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Max Paratai

 


Auckland, New Zealand.

Home.

10:00pm

 


Tonight was supposed to be my night off, for
tonight is my birthday. I can’t
count how many times I’ve disappointed her. I get a text
mid-way through our dinner from
Constable Johnny Sluiters that something big is going down tonight.
A massive drug deal. It gets to that point where you just have to
lie to the ones you love to make things easier.

I was born forty-one years ago at
approximately 7:17pm. Forty-one. Twenty years from today. I started
on a journey as a new recruit as a police officer. So many
memories... most of them dark. Not
even this glass filled to the brim with Jim Beam and Coke can null
out the fucking pain I'm feeling. I used to believe in something.
Ideology, a purpose. God. To think these twenty years counted for
something. That I made a difference. Only the world never changes,
evil manifests itself over and over.

I've seen things. Done things. I've killed in
the line of duty. Everything compounded gave me a cynical view of
the world. I watch the ice in the glass melt, the diluted bourbon
rising to the top bursting at the seams before spilling over.
Coating the glass coffee table. I've almost had enough of this
fractured life and if it wasn't for my beautiful wife, Patricia. I
don't know if I would still be here. If I would still be sane.

In the lounge, I sit on the coffee table
across from her, while she sleeps. Her chest rising and falling
like the tide. I think about the secrets I keep. She always wanted
me to be truthful to her. To be straight up. Only I know telling
her would cause her so much worry and anxiety.

Secrets and lies.

It's almost the start of my shift. I'm
dressed in sneakers, black jeans,
and a black t-shirt, awaiting pickup from my colleague, Johnny
Sluiters. Bright light from
Johnny's car spears into my driveway and into my living room. I
lean over and kiss Patricia, she wakes. Her brunette locks cover
her heart-shaped face, she brushes
it back. Her hazel colored eyes blink. My girl is such a light
sleeper. She sits up and yawns rubbing her eyes before squinting at
the light. She ties back her hair and stands. I hold her.

“I gotta go, sweetie.”

Patricia frowns, “How come? You said you had
the night off?”

“Yeah. I thought so too. It’s only for a few
hours baby.”

She's dressed so seductively in her white
nighty, I hated leaving her like this. Another night in bed we
won't get to share. Gone forever.

“Keep safe.” She whispers.

“I will.” Kissing her goodbye on the forehead.

 


I open the door and head out to see Johnny
Sluiters adjusting his earpiece. He's nodding, the six foot five
behemoth then spears back his blonde hair, then pulls on his beard.
He’s a dead ringer for Dolph Lundgren. I pop open the trunk putting my
bag next to the gun safe.

“Max.” He says, voice croaky.

“Yeah.”

“You sure you want to retire from the police
force completely? Forty is still too young. You work your ass off
to become detective constable only to throw it away after a couple
of years. Maybe ask the captain for a desk job. Think about the
mortgage you got to pay on your place?”

Johnny exhales, staring at my house. A tidy
two storied six-bedroom home, I
bought three years ago from my divorce with Candice. A bargain at
the time and a freehold home, once I cash out from my police trust
fund. Another reason why I want to retire.

I say, “I’m just done with the job, the whole
machine. I just want to live.”

 


We head north to the suburb of Northcote. I
sift through my notes as Johnny takes the northern motorway. The
night is humid, typical for Auckland summer in the middle of
January. There's this swirling feeling in my stomach, anticipation,
and fear to get the job done. I put away my notes then switch off
the air-con. I wind down the windows, as we approach the Auckland
harbor bridge. I want to acclimatize to the weather. I can see city
skyline to my right. The water is choppy, boats and yachts rock
from the waves. A flock of seagulls heads inland. The Sky Tower lit up with tones of green at
the bottom and red at the top. I wipe the sweat from my brow, the
cool breeze blows in.

Johnny says, “How's Patricia.”

“She's good, she's still badgering me to have
kids.”

Johnny chuckles, “C'mon man, you should.”

“Nah man. I went through that shit with my
ex-wife Candice, not keen to repeat things. Especially when your
daughter from the last marriage hates your guts.”

“Sucks... Patricia is a kind woman dude.
She'd be a great mother.”

“Mother... kids... babies... I tell you what man. It's all I been hearing
about for the last year. I just don't want kids. Full stop.”

It went silent, Johnny shook his head and
said, “I love my little Taylor dude. I love being a dad.”

“Bask in the experience Johnny, it goes like
a flash in the pan. I wish… I
wish, I did fewer hours when my daughter was born. Damn... I can't
believe your daughter is two months already.”

“I know dude, it's going quick. I regret not
taking the month off when she was born.”

“You still can take time off.” I say, “Fuck
this job.”

Johnny laughs, “I'll save it for Christmas,
with the way time is going, it will be here before you know
it.”

 


We exited the bridge, taking Akoranga Rd then
left via College Rd to enter a block of statehouses on Cadness St
in Northcote. We park up two houses down from the state home. It's a timber weatherboard two-story
place, painted white on the second level, blue on the first. The
grass in the front yard and the berm is overgrown like a cornfield.
There are two windows one each
side of the front door which is closed. One window is boarded up
the other is open with a prospect looking out. He's brown skinned
wearing a grey hoodie. He strikes his lighter to smoke a joint. We
get glimpses of his tattooed face, one ugly motherfucker.

The second level of the statehouse, both
windows are intact, but the black curtains are drawn. I know from
the construction of these state homes are boilerplate there is a balcony at the back with a sliding
door to the main bedroom. The back
door leading into the hallway.

Johnny says, “What a shithole. If North Korea
decides to fire a nuke, it should be here. I'm glad they are going
to wreck all down to the new housing developments.”

“Be interesting what they will do with the
current tenants?”

“Do you need to ask? Obvious really.
They will relocate the unwanted
and get in people who can pay the higher rent. Look at all this
shit. These are government homes they are getting for free, the
least they could do is mow the fucking lawns.”

“Social engineering? Or gentrification?” I
say.

“Who cares? The problem is scum shouldn't be
allowed to accumulate in a pond. You spread it out it's less of a
problem.”

“Interesting metaphor. Before your time, it
made our jobs easier. We only had to come to one place to find
crime.” I say, “What's the time?”

“Build a wall Trump says… makes sense here,
huh?” Johnny switches off the ignition. He takes out a pack of gum.
He peers out.

“The lights just switched on at the second
level,” he says. “Time is
12:25.”

“In my notes, they have a courier who drops
off the cash and picks up around 1am.”

“Yeah, so we wait, I know that fucker is
coming,” Johnny says pulling out
another stick of gum. “I feel sorry for Patricia, you know. She
really wanted a kid.”

“I told her straight up from the start. Even
before we married that I didn't want children. I gave her the
chance to leave me if that was her priority.”

“Whoa, I didn't know. I guess with
her being in her forties, Patricia’s maternal clock is ticking down. She's acting
on instinct perhaps. Don't you think it's kinda selfish and harsh
to put her on the spot? If you want kids, you have to find someone
else?”

“Depends on the perspective. When put so much
love, attention all that shiet into your daughter from a past marriage. Only to
find out at my age to have it reversed on you. What kind of fucked
up karma is that?”

Johnny goes silent, chewing loudly he nods.
“Yeah, the bad kind. I can see your point of view. With us, we both
wanted Taylor. I guess with Patricia having a child in her forties,
you run the high risk of your kid having downs syndrome and other
complications. I don't think I could handle having a disabled
child. Fuck that.” Johnny spits his gum out the window. He fingers
drum on the steering wheel.

I exhaled, “I always find it stupid when
people wish or even pray what sex the baby should be. People
spending frivolous money on boy or girls clothes. When Candice
found out we were having a
daughter, she went overboard on
the weekends of buying girls clothes, toys and money spent. I was
just relieved our kid wasn't retarded.”

Johnny flinches. “Yeah. I didn't think of it
that way. I admit I got caught up
with our arrival of the baby.”

“But we got out ok.”

“We did.” Johnny takes his cross out and
kisses it. “Thank god. So… is Patricia on the pill? Or did you get
a vasectomy.”

I raised a brow, “Neither, Patricia got one
of those IED things.”

“You mean IUD, Intra Uterine Device.” he
laughed.

“Whatever. Same thing.”

“Uh no. One prevents babies, the other blows
ya ass up. Sarah got one those things done after we had Taylor.
Can't blame her after the
excruciating eight-hour labor,” he says. “Maybe Sarah
anticipated how much of a horny guy I'd be, after not having sex
when she got heavily pregnant. That last trimester... blue balls
city...”

“What you never had sex?” I frown,
“Bullshit…”

“Na man, it just felt weird you know. With
the baby in there and all. Wouldn’t want my baby to have dent of my
penis on her head.”

I cracked up, “I’ve seen your dick buddy, and
it wouldn’t go anywhere near. Explains all the box of tissues at
your house.”

“Very funny... that labor though. Maybe
that’s where Taylor gets her screams from. Never again.”

“Yeah, I remember we were on a stakeout, and
she was face timing you.”

Johnny shakes his head, “I should have turned
my phone off huh?”

“It was a bit disconcerting. Hearing your
woman scream while looking through a set of binoculars awaiting
another bust of a drug house. You could have just left, you
know.”

“You crazy? You couldn't have handled those
two big bastards who tried to jump us. You wouldn't be here.”

“Yeah, your right.”

Johnny smirks, “You know though there is one
percent chance they can become pregnant though, with that thing inside her.”

“I know, but she's had the IUD inside her for
two years, so the ninety-nine percent is working right so far.”

He laughs, “Or maybe you're a master at your
pull out method.”

Johnny can be a funny bastard at times but
our chuckles ceased when we saw a gang member of the Copperheads
pull up in his Harley and he is carrying two black bags into the
house...

***

Patricia Paratai

 


3am.

 


Why is it after dating a lifetime of losers I find someone who I really
love, to know he doesn't want a child. I couldn't sleep after Max
left. I stared at his glass on the table untouched after receiving
a text that disrupted the rest of his birthday dinner.

I sat up and switched off the TV and went to
bed. I receive a message from Max that he's on his way home in the
next half hour. A couple of hours he said… become five. Some things
never change.

Lying there in bed, thinking about my life.
I'm in a better place now, after a massive regret, I feel, I
can move on. But my maternal instincts or FOMO is festering in my
mind. I didn't tell Max that two months ago I removed the IUD
before he left for Houston. I just felt if I were to bring a child
into this world, he would change his mind. I saw the way Max held
Johnny’s baby girl, Taylor. How natural he was with her. The way
she would calm when she cried. Holding Taylor myself, sent emotions
through me, which at that point, that I will never have a baby.

That was not to be.

My period came late and although I didn't
have a pregnancy test or a visit to the doctor. I knew. My
life at this point compounded on me with family and friends saying
I should have one. I know deep down Max will adapt and come to love
the situation I will be in. He has to…

 


Half an hour passes, and I hear
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