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The graffiti boys were back. They’d hit Ken Fraser’s new fence big time. Terry Stamp knew without discussion with the retired builder the old chap would be chafing at the bit and ready to blow the minute he set eyes on it and Terry thought it would be better if he could be around when that happened, to steady his old mate down a bit. Ken’s habitual life pattern made him an early riser, but 5am these days was too early for him as Terry on his customary lakeside run jogged through the mist past his friend’s self built home. Terry allowed his peripheral vision to take in the lines of the scaffolding remaining on the eastern side where the finishing touches were being added. There was no sign of life there. Darkened windows with drawn blinds overlooked a half completed patio cluttered with ladders, wheelbarrows and the usual conglomeration of builder’s paraphernalia.

The hush of predawn proclaimed Ken and Jean Fraser would not be greeting the outside world until a more respectable hour and Terry accepted that with inner warmth. Ken had the years under his belt, but an old man? ‘Give it a break,’ he would say when challenged. That sort of talk was all in the mind, but the last day of the old year had marked Ken’s sixty-fifth birthday and his voluntarily reduced workload now meant the shoe maker’s children would be better shod, maybe. His wife Jean was the one who was rejoicing at this for the dream of the completion of their retirement bungalow had yet to be realised. Her codicil to any discussion on the subject, whether with family, or friends, was more times than not, ‘I’ll believe it when I see it,’ and she had yet to see it.

Terry had been twenty four years old twenty five years earlier when the two men had been thrown together as members of an ailing rugby club; Terry a player, Ken a sponsor and they’d been firm friends ever since. Both were fitness fanatics as Terry was endorsing this morning when he targeted his usual three circuits of the lake before sunrise. Two circuits more and he would drop in on Ken for breakfast. Came the dawn, came the rain, a fine misty sheen of moisture drifting across the lake, bringing the distance up close and cancelling the prospect of feathered friends and the view of the mountain. Terry ploughed on and was near to completing his third lap of the lake with Ken Fraser’s boundary fence a blur ahead of him in the haze. He was on time, but hadn’t enjoyed the run as much today and just the thought of a hot shower made him warm. Ken’s panelled gate stood open and Terry was grieved to see the graffiti leeches had struck yet again since he’d passed on the last circuit. How close was that swine? ECAFDRATSAB; the scum of the earth who hid behind a dyslexic nom de plume with no pride in his own name or actions; one who in all probability would spend the remainder of his life running.

Terry stood in the gateway of 2 Lakeside Park having decided his run was finished for the day noting there were still no lights from the house which was unusual. Ken was normally in charge of his day by now. He pressed a sensor on his wrist I-pad and an apathetic voice in his ear told him the time was 6.22 am on Friday 28 March 2036. It will rain in Auckland until 10:20 this morning. Terry knew that. Wasn’t he soaked to the skin? But after six and no Ken on deck meant something was wrong.

As he approached the house he should have been greeted by the smell of frying bacon. That was usually the case, but not so today. The house still projected the stillness of the night and it was clear the normal breakfast menu for the Frasers was not a consideration. The wet footsteps leading across the dry tiles of the porch claimed his attention and he pondered on these as he hammered on the cedar panel of the front door. When he failed to attract attention he leaned heavily on the bell push. The cathedral chimes echoing through the house could leave nobody inside doubting somebody outside wanted in, but all remained still. Terry felt satisfied there was nobody home; he hoped. An intruding vision of his two friends lying dead in bed flashed through his mind as he asked himself the question, then discarded it immediately and prepared to make a circuit of the house.

Five minutes later he was back in the same spot considering entry. He had access. It was long agreed. Terry was a key holder for situations like this, but still he hesitated and stooped to study closer the wet foot marks trailed across the porch. These were marks made by none of the shoes lying to one side of the porch. Two pair, one Jean’s and the other pair Ken’s, all as dry as a bone being shoes for outside for the garden; part of Jean’s domestic discipline programme that never allowed muddy shoes in the house. It seemed this morning someone had broken the rules. Not Ken that was for sure; more than he dared do. He’d been married long enough to be aware of the consequences and most certainly not Jean. It was clear to Terry a third party had been present and maybe a fourth. He used his I-pad to record a visual image of the footmarks and then prepared to enter. The electronic lock on the door made an audible activation as Terry transmitted the code from his I-pad. The door swung open and all lights blazed as he crossed the threshold.

Jean Fraser’s dream home was a reproduction of the character bungalows of the early 1900s. The five inch, (that’s what the architect’s plan said, inches, not centimetres), five inch weatherboard exterior was nearing completion, but the interior lacked nothing to draw it one hundred years from the pages of history. Terry knew this house, he had helped build it and he and Ken always discussed its characteristics in imperial measurements even though those had been discarded by the nation and replaced seventy years before by metrics. With few exceptions such as bathrooms and kitchen they had followed the original builder’s plan. Authenticity was important for a genuine reproduction.

Wearing wet trainers and in fear of reproach Terry entered, closed the door and wiped his feet on the door mat. Leaning against the doorway he studied the silence of the hallway in the comfortable glow of its dual chandeliers, before venturing into the home he knew so well. As he felt the heat of the central heating wrap around his damp frame his I-pad told him the house alarm wasn’t set, that the property hadn’t been secured. The hallway was lined with dark cedar panels, being ten feet wide and twenty feet long with bedrooms to the right and left through doors embellished with coloured glass panels. At the far end, double sliding cedar doors gave access to a thirty foot lounge with double bay windows and twelve foot headroom to match the hallway. Polished timber flooring and domed white plaster ceilings combined strongly with crossed beams of native timber to make the statement – ‘this house is from the pages of history - at least one hundred years old’ when in fact the foundations were laid in 2035.

A few cautious strides carried Terry into the master bedroom where everything appeared to be normal, too normal for his liking. The king bed was unmade and rumpled both sides and the day quilt which Jean had personally crafted was a crumpled heap in a corner, something that would never happen if she were around. Ken’s I-pad and wallet were there on his bedside table and on the one opposite a few feminine items and an Ebook. Terry knew for certain something was amiss. Ken would go nowhere without his I-pad, not even to the toilet and Jean placed too much stock in her hand sewn multi patchwork quilt to treat it in that manner. He moved through the house now, quickening his pace, but taking in every personal detail in each room. The main bathroom was a bit of a puzzle. Jean’s usual pristine presentation of fluffy towels and garlands of flowers was marred by a broken vase and scattered blooms and a mess of wet towelling on the floor tiles. The Jacuzzi bath was empty with a wet towel in its base; very un-Jean like. In the lounge Ken’s reading glasses and a pen were on a table by his preferred arm chair. The man was a devil for the horses and a print-out of the fields for the Auckland Easter Cup lay handy on the floor together with a set of binoculars which Terry deduced he’d been checking out ready for his weekend foray at the track. The kitchen showed evidence of a meal well consumed with the dishwasher stacked, but open. Three used wine flutes and four empty wine bottles stood on the bench above. The mystery continued. All was calm and Terry stood at the bench gazing abstractedly into the gloom of the rear garden, contemplating the select segments of puzzle presented to him. He and Ken were to spend the next day together, which would include the races at Ellerslie. Ken would have gone nowhere without contacting him. What was happening made no sense; and then it did.
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Terry continued to stare through the kitchen window. There were lights now where there had been none when he’d made the circuit of the house. Night still wasn’t conceding to the day, but it was lighter now. It was dawn, a wet dawn; a chilly dawn and the sort of morning to rejoice when fully immersed in a hot tub. How stupid could you get? All that worry for nothing, although the lights! How had he missed them? He hadn’t. There had been no lights. Ken’s home gymnasium had probably cost as much as the house had cost to build. Two hundred square metres of enclosed heated lap pool with Jacuzzi and Finnish sauna and a complete gymnasium which backed onto the house, adjacent to the double garage-workshop that housed the couple’s hybrid cars. Ken had the money for such things and had worked hard enough and long enough to get it. There had been no handouts there of old family money, although he had accrued his share of that as his mother and father had dropped off the end.

The sight of the lights in the clearing dawn caused a wave of guilt to sweep over Terry as his conclusions leapt ahead of his thinking. What an idiot! Now he realised he was intruding on an intimate moment and his mistake had been entering the house. The pool! That’s exactly where he would be now if this were his; and especially if he had a wife like Jean. The thought of the two of them canoodling in the heat of the spa sent the wrong messages to Terry. Behave yourself fool. Ken’s your mate and the fact that he’d scored a wife more than twenty years his junior had nothing to do with anyone, least of all you.

A wife like Jean! He’d had his chance, but there was nothing there now. Like Jean? Not really. Cavanagh Stamp, nee Sampson had been before Jean’s time and the two hadn’t known each other; but like Jean? Yes beautiful, like Jean. Cavanagh was beautiful and dutiful and heart stopping. It was Terry who had introduced Ken to Jean. In actuality they would never have met Jean if it hadn’t been for Cavanagh and now Cavanagh was dead; dead now and dead then. I died twenty-two years ago.  Ten years of marriage to Cavanagh had seemed like  ten weeks and the score of years without her, a millennium. Terry had spent fourteen years of that millennium in New Zealand’s top security prisons condemned by the court when found guilty by twelve good peers and true of her murder. When Cavanagh died he had died too, in his heart, but they were all wrong; he was not the one who had taken her life.

Nonetheless the courts and society had decided otherwise and he had been sentenced to life imprisonment at a time when life meant life with no parole. His defence lawyer had insisted he was the lucky one for the punishment for capital crime had again been under review since New Zealand had taken independence by rejecting the British throne and becoming a republic. Two weeks following his conviction the death sentence was reinstated in New Zealand, 54 years after being abolished in1961. ‘Lucky man,’ said his lawyer. Lucky? Sentenced to a life behind bars with murderers, sodomites and psychotics for a crime committed by someone running free and not sought. Terry Stamp didn’t kill his wife. Garth Abals, the lawyer who drew all the legally aided expenses for his defence had considered his lack of guilt remained unsure, as he completed the job for which the state paid him. The judge and jury came no way near to believing him, but Jean Clark, Abal’s junior legal executive remained convinced of his innocence. One other, Gareth Sampson, Cavanagh’s father was a staunch supporter of his who would never entertain guilt on Terry’s part. Alcohol had featured strongly in the evidence presented by the crown and Gareth testified adamantly that in the fifteen years he’d known the accused alcohol had never been part of his life. It was out of character for him to be anywhere near the stuff. Gareth Sampson had stood in the public gallery as Terry was sent down and screamed his objection to the verdict.

‘Terence Stamp did not kill my daughter.’

The lifers and heavy criminals in Paramaribo High Security Detention Block sat on the fence and didn’t care anyway. Stamp was fresh arse and the word on the grape vine about their new wife killer flatmate was sufficient for them to dispense their own justice. The honour among this set of thieves didn’t support wife killers. Their welcome home for him over the first few weeks of confinement was two broken hands and a sodomised rear end. That was their way of confirming the pecking order in their establishment and an underlining of the guarantee that he paid top price for his crime; a crime he didn’t commit. Following that he was left alone; alone with his overwhelming grief for the loss of his wife and his depreciating will to live; left alone to contemplate what he considered to be a worthless useless life.

Having been rejected by a father who never was, and neglected by a mother who didn’t want to be, Terry’s first natural instinct since birth was one of not belonging, of feeling unwanted. It was much later in his life that his instinctive fears were confirmed by a loose lipped aunt who informed him long after his mother’s death  that he owed his existence to the dual failure of desperate hot baths and an overindulgence of neat gin; and he was lucky to be born. Lucky to be alive! A cliché which had been echoed by his lawyer and one which made him want to spit as he lay in his cell, abused in body and in mind. Terry’s mother Jessica Stamp had stayed around almost five years before deserting her one offspring who was then declared a ward of the state. Terry’s experience of foster homes became much, many and varied with a broken string of surrogate parents sufficiently weak in empathy to strengthen the wall of loneliness that enshrouded him. Few ever came to know of the need festering within his bland poker faced exterior as daily humiliations were absorbed by a mind that was hungry for love and knowledge, yet was driven by a determination to overcome the agony of the inferiority complex it promoted.

‘Inferiority complex?’ a surrogate parent had once voiced when he was old enough to know and young enough to foolishly tell. ‘Don’t be stupid, you mutt. That isn't complex. You are inferior.’

There was the challenge, the yardstick which in his progressing years made him sufficiently determined and dogmatic enough to succeed and excel at anything he chose to adopt. With such a sharp focus rejection became a daily way of life for him, feeding his sensitivity, but with each setback came the realisation that success was there not to be denied. This success was predictably slow in coming initially, but each step in the right direction he measured by the recognition of his peers which was as important to him as any testimonial or financial gain. He grew up hard, but he grew up smart. All fingers of both hands were needed to count the number of schools he attended before absconding in his sixteenth year. He was the clown running away from the circus to find a home. He excelled in the subjects he liked and flopped drastically in those he didn’t. He didn’t sweat, didn’t do homework, but English, maths, woodwork and foreign language he mastered simply by being there in the classroom. Physics and chemistry you could forget. He never neared a pass mark, not even when including his date of birth. But sport? Oh, yes. He could run and jump and when in the backline in that last year at Grammar he wasn’t as good as the rest. He was better. He stood out. He’d been running alone all his life, therefore he knew how. When that ball came to him down the chain of backs there was nobody who was going to stop him, nor take it from him. How many times did he cross the try line? Countless; and try conversions? Oh, so many. Such talent was destined never to go unnoticed and the interest of the predators of Auckland’s representative sports team was aroused at the sight of him streaking down the wing and scything through reputedly impenetrable defences.

Gareth Sampson was one such person. Of Welsh heritage he had travelled to New Zealand as support staff on a Lions’ rugby tour in 2005 and had become entranced by the country. On his return to Britain he had sold everything he owned to take up residency in Auckland with his wife Megan and their young daughter Cavanagh. As sports master and mathematics teacher at Mt Albert Grammar he also became a rugby scout for potential talent for the Auckland Province. He was quick to secure an invitation to Terry to become involved as a professional junior with the club. Terry was enrolled in their academy and by that action was the young man’s destiny crafted. At seventeen he was a star in the making. Gareth Sampson knew it and gradually the general sports public of New Zealand came to recognise the same.

Terry became a regular visitor to the Sampson household. He wallowed in the warmth of  family life he had never experienced as he was openly accepted into the fold. On the face of things he was joyful, but underneath he was resentful of society in general and of his unknown father and apathetic mother in particular, because of his late introduction to an example of family life he had never experienced. In this way he was introduced  to  the friendship and compassion of which he had been deprived until so late in life. It was when he was presented with the trophy for New Zealand schoolboy player of the year he came to  realise he was happy; but how could this last? How long does anything last? It lasted until two months short of Cavanagh Sampson’s eighteenth birthday on the day Terry celebrated his nineteenth. They were in love with each other, and  life was as it had never been before for Terry Stamp, captain of the under twenty All Blacks. What a fateful day that was; the day Megan Sampson chose to end her marriage of eighteen years to her childhood sweetheart Gareth. The pressure of living in the Antipodes away from her roots had long been taking its toll on this subservient Welsh maiden. The breakdown of the marriage had been long coming though not apparent to any, only to the two people involved, but the result was heartbreak all around. It was not a spontaneous decision on her part, but one timed well to achieve her desired result.

These months of April and May in New Zealand were dismal and wet and they encompassed the climax of the Super 16 International Rugby Competition. Terry’s team the Blues travelled through the lower hemisphere to compete in the last four matches of the competition that would decide the semi-finalists. Gareth was team manager. Terry was vice captain. With two matches to play in South Africa and two in Argentina the winning of any two would guarantee a home semi-final at Eden Park Auckland for the Blues.  These short tours were hard on the families meaning six weeks away from home and Megan capitalised on this time alone to pay a return visit with her daughter Cavanagh to her Welsh homeland. This was their first visit since her first arrival in New Zealand and it was an opportunity well taken for one who continually yearned for the Welsh Hills. The Blues were victorious in all four games and returned to Auckland in great spirits as favourites for their semi-final. It was night. Gareth’s home was an hour from the airport, an empty house which held little appeal to Gareth, nor to Terry who was a boarder there, but the ladies were timed to return almost simultaneously and that house would soon become a home once again. Not to be; it didn’t happen. Gareth answered the ringing phone. Terry got the bags from the car.

‘It’s me Gareth, Megan.’

‘Where are you, pet? I thought you’d be here by now.’

‘I’m at my mother’s place. We didn’t travel.’

‘You’re in Wales? Still in Wales? Are you sick? What’s wrong?’

‘I’m not sick. Nothing’s wrong?’ She hesitated. ‘Everything is wrong.’  The years spent away from her roots had taken their toll on his submissive Welsh wife. From the bastions of her birth she had summoned the strength to say to him words she would never have dared to say to his face. The ultimatum she served on her husband that day defied the subservience that was normal for their marriage. ‘I’m not returning to New Zealand, Gareth. I can’t. I’m staying here with Cavanagh. If you want our marriage to continue you will follow me here.’ She was crying down the phone. It didn’t help the situation. Nothing helped. ‘I love you, but I can’t stand the loneliness and neglect any longer. My life will be here. Our life will be here. I’m sick of being a footballing widow.’

Terry lumbered into the lounge with three suitcases to find his friend collapsed in a chair staring in bewilderment at the handset of the phone. Terry had never seen a grown man cry. This was a defining moment when Terry’s future made a sharp turn. Today was his lesson for years to come. He listened quietly as Gareth unashamedly sobbed and poured out his heart and slowly the significance of what was happening dawned on him. She wasn’t coming back.

‘What do you mean, she’s not coming home? Who’s not? Megan? Cavanagh?’

Gareth, a strongly built big man, worthy of any rugby front row in his time, was distraught and Terry had no control over a situation which saw his recent years of complacency dissolve in an instant. He’d never had a father and for years had been grasping at the image of this man to fill those shoes and now he could see him hurting as he had done himself on many occasions. The caustic facts overwhelmed Terry as he knelt before Gareth and asked meekly, ‘What will you do? When will you leave?’

The answer was slow in coming. Gareth sat with his head in his hands for a while then stood, straightened and walked to the bay window and stood staring into nothing until he regained his composure.

‘I’m going nowhere. I can’t. This is me, where I am now. Megan and I have been at loggerheads for some time. I can’t fix this. If I go I’ll simply be playing away and transferring the game to another ground. I’m staying here and if she doesn’t come back, then that’s it, she doesn’t.’

‘You’ll call her bluff?’

‘She isn’t bluffing.’

Terry was surprised to say the least, then indignant.

‘But she’s taken Cavanagh. Can she do that?’

‘Mothers can do anything son and Cav’s a grown woman almost. In a year, or so, she’ll be able to make her own decisions.’

‘But you’ve got to go. You’ve got to bring them back.’

‘No. I’m not going. That’s all there is to it.’

Terry felt the despair fermenting within and it boiled over in a string of burbled words.

‘But Cavanagh, we spoke yesterday on the phone. She was happy . . . she  never said . . . she wouldn't want to . . .’

In an instant the old feeling of loneliness and fear invaded his psyche as all the things he had learned to love crumbled before him. He felt nauseous and dashed to the toilet where he could be alone and nothing else. His decisions were made in an instant. He returned to the kitchen where Gareth was making a brew.

‘There’s no milk,’ said the man. ‘You’ll have it black?’

Terry had a grip on himself and was decisive.

‘Black’s good.’ Then he blurted. ‘I’ve decided. I’m going to England, Wales, wherever they are. I’m not giving up as easily as that.’

‘What are you talking about? You’re not thinking right. You can’t leave just like that.’

‘Watch me. I’m on the next plane.’

Gareth's reasoning was to no avail.

‘You know you won’t go. You’ve got the semi final next Saturday and probably after that the final. You need that and what is more the team needs you.’

‘They mean nothing to me without Cavanagh. If I lose her I lose everything. I’m going and I don’t even have to pack a bag.’

‘But the club! You’ve got a contract.’

‘Too bad. They’ll get by without me. I’ve got a contract with Cavanagh and that’s the contract I care about. You won’t stop me Gareth. I’m on that plane tomorrow. A contract with the Blues won’t stop me, nor will a contract with the NRU.’

‘But you’re shortlisted to be an All Black, boy. You’ve signed a deal. You could captain your national team. You can’t put that in danger.’

Terry took a breath and considered his words.

‘There are more important things. I told you, you won’t stop me. I love your daughter. She loves me. So I’ll go get her. I miss a few games of rugby, so what?’

It was Gareth who drove him to the airport that next day arguing with him, reasoning with him all the way. It was Gareth who stood at the check-in and pleaded with him to reconsider and it was Gareth, who on the face of things had lost his wife and was in danger of losing his daughter, who hugged him as though he were losing a son. It was Gareth who drove home alone. It was noon.  Seventeen hours later having taken its non-stop direct route to London an Air New Zealand 398 Air bus with 364 passengers aboard came to rest at gate 4 of Heath Row airport. Terry Stamp was where he had never been before. With the glamour and glitz of four rugby victories banished from his mind he was feeling miserable, but as he waited in the baggage claim area he warmed to the fact that Cavanagh would be less than 300 miles from where he was at that moment. Two phone calls were necessary and he powered up his mobile, suddenly impatient as the Telecom logo was agonisingly slow to register.

At that time it was dawn in Auckland; a few ticks after 6 am. Gareth lay not sleeping, lonely in a king size bed. His mobile chimed a quiet sound on the bedside table. It was a call he was expecting, but not as soon.

‘I’m here, Gareth, as quick as that.’ Terry’s voice was clear across cyber space. He could have been in the next room.’

‘You’re not in Wales already son?’

Son! Terry liked that. What was he running from? What had he run to? He took a moment to consider that word again; being the first time he’d heard it in that context: son.

‘Heath Row. I’ve just landed. I’ll rent a car and find my way up there first thing tomorrow. You okay?’

‘I’m okay, son. I want you back here?’

That word again! Don’t do that Gareth.

‘Just sit on it Gareth. I’ll be back when I can get Cavanagh back. It will probably be the weekend. It means I’ll miss the game, but we’ll be in the stands with you to watch the final.’

‘Do they know you’re there?’

‘Nobody knows anything. I’m gonna ring Cavanagh now. I’ll call you tomorrow and see you in a week.’

He didn’t see him in a week and he didn’t see the final that year, nor the next year and it never became a consideration for the next three years. Cavanagh was overjoyed and embarrassed that he had sought her out with little consideration for the destruction of his rugby career. She was confused and undecided by her mother’s actions and torn by the decision to remain in Wales. The elation of two lovers reunited was immeasurable, but eventually battle lines were drawn when the matter of returning to New Zealand was addressed. Cavanagh spelled it out in tearful sentences. There was no way she could be persuaded to leave her mother. She loved her dad as much, but her mother needed her and for a few years at least she wouldn’t leave her side.  There followed a hard decision for Terry whose life pattern had been scrambled like a jigsaw puzzle in a box. Her mother needed her, but Terry needed her; didn’t that count for anything? It counted for everything, but her mother was stressed. It wouldn’t be fair to leave her now.

Torn as Terry was all thought of leaving Britain was banished from his mind. A small budget forced him into the workforce, but he ran into trouble after twelve months when his visitor’s visa and work permit expired and he faced deportation. His determination to stay overcame this strong impediment to his continued stay in the easiest possible fashion. Gareth Sampson arrived in Kent in September when the hops were up their wires and at their fullest to give away his daughter in marriage to Terence Morgan Stamp on the village green in Goudhurst.Any predetermined hopes of reconciliation between Gareth and Megan were immediately dashed when his determination to return to New Zealand after one week was identified from the start. It was never up for discussion. What was freely discussed between bride, groom and father in law was the emphatic action of the Auckland Rugby Union and the New Zealand Rugby Union to suspend Terry from all forms of professional participation on New Zealand sports fields because of his irresponsible breaches of contract. Terry was fully aware of all this having endured increasing pressure from both unions and his peers during that first twelve months away. He accepted his punishment in a gallant manner, and until Gareth volunteered the information he had been successful in keeping news of it from Cavanagh. With the revelation of his sacrifice a happy bride wept openly.

‘You gave up your rugby, all that for me!’ she exclaimed when they were alone.

‘It was nothing. It’s just a game.’

‘But you love rugby and what’s more you are good at it.’

‘I love you more. I couldn’t give you up.’

‘It’s your career,’ she insisted.

‘I can play anytime.’

‘But we must go back?’

‘To play rugby? Now you tell me. And leave your mother? Too late. I’m banned from the game in New Zealand.’

Terry wasn’t unhappy in England which is where he and Cavanagh settled, on the Welsh border. He played for the newly formed Saxon Rebels and progressed as well as he wanted in the face of southern hemisphere hostility. He was twenty two years old and fashioning a career in farming and horticulture when his direction changed once more. Megan Sampson died suddenly in the wake of a severe heart attack which consigned all immediate plans to the rubbish heap. With the grieving turning to healing Cavanagh wanted her father and Mr and Mrs Terry Stamp returned to New Zealand to face the wrath and scorn of the New Zealand media. Public opinion predictably took it upon itself, in its own unforgiving nature to crucify Terry for forsaking rugby for personal interests. It was water off a duck’s back. He showed them he wasn’t affected and as the weeks slipped by it was the Shylocks of New Zealand Rugby who sought him out once more having decided he’d been punished enough for his indiscretions; they had been punished enough. Come and play Terry; we need you.
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Staring out of Jean Fraser’s kitchen window Terry was breaking his own set of rules thinking of these things. It was all behind him and it was rare for him to allow himself to visit the ghosts of the past. It never helped. It was just himself he punished when he did that. This is what he had told himself when released from prison after fourteen years; fourteen years one month; fourteen years one month eight days three hours twenty seven minutes, but who was counting? He certainly was. Ken Fraser had always believed in his innocence and it was he who had encouraged him and counselled him to wash the bitterness from his broken heart, and on the face of things it had worked. At the best Ken was made to think it had worked, but no! How good of an actor was Terry?  Very good in as much as he awarded himself an Oscar every day. He knew, too, Ken grieved for the loss of Cavanagh and Terry had avowed someone would have to pay for that sometime, but who was that someone?

‘A grave miscarriage of justice,’ were the words on the paper the Minister of Justice had handed to him. ‘This is something we deeply regret,’ had said the minister. ‘However, you must look to the future. You are young and have a whole new life ahead of you. Think positive. You have so much to gain.’

So much to gain! So young! These were inspiring thoughts from a frustrated sixty year old spinster on her third parliamentary term. It was wonderful thinking in consideration of the innocence lost by a man who had lost everything. Lost his love, his reputation, and the prospects of an exciting rugby career; lost twenty years of his life, his arse and the full use of his right hand. So much to gain? Give me them all back and we’ll call it even, but until then, watch out. The dawn was lifting as Terry decided to withdraw and leave his friends to their privacy. They needn’t know he’d intruded, but he would tell them later. A framed wedding picture in the hallway grabbed his attention. Ken had married Jean Clark two years after Terry was sent to prison. Ken had said she was the woman for whom he had waited all his life and he had vowed at forty five he would make the mistake only once. It was a white wedding that Terry only heard about, but celebrated in the confines of his cell. It was bitter brine through which such sweetness rose. The bride and groom would never have met had Cavanagh not died the way she did.

On becoming wed Jean had abandoned her legal ambitions, but she continued to study law and maintained a strong personal representation at the law society. Her private vendetta was that one day she would uncover all the facts regarding Cavanagh’s death. She knew the right people and had the money to pick and probe when and where she chose. Everyone other than Jean, Ken and of course Terry, was satisfied justice had finally been done when a convicted killer in the United Kingdom identified himself as her assassin. Johan Jeronimus, a fifty year old inmate who was ending his years in Broadmoor Prison with a rotting liver had betrayed his own trust when confiding in a cell mate of his activities in New Zealand when acting as a journalist reporting on a British Lions’ tour in 2017. His cell mate Elliott Page, a man with paedophilic history was serving twenty years for armed robbery, second degree murder and infliction of grievous bodily harm. Page waited until the death of his confidant before using the information gained by him to negotiate his accommodation benefit with His Majesty’s Corrections Service. It was too extreme a story to be ignored by officialdom with times and places having sufficient relevance for them to reopen the inquiry into Cavanagh Stamp’s death. In doing so they opened a Pandora’s Box of killing and revulsion.

The authorities were both stunned and embarrassed that this information was correct and could not be disputed. Video evidence of the brutal act that ended Cavanagh’s life had been recorded on a cell phone camera in the possession of Johan Jeronimus. Three minutes of savage assault recording her strangulation and rape, during which the assailant, a confirmed lifelong rugby fanatic, celebrated his conquest by raising a fist in triumph to the camera and yelling, ‘how’s zat ref? Down? You want down? Is that down enough? Shall I put it in again?’ There could be no doubt as to his guilt. The question left unanswered was, who held the camera? Most certainly it was not Terrance Stamp who on this evidence had his conviction overturned, but then in the wake of such an incredible advancement of the case everything came to a halt. Despite extensive investigation the third person in that satanic tryst was yet to be identified. The thought of it was always there to dispel in Terry’s sad mind, as it was this grey morning. He jerked himself back to the present, puzzled once more by the absence of his friends from their dream home.

Terry left and secured the house with the matter of the wet footprints stirring his thinking. Who was that? How did they fit into the scheme of things? Possibly it was the graffiti punk who had been a mite curious and had been stretching his perimeters. The rain had stopped and Terry decided on one more circuit of the house to ensure the brat hadn’t broadened his canvas and further abused the property. All seemed in order, but the lights were now out in the pool house and it took a while for him to realise he was the one who had activated the lights on the entire property when he’d opened the front door. That was the system of access from his I-pad. The information he had stored there for the dwelling controlled every light source in the place and in his innocence he had turned them all on and then turned them off. Idiot! His stupidity stunned him and restored the enigma; if Ken and Jean weren’t in the pool, where the hell were they?

He stood close to the sports gazebo contemplating his next move when he became aware of movement from within. Not a loud noise, almost a whimper and he called Ken’s name in desperation and shook the door handle in his anxiety. The door was a slider and it moved to the left opening a gap from which belched a wave of hot air. Something small and hard hammered against his legs and he almost stumbled as the furry form of Jean’s pet dog erupted from inside. Wherever Jean was her grey haired Lhasa Apso would be by her side, but at this moment Katie the Lhasa was on a mission. She needed water and she skidded to a halt at the first pool formed by the rain. She lapped at the puddle frantically and Terry realised she had been dehydrating and he understood why when he entered the bath house. The temperature was at its highest, the heat being hard to bear. Steam rose from the pool surface in clouds which obscured vision and moisture dripped from every beam and fitting. It ran in streams down the walls and glazing. Too hot! It had to be a faulty thermostat, surely.

The place was in darkness offering a weak twilight that revealed nothing. He called Ken’s name, then Jean’s, but no response. Moving inside he activated the lighting and through the steam saw Jean at the far end of the pool fifteen metres away seated in a basket chair. She was naked and momentarily he withdrew from the situation and then he didn’t. Instead he approached her with caution observing the black hair, wet and plastered around her shoulders. The moisture ran from her body in rivulets as though she had just stepped from the shower. Jean Fraser hadn’t just stepped from the shower. She was dead.
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Chapter 4

[image: ]


Go back, to July 2017 - Sandspit - North Auckland - New Zealand

Terry had advanced well into the cabin before suspecting anything was wrong. He heard the sound of the shower still running and he called her name as anxiety gripped him.

‘Cavanagh! Come out of there.’

A sharp movement, a sound behind him and then he knew nothing; blackness.

Terry was waking somewhere. The creeping, cold sensation in his legs was bringing him to his senses and the hard impression of the steering wheel against his head brought an ache hard to bear. Where was he? Above all this stench of alcohol and vomit made him want to vomit again as he saw the remains of his last meal on his shirt front and sleeves. He was in his car, but why? The passenger door was open and all windows wound down affording no protection from the stiff wind that gusted the July torrent into the vehicle. Cold, wet and drunk? Certainly not drunk and he straightened and looked around into the darkness and asked again, where the hell am I? Drunk? He never touched the stuff. It was part of his pussy reputation at the rugby club that he drank only soft drinks and tomato juice.

The bones of his right hand ached, were tender, and he grimaced as he fumbled with the key in the ignition. The engine refused to start. Not a spark. It wouldn’t even turn over. He got out of the car and stood in the rain assessing the situation. There were no street lights. This wasn’t a street. It appeared to be a rural back road with no sealing and no paved footpath and he had not the faintest idea how he had got there. A wall of trees and shrubbery formed a background for the pitch blackness all around. The car was at an angle on a mound off the road, its near side hard against the trunk of a tree, the wing crunched and the headlight broken. Pelting rain offered no respite as he sat again in the car. The windows wouldn’t close and he moved to the rear seats frantic to know how he had got into this mess. He had no idea of the time. His watch was at the cabin along with his cell phone. The dash board clock wasn’t functioning and he was stumped for the moment on how to get help. Cavanagh would be frantic not knowing where he was. Out there, outside the car, there wasn’t a light. He strained his mind to remember whatever he could, the last thing being entering the cabin and hearing her in the shower; after that nothing.

Before that, what?

The after match function at Eden Park for the final match of the Irish and British Lions tour was as big an event as the test match itself and Cavanagh turned heads there as she did everywhere she went. She looked stunning in her second-skin wool dress, wool for the New Zealand winter and cling tight for glamour and fashion; she certainly was a lady of fashion. She and Terry had earned places on the head table to be seated with VIPs, top players and staff. He, as vice captain of his club and a top player who was touted to be All Black material for the coming season; she, as wife and current chairperson of the region’s SWOP (sweethearts and wives of players) club.

As was normal on occasions such as this an air of familiarity introduced itself into proceedings as the night wore on to override discretion and respect and the true feelings of opposite camps and their supporters became exposed in verbal tribute and disappointingly in physical expression. Celebrations came to an abrupt halt for Terry and Cavanagh when he was forced to discourage amorous advances forced upon his wife by a drunken journalist and Lions’ supporters. Cavanagh was well disposed to handle this type of situation, but rejection wasn’t on the columnist’s agenda when suggesting he would swap anything he had for a few moments of madness with her. It was when he came close to molesting her and mimicked a referee’s scrum direction by saying to her face, ‘I’m not satisfied. Go down and touch when I say touch,’ that Terry stepped in and gave him one big smack that sat him on his backside. One proved to be not enough for he came at Terry in fury to find he had picked on the wrong person. A smart flurry of punches took the drunk out of the action altogether and he went down to stay down in a bloody heap.

‘How’s that for down?’ chided Terry standing over his bloodied victim.

Strong hands pulled him away and in the melee that followed Terry and Cavanagh grabbed their coats and took a taxi home.

That had been Saturday night, the end of the tour function.  All this Terry remembered in the rain and thought it to be the reason his hand hurt, for he had dealt to the man quite viciously. He looked again at his hand in the dark, but could see nothing, but could feel the nail broken badly on his right forefinger. That wouldn’t happen with a punch.  It was now Sunday night, probably Monday morning, dark, wet and lonely. He had to get back. Cavanagh would be frantic. He remembered now why he had left her and really wished he hadn’t. There was so much he failed to understand. The alcohol for one, for they had none with them so why and how had he got where he was; and where was he? In heavy rain he started to retrace the path of his vehicle, trudging blindly through mud, wet grass and the shifting loose metal of the road desperate for the sight of a house light, or any communication with the outside world.

Terry’s memory of that weekend left him feeling flat. This was one of those rare times in ten years he and Cavanagh had come near to falling out and a savage exchange of words after leaving the function, and more the next day on the drive up, had taken the edge off the romantic week away that had been planned for weeks. The Lions’ tour had been the highlight of the year for Terry for as arch rivals they were the number one opposition for any New Zealand rugby team and he relished his part in the 19 - 12 defeat of the visitors by Auckland Province early in the tour. He’d followed the tour throughout the country and attended every match. Following the punch-up that night he and Cavanagh left Eden Park and she took him to task for his violence when intervening in the dispute.

‘Why did you poke your nose in? There was no need for that. D’you really think I can’t take care of myself?’

‘The guy was hitting on you. I didn’t like it.’

‘He was drunk. I could handle him. You hurt him. Probably busted his nose.’

How could she defend this guy? Typical woman!

‘Hurt him? Good. I hope so. I’d do it again.’

‘You’re a monster. I’m ashamed of you. You embarrass me.’ Words she never meant.

‘I embarrass you? Joke! Perhaps if you weren’t dressed like a tart that drunk punk would never have climbed out of his pram.’ Words he certainly didn’t mean. He loved the way she dressed and the way she was.

This nostalgic repeat honeymoon tagged onto the end of the Lions tour had been timed to celebrate their tenth wedding anniversary. Their  cabin was  one of six in the bush just metres from the beach at Sandspit and visits there were getting to be a habit having stayed twice before with the deficiency of people being the main attraction. They’d arrived midday Sunday having covered the hour’s drive north in silence with little to say to each other. On arrival conversation had been terse, but the altercation had erupted once more on the forecourt of the gas station when it was noted the Sunday Gazette carried embellished versions of the incident. The headline supporting the 24 -18 New Zealand victory over the touring team carried a predictably cryptic message.

‘Lions supporter Stamped on by up and coming rugby star. Lions tamed twice in one day.’

The supporting copy made as much of the incident as was possible from witness statements without adhering too much to the truth. Cavanagh’s disgust and hurled abuse did not go unnoticed by the pump attendant who watched in amusement as she set off on foot, frantically pursued by her volatile husband. The man had watched with interest as she was hounded back into their vehicle with Terry telling her he’d kill her if she spoke to him like that again. As with all disputes, sensible persons look for a resolution. This one had already gone on too long and these were sensible people. Once the initial heat of the argument had cooled they were each asking of themselves, ‘why am I doing this,’ with each of them compromising and conceding small ground that led to a coming together. Weather wise this had been a fine day for the middle of winter, with talk of rain, but no rain yet. It was mid afternoon with temperaments cooling when Terry decided on a swim which wasn’t unheard of in July in the sun warmed waters of the pumice lined beaches of the East Coast. With the tide full he had swum out and it was but a short distance before the spirit of the sea removed all anger from him. Suddenly he was lonely and vulnerable and wanted to be with Cavanagh no matter what.

Sorry, couldn’t be said soon enough and he turned about and struck out for the shore. She was waiting, standing knee deep in the tide watching him as he came ashore, calling his name and crying in frustration. He stopped and wallowed in the shallows before her feeling the rough heat of the pumice on his skin as he imbibed the picture that would stay to torment him forever. She was wearing his number 10 jersey that reached to mid thigh; and nothing else. The oversized garment was wet and plastered to her body and the straight lines of her jet black hair cascaded to below her shoulders. He'd never seen anything more beautiful. It was easy after that and it was over. They were in love again. Back in their cabin they consummated their strained relationship, did it again and then slept.

It was Terry who woke first. It was dark and raining with wind gusting inwards through the drapes of the open ranch doors, cooling his bare flesh. Cavanagh slept on and he rose and covered her prone shape with the duvet. She moved as though to wake then settled in a foetal position with a satisfied smile on her face. She’d be tired. He was. There’d been no sleep the night before; just a mind shattering volley and return volley of cross words and insincere insults. He pulled on his jeans and trainers, grabbed a sweater and headed for the door. Neither of them had eaten since breakfast and she would be as hungry as he and the steak house ten minutes back on the main road did an excellent take-out. She’d be pleased to be coaxed awake with steak and fries in a half hour.

There was no moon and the rain was heavy as he trod the access driveway which wound a hundred metres through dense bush to the road. In the car there was room for only one set of wheels in either direction and he moved left into a lay-by as approaching headlights dazzled his vision. Torrents danced from the panels of the car and the wipers fought hard to clear the windscreen. He allowed the vehicle to pass. With the velocity of the storm the steak and chips lost their attraction, but he persisted. Forty minutes later he was back at the same spot with his packaged meal on the passenger seat steaming the windscreen. The exterior lighting to the cabin was out. It hadn’t been when he’d left and it was a point he was pondering as he left the vehicle and scurried to the porch and hammered the door. It was unlocked and moved inwards easily which unnerved him. He’d dead locked the property on leaving. The lights were ablaze in all rooms and the bed ruffled where they had lain. Terry had advanced well into the room before suspecting anything was wrong. He heard the sound of the shower still running and he called her name as anxiety flushed through his frame.

‘Cavanagh! Come out of there.’

A sharp movement and a sound behind him and then he knew nothing; blackness.

In the heavy rain and in the dark that was what he remembered as he started to retrace the path of his vehicle. He feared for Cavanagh and her safety. Trudging blindly through the mud, wet grass and the shifting loose metal of the road he was desperate for the sight of a house light, or any communication with the outside world. The feeling of hard macadam against the ribbed sole of his shoe was the first indication he had of reaching an intersection and the main road. A short distance to his right he detected a traffic Give Way sign, its triangular shape lonely in the gloom, and bent at an angle as though moved by a collision. This was familiar to him and he knew exactly where he was. To the left the shopping centre, maybe a kilometre away and to his right the beach and the cabin resort closer, less than five hundred metre. There were no lights and no movement as he broke into a brisk jog towards the beach, but suddenly there was light. Light, but first the throb of a helicopter directly overhead and then the lancing beam of its spotlight moving erratically across the wild terrain of hedgerows and tar seal until it focussed on his slowly moving form. He was petrified in its glare. He stumbled and shielded his eyes with his forearms before collapsing in a drenched heap on the centre line of the road.

‘Police! Don’t move from where you are.’ The blare of a loudspeaker blasted above the roar of the engines as the machine hovered fifty metres above him. ‘Stay still. You will be taken into custody.’

Terry was bemused and had no time to react before a blaze of light accompanied by the shriek of skidding tyres encircled him. Two police cars ground to a halt a few metres away and a jumble of dark figures descended






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
IN HIS

SORROW

ROY JENNER





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





