the trotters, slice in clean, shallow strokes down the hock. The goal is to keep the hide intact, not tear or gouge the fat. You gotta respect what you’re cutting. A good butcher doesn’t hack. A good butcher doesn’t force. You let the blade do the work. Now, ring the trotters proper all the way round with your knife, grab the skin, then start pulling down, open the legs right down the inside. Keep the blade shallow. The thin yellow membrane just beneath, see how it clings to the white fat? You have to know how deep to go. Not too shallow, or it won’t lift. Not too deep, or you tear the tissue underneath. Use the back of the blade here. Not the edge. The heel of the knife, too. The connective tissue stretches and snaps like gauze. The knife barely moves, see? Just a steady tug, a flick of the wrist. Up over the ribs now. Keep your angle. You’re not gutting—you’re peeling. You come to the chest, slow it down. It’s thick through there. Use the fingers. Loosen it by hand. The right pressure. You’ll get resistance at the shoulders. Slice through the tendons under the scapula, and it’ll drop for you. Once the shoulders let go, the whole front half rolls off like a rug. You wanna get the head off now. Two cuts. Don’t pull…follow the joint. Remember that. Twist it when you’re done. Feel the joint go. The head’s heavy, especially if the blood’s still in it. The tongue comes out last through the jaw once the head is gone. Run the blade clean under it. With the head detached, you can remove the skin in one pelt, nice and tidy. Save the face for last if you want it. That’s where people can struggle. The skin is tighter there, stitched close around the jaw and cheekbones. The lips clinging. The ears are hard to free, too. Use the point of the blade to ring the eyes. One clean circle. Then under the jaw. Take your time. Beneath the chin, through the sinew and tendon. The nose’ll come last. Don’t tug. Slice above the cartilage. Go under the chin, just where it folds. Draw the knife up toward the ear. Then pivot. Turn it around. On the back, you’ll see the neck bones give when you’re in the right spot. You want to shallow-cut first. Open the outer layers with the tip. Then it comes free—the whole hide, pulled down like a shirt peeled from a sweating back. Lay it out flat. Hair side down. Now see what’s left….

		

	
		
			2

			The Crime Scene

			7:44 AM. March 1, 2000. Aberdeen, New South Wales.

			The first officers to arrive at 84 St Andrews Street were Sergeant Furlonger, Senior Constable Maude, and Senior Constable Matthews—a “welfare check,” as categorized at the time of dispatch.

			The officers were met by Jon Collison, a neighbor who had alerted the police. Collison had explained to the detectives that John Price had not shown up for work that morning. Very unlike him, Collison had said. John was always one of the first to arrive at the mines, he’d said. Six AM sharp. For the last twenty years. No matter how much he’d drunk the night before. That was John.

			Furthermore, Collison continued, a comment John had made at work only the day before had left his boss and colleagues uneasy. So, when John didn’t show up for work, and when the boss couldn’t reach him by phone, he called around to John’s neighbors.

			“Is it just John in the house?” Furlonger asked.

			“Nah,” Collison replied. “Katherine, his girlfriend, and her two little ones stay with him most nights.” Collison told the detective that he and two other concerned neighbors had gone over to 84 St Andrews and had knocked on John’s door; they had circled the house calling out his name, but to no avail. The men weren’t sure what to do. They walked across the lawn toward the road. John’s truck was still parked by the side of the house. Odd, they had all agreed. After years of friendship, they knew their mate’s routine well.

			“I think we should call the police,” Collison had said as they peered through the windows of John’s truck, hoping to find some sign of life.

			[image: ]

			At 8:10 AM Sergeant Furlonger pounded on the front door, three imposing bangs. “Mr. Price! Aberdeen Police, are you in there?!” Senior Constable Matthews walked over to the kitchen window and peered in against the glass through cupped hands. His eyes moved across the vestiges of the previous night: an open beer bottle on the kitchen counter, a work bag on the dining table flanked by keys and a wallet, a few prescription blister packs. There was one thing out of the ordinary he noted: a crumpled old curtain hanging from the kitchen archway.

			The detectives all went around to the back of the house, leaving the neighbors on the front lawn and away from what had officially become a crime scene. As they walked, SC Matthews noticed a portion of meat thrown onto the lawn. But there was no sign of a dog. They managed to access the house through the laundry room door.

			Sergeant Furlonger entered first, his firearm drawn and held out in front of him. He could immediately smell the sour, metallic trace of blood. The other two officers stood by the door, awaiting orders.

			The house was silent, except for the faint hum of an air conditioner. Furlonger took a few cautious steps inside, then stopped abruptly in the hallway, staring straight ahead. “Jesus Christ,” he muttered under his breath, then he raised his voice. “You’d better come in here!” The other officers stepped in behind Furlonger and also stopped dead in their tracks when they saw it. SC Matthews let out an audible gasp. SC Maude instinctively stepped back, his mouth forming a small “O.” There was blood everywhere. The walls were smeared with the evidence of a violent and rapid demise. The officers followed the trail into the kitchen, slow and cautious, guns still drawn. Matthews led the grim procession, brushing aside the ratty curtain he’d first seen through the window. He immediately felt a cold wetness on his skin and looked down at his hand. Blood. He looked at the curtain and realized with horror that it was not a crumpled old curtain after all. It was human skin. The full pelt, including the hair, the ears, the genitals, the fingers and toes, all of it. Even what appeared to be knife gashes. The pelt hung from the architrave on a stainless-steel hook like a lurid Halloween costume.

			“Oh God, she skinned him,” Furlonger murmured in shocked disbelief.

			He and Matthews suddenly turned their attention to the entrance hall, which was defiled by a large and deep pool of blood, roughly three feet by six feet in size, still wet, but darkly congealed at the edges. Adjacent to the entrance hall was the living room where, lying on the floor just beyond the archway, was John Price. At least they assumed it was John, because the corpse had no head. His entire body had been flayed with gruesome precision. His trunk and limbs were nothing but raw flesh, muscle, tendons, and fat. The legs were crossed casually at the ankles, the left ankle over the right. The genitals had been removed. One arm had been positioned over an empty plastic drink bottle. A butcher’s knife lay near the body, as well as a butcher’s steel. On the coffee table were a broken, framed picture of John Price and his children, and a note. As the detectives padded slowly about the horrific scene, Furlonger read the note—bloodstained and spattered with tiny speckles of flesh:

			“Time got you back Johathon for rapping my douter. You to Beck for Ross – for Little John. Now play with little Johns dick John Price.”

			His first thought was, where was John’s girlfriend? And where were the children? Furlonger suddenly became aware again of the air conditioner, humming in one of the back rooms. He rejoined the search. Moving past the kitchen toward the bedrooms, Furlonger realized that something had been cooking on the stove. An aroma lingered faintly in the air. And he saw two plates of uneaten food on the dining table. Had they been about to sit down to dinner? He wondered.

			They continued down the hall, walls smeared with blood, and arrived at the bathroom. A cursory inspection revealed specks of gray fleshy matter littering the drain holes of the bathtub and a black nightie stained with blood draped over the side of the tub.

			Opposite the bathroom was a bedroom, which contained two empty single beds. To the left was a second bedroom, containing a wardrobe, a sofa, and a single bed—still no children and no Katherine. Adjacent to that was the master bedroom. As they approached, they heard snoring. Furlonger turned to the others with a finger pressed against his lips. They raised their firearms and quietly entered. There on the bed lay a fully clothed woman with red hair, face down. There were smears of blood on the sheets. Spatters of blood dripped down the wall above the bed. Congealed blood stained a wardrobe. A scatter of pills lay on the mattress beside the woman, who oddly had not a drop of blood on her. Furlonger raised his gun and stood above her. He shook her. “Katherine? Wake up. Katherine, it’s the police. I need you to wake up.” She started coming to. Furlonger motioned to Matthews to help, and together they hoisted Katherine upright with some effort. She was six feet tall and solidly built.

			“Katherine, can you tell us what happened here?” Furlonger asked, practically yelling. Katherine didn’t answer; she wobbled slightly on the bed, like a drunk person.

			“Where are the children? Are they in the house?” Still, she did not answer, just rubbed her face and looked down at the floor. The children were nowhere to be found, and this worried the officers. SC Matthews cuffed her as soon as she was on her feet.

			By the time she was led out of the house, in a plain black dress, it was 8:28 in the morning. St Andrews Street was already crowded with onlookers, drawn by the flashing blue and red lights of the police vehicles. A cluster of detectives had gathered outside John Price’s redbrick, single-story home. Furlonger asked Collison to follow them down to the front lawn to get a statement.

			From across the road, residents watched as they ushered Katherine to the patrol wagon. They looked to Collison, who was talking with Furlonger, for some sign of what had happened. After a moment, Collison looked back at them grimly and gave a subtle thumbs-down, and they knew.
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			Katherine sat on the pavement next to the patrol wagon. She looked clean, as if she’d recently had a shower. Her red hair clung damply to her forehead. Her face was puffy. She blinked against the sunlight. Her movements were slow and detached, an unbothered, slurry nonchalance that Furlonger and the others found unsettling. She sat compliantly enough—the only protest a searching, steady blinking of her eyes. Processing. Calculating. Disassociating. Looking not so much like a confused or guilty suspect, but like a woman who had already begun to write the story of her victimhood. Senior Constable Maude radioed the station for an ambulance and backup, his voice trembling despite his best efforts.
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			It was shaping up to be another brutally hot day, the kind that made the townsfolk of Aberdeen retreat indoors by midmorning. But today no one was going inside. Neighbors in this tight-knit community of fewer than two thousand residents stood on their front lawns in uneasy clusters, whispering and speculating amongst themselves. Some were still in their dressing gowns, arms folded tightly against their chests, as if to ward off the unnaturalness of it all.

			The forensics team arrived around 8:35 AM, their vehicles peeling up the crowded street. The house was now a beehive of probing activity. Men walking to and fro, processing the scene, wearing blue disposable overalls with the word Forensics printed on the back in big yellow letters.

			At 8:45 AM an ambulance came blaring up the street. Two paramedics jumped out, a tall man in his forties and a woman in her twenties, her brunette hair pulled into a loose ponytail. They approached the lawn, ducking under the checkered police tape that fluttered slightly in the breeze. Senior Constable Maude brought them up to speed.

			“She’s over there,” he said, pointing to Katherine on the pavement, surrounded by police guards. “She’s a bit groggy. We think she might have taken something,” Maude continued. “There are pills on the kitchen counter, not empty, but not full either. And she was out cold when we found her, some pills on the bed.”

			The young paramedic said to the tall one, “You wanna grab the pills from the kitchen and the bed?” As the paramedic started toward the house, Maude reached out and caught him by the arm. “Brace yourself, mate.”

			[image: ]

			Senior Detective Bob Wells arrived at the scene at 9:10 AM. He was a broad-shouldered handsome man in his mid-forties, with sharp blue eyes and short dark hair. He turned off the ignition and leaned back in his seat for a moment. He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths. He had a habit of doing this—pausing before he entered a scene. It was a bid to draw some kind of emotional boundary between himself and whatever awaited him. After a moment, he stepped out of the sedan and started for the lawn, ducking beneath the police tape. He joined Furlonger, who was briefing one of the forensic photographers.

			“Sergeant,” Wells said as the photographer moved off.

			“Detective,” said Furlonger. Wells pulled out a small notepad and pen from his jacket pocket. “Let’s hear it.”

			“John Price. Local guy in his forties. Worked at Bowditch Mines. He didn’t show up for work this morning. His boss sent someone to check on him. There was no answer, so they rang us. We forced entry.” Wells scanned the street. Neighbors continued to linger and speculate, their curiosity deepening.

			“And?” Wells asked.

			“And he’s been murdered. Brutally. Seriously brutal. I don’t want to get ahead of forensics, but…butchered would be the word for it.”

			Wells exhaled slowly. “Weapon?”

			“Likely knives. We’ve got some in evidence already.”

			“Who else was in the house?”

			“Katherine Knight, our only suspect so far.” Sergeant Furlonger motioned in her direction. “We found her asleep in the back room with some pills; we’re thinking it may have been a suicide attempt,” he continued. “Taken into custody without incident. She’s not saying much, except muttering about being tired. Still under sedation, or something. Paramedics are sorting that out.”

			“Katherine Knight,” Wells repeated as he took notes.

			“We also learned that she has two young children; we haven’t located them yet. They usually stay with her at the victim’s home. Sometimes they’re with their father. We’re not sure where they are right now.”

			Wells nodded. “Send a unit to her house. Quietly. Let’s find those kids.” He went into the house and took in the scene. He had seen death before, many times and many kinds. But it always surprised him how ordinary the surroundings were. Dishes in the sink. A toy truck on the couch. Boots by the doorway, like they’d just been taken off moments before. There was the faint smell of cooking.

			“Who’s working forensics?” Wells asked SC Maude, who was guarding the door.

			“Muscio’s team.”

			“Good. They’re thorough. Any word on what happened before all this? Any arguments? Fights? Threats?”

			“We’re still interviewing neighbors and contacting family members. Most are saying they fought all the time. Screaming, throwing things. You know how it goes.”

			Wells sighed. “Unfortunately, yes.”

			[image: ]

			Back on the lawn with Furlonger, Wells put on his sunglasses to shield from the sun. “Let’s find out if someone knows where those kids might be. And get me whatever timeline you can of the last seventy-two hours. Pull everything you can on the victim and suspect.” Furlonger was already scribbling notes.

			“And keep the media away, please,” Wells added. “They’ll be circling soon enough.”
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			While Detective Wells was getting the lay of the land, the young paramedic was slipping a blood pressure cuff around Katherine’s arm. She had been sitting on the pavement for half an hour by then, with three officers standing guard. The paramedic checked her pupils with a small penlight. “Vitals seem okay. Is there anything in your system we need to know about?”

			Katherine shook her head, “No, nothink.” Like most of the locals, Katherine pronounced her “g” like a “k.” Nothink. Anythink. Everythink. The tall paramedic returned with the blister pack in a gloved hand. “Promethazine and fluvoxamine. Looks like six tablets missing.”

			“All right. Katherine, are you sure you didn’t take anything?” the young paramedic asked, as if talking to a child. “You wanna tell me?”

			“I don’t know. I don’t remember anythink.”

			“Okay, we’re going to get some blood off you,” she said, slipping off the blood pressure cuff. She stood up and signaled for the stretcher. “Let’s get her inside.” At 9:15 AM they strapped Katherine onto the gurney, adjusting the webbing across her chest and thighs. She didn’t move or protest. To a casual observer she would almost seem to be enjoying all the fuss. The two paramedics wheeled her into the ambulance and closed the doors with a finality that sounded louder than it should have. Senior Constable Matthews got in the ambulance with Katherine while the paramedics continued their triage. The sirens and lights flicked on, and soon the ambulance drove away from 84 St Andrews Street. It would be the last time Katherine Knight would ever set foot in that house again.
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			Inside the ambulance, the paramedics continued their triage. Katherine lay back and stared at the ceiling. The world outside seemed to flatten to her senses. She barely noticed the siren wailing, or the growl of the engine, or the occasional exchanges between the paramedics. Not even the steady, mechanical beeping of the monitor tracking her pulse could draw her from her dissociative haze.

			SC Matthews sat to her left, arms folded and doing his best not to stare. He couldn’t reconcile what he had seen that morning with this tall, middle-aged mother of four lying before him. She could have been the librarian at Aberdeen public, or the neighbor you chatted to at bingo, or ran into at the supermarket and stopped to share some gossip.

			As if sensing this, Katherine turned to Matthews and squinted. “Did I look like I was sleeping when you found me?”

			Matthews pulled a face. “What do you mean?”

			“When you found me, did I look peaceful?”

			“I don’t know,” was all Matthews could think to say. Now he stared at her. What an odd thing to ask, he thought to himself. But Katherine had already lost interest. She looked past him through the small windows at the back of the ambulance. She could see two vans with satellite dishes mounted on their roofs kicking up dust as they approached John’s house. The media. The news had spread like a bushfire. They were coming for the story. And they were coming for her. They would call her a monster. The word flashed in her mind as a familiar tide began to rise in her. Monster. Her pulse drummed in her ears, and it registered on the machines with a quickening of beep beep beeps.

			“I’m going to give you some oxygen to help you relax, okay?” said the young paramedic. Katherine went back to staring at the ceiling as an oxygen mask was placed over her face. She calmed down a little, but the tide flowed just beneath the surface. They would soon arrive at the hospital, Katherine realized, and the questions would begin.
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			Just before 10 AM, officers Mike Prentice, John Alderson, and Robert MacDonald knocked on the door of Katherine’s small cottage on MacQueen Street, where she lived with her two children when not at John’s. There was no answer, so the officers forced entry.

			The cottage was no more than four cluttered and stale little rooms. The air carried a rusty, metallic odor, mixed with the smoke of a thousand cigarettes. What struck them most, however, was the decor. If you could call it that. Every surface—from the floors to the ceiling, from the shelves to the doors, even above the door frames—was decorated with instruments of violence and/or death. Animal hides. Skulls. Rusted saw blades. Traps. Coiled whips. Leather belts. Metal chains. Knives were mounted on the walls. Old axes rested in dark corners. Pitchforks, rakes, and shovels were fixed to the ceiling.

			“Jesus Christ,” Prentice muttered, his eyes bulging at the ceiling where a large snakeskin was tacked to a beam. In the lounge area, a shelving unit sagged under the weight of VHS tapes and DVDs. Resurrection, The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, Cannibal Holocaust, Faces of Death. The Silence of the Lambs, Friday the 13th, Natural Born Killers, Cape Fear, Nightbreed, Misery…. All of it spoke emphatically of violence.

			Prentice moved first, stepping through the room with careful footing. “Check the bedrooms,” he said. Alderson took the hallway. He found two small bedrooms: one with a double bed, the other with singles, all of which were empty. He came back shaking his head. “No one.”

			Outside they searched the backyard before knocking on a neighbor’s door. A man in a robe answered.

			“Have you seen the kids that live next door?” Alderson asked.

			“Eric and Sarah?” The man frowned. “Not for a few days. I think the boy stays with his dad sometimes, the sister sometimes stays with her older sibling, Natasha.”

			That was enough of a lead. They made a call to the station, tracked down an address, and soon enough, Natasha confirmed both kids were with her—safe, and unharmed. Prentice radioed Wells with the update.
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			Back at St Andrews Street, John Price’s teenage son, Johnathon, sat on the front lawn, too stunned to speak. Two of his father’s colleagues from work sat with him, trying to console the young man, painfully aware that this was probably the worst day of his life.
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			The Questions

			Saturday, March 4, 2000. Maitland Hospital.

			Bob Wells arrived at Maitland hospital just after 10 AM. The chief psychiatrist had rung him earlier that morning with news that Katherine was now lucid and stable. Fit, at least in a clinical sense, to be interviewed.

			By now, she had been in custody for three days, during which time Wells had interviewed Katherine’s family, friends, and neighbors, building up a brief on the case. This would be his first and only interview with Katherine. The task of getting to the “why” of it all would fall to Dr. Robert Martin, the forensic psychiatrist for the prosecution. But today Wells would start the excavation. He hoped to extract some useful information out of her, if not a full confession.

			He was allocated a small, windowless room at the end of the main corridor, clinical in its austerity, with pale blue walls and a standard table and chairs. He set up a tripod camera and a recording device on the table. He placed a notepad and pen next to the recorder. He sat and scanned through a slim folder of case notes he’d brought with him. It contained police reports from her arrest, details from Katherine’s relatives and friends, relevant fragments of her life now flattened into statements. He checked his watch. 10:25 AM.

			A few minutes later, Katherine entered with her solicitor, a male nurse, and four uniformed officers. She wore a blue-and-white print dress. Her hair was messy, her face pale and freckly beneath her glasses. After initial preliminaries, Wells began the interview.

			“As I’ve told you, Kathy, I’m investigating the death of John Price. I have reason to believe that you may be the person responsible. Is there anything you can tell me about the matter?”

			“I don’t know anythink on it,” Katherine replied bluntly.

			“Can you recall the last thing that you do remember?”

			“The last think I remember was going out for tea with me daughter and the kids coming home.”

			“Can you tell me anything about that?”

			“No, then I don’t know anythink about the next day then.”

			“Right. Can you tell me the last thing you remember about the previous day, Tuesday, when you went to dinner with your children?”

			“Yeah, I had to go to Muswellbrook for the test, to show the doctor the bruises on me breast, and I asked me daughter would she like to go to tea, ’cause she was upset…. So, we went out for tea and we, I was watching a video, and it was too late to take the kids home to bed, so they spent the night at Tasha’s, and I just went home to Pricey’s.”

			“Do you know how you got to Pricey’s?”

			“Yeah, I drove me car.”

			“Do you recall going into Pricey’s at all?”

			“I really don’t know nothink.” She said it once, then again, and again. “I don’t know nothink,” a refrain she’d settled on with a firm grip. But Wells knew the value of silence, of drawing someone out until they grew uncomfortable. He sensed this was going to be a delicate matter. Her silence and denials and claims of amnesia opened the detectives up to the risk of leading questions, which her defense could use to their advantage in court.

			“Can you tell me about your relationship with John Price?” Detective Wells asked, switching gears.

			Katherine shifted in her chair. “Yeah, he was me fiancé, we were engaged. He bought me a ring and everythink.” Wells watched her, letting the silence pool between them. “He could be real nasty sometimes,” she continued, glancing around the room. “Nasty to me. Nasty to the kids.”

			“Mmmm. Can you tell me what you mean by that?”

			“Yeah, he hit me,” she said, waving a hand in the air like a slap. “Hit me when he was drunk. Yelled at the little ones.”

			“Did you ever report it?”

			“Of course I did.” Wells made a note of this. “You and John had an argument the Sunday before his death. Is that right?” She shifted again in her seat.

			“What was the fight about?”

			Katherine hesitated for a moment. “Uh…he told me to leave, leave the house, he wanted me out and I wasn’t gonna leave. I didn’t want to.”

			“And after that?”

			“I took out a restraining order, ’cuz he was hittin’ me.” Wells nodded, making another note on his pad. He was aware of the AVO. He had learned that police had served the same on Price’s behalf, as well as Katherine’s, after Price had gone to the station bruised and furious, saying he feared for his life.

			“Can you just take me to the last thing that you actually recall on that evening, which is the Tuesday, the twenty-ninth of February?” Wells asked.

			“The last time I recall was, I don’t know about your dates, but I went inside and watched a bit of TV.”

			“Right. Was Pricey there?”

			“Mmm.”

			“Do you—can you tell me where he was?”

			“Not particularly.”

			“Okay.” Wells paused for a moment, thinking. “Do you remember going to bed?”

			“Mmmm.”

			“Okay. Was Pricey in bed with you when you went to bed?”

			“Mmmm…. He had to have been.”

			“Do you recall that he was there, or not?”

			“I don’t even remember myself, so, I just remember watching a bit of Star Trek.”

			“So, you recall going to bed and going to sleep?”

			“I don’t remember anythink, so, I would have had to have gone to sleep.”

			“Can you tell me the next thing that you remember after that?”

			“Them telling me that I’m in the Mater Hospital.” Katherine went on to tell the detective that Price’s son, Johnathon, hated her because of what she had done in the Howick Mines incident. And, surprisingly, she admitted that she had stabbed John before the night of the murder.

			“To go back to the Tuesday just past, when you tell me that the last thing you remember is going to bed after Star Trek on television. That still the case?”

			“Yeah, I only watched a little bit and I went to bed.” By now Wells had begun to develop the beginnings of a profile in his mind. Most striking was that Katherine had been with John Price for more than six years. And yet there was no apparent grief, no remorse, no tears. He decided he would not press her on the events that led to the murder. That would be for Dr. Martin to unravel. And judging by what he saw at the crime scene, he didn’t want to know the details of that night.

			At 11:50 AM Katherine was taken back to her room and Wells left the building. He drove with the windows up and the air conditioning on high. The videotaped interview lay in a padded envelope on the passenger seat. About fifteen minutes into the drive, the tension caught up with him. He felt a pounding in his chest, pressure in his ears. He pulled over, switching the car into park, and let his hands rest on the steering wheel while he calmed himself. It was the crash after days of adrenaline and too little sleep—his body finally demanding a moment to reset. But mostly it was also the sheer brutality of the crime, images of which kept flashing through his mind. He sat there until his breathing eased, then he started up the car again. The senior prosecutor was expecting him. Wells would show him the tape, and the blunt, remorseless way Katherine had evaded his questions. He thought of the stories he’d heard over the last three days during his interviews. Everyone had something to say about Katherine. Some said that she could be kind and generous, the sort of person who’d give you a lift to the doctor without being asked. Others said she loved to dance and to laugh when the mood caught her. Some said she’d once confided in them that she’d been abused as a child. Others were clear that you did not cross Katherine Knight, because her temper was explosive. They all said that she and John loved each other, but that they fought often and had been an on-again,-off-again couple for the last two or so years. Loved each other. Wells scoffed. A statement like that almost made him angry. How could there be love there? How could you butcher someone that you loved?

			Sizing up the situation, it was clear that Katherine had murdered John Price. He would never say this officially at such an early stage of the investigation. But he knew. They all did. What he wanted—what he needed—was an answer to the question that would now eclipse the entire investigation. Why?
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