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	Till Death do us Part

Chapter 1
“You bitch, you fucking whore. This is the last time I'm putting up with your shit. Do you hear me? Stand up and look at me when I'm talking to you, you’re a two timing cock sucking cow.”
“Please Jimmy, let go of my arm, you’re hurting me, please I haven't done anything wrong.”
‘Smash’ “You like that you whore, stand up so I can hit you again, stand up you bitch, I said stand up.” 
“Okay Jimmy okay, calm down you’re going to wake the children.”
“How do I even know that they are mine, you slag? This is the last time you ever cheat on me, do you hear me? Bitch, open you eyes, I want to watch the life being squeezed out of you.”
Oh, God, this is it, he is finally going to kill me, please God look after the kids, and give them more than this. Oh, hell I can't breathe, at least this nightmare is finally going to end.

Chapter 2
“Right team, listen up, that bastard has done it again, Jimmy is in custody for GBH and his wife is in hospital. Sarah, you will be dealing with Jimmy, and God help you if we can't send him down for this, that bastard has had his last chance.” Inspector Holland storms around the room, his booming voice bounces off the ceiling as he hollers out more orders. “Nicky I want you to get down to the hospital and get a statement from Mary.” 
Nicky rolls her eyes, and sighs, “Sir, you know just as well as I do that she is not going to support a prosecution.”  
“Well today Nicky, you better bloody well make sure she does, if it wasn't for her nine year old son phoning the police we would be dealing with a murder – Now get moving, no one is going off duty until that wife beating animal is remanded in custody. Amy, you get the pleasant job of dealing with the kids, they are with social services at the moment, and for a change social services are actually being quite helpful. Get statements from them before Jimmy's family get wind of this; because you know that once they are involved those kids conveniently won't remember a thing. Get cracking team. Today is the day we give Mary her life back.”

Chapter 3
Jimmy and Mary have been keeping the domestic abuse unit busy for years now. Mary got her first hiding when she was pregnant with Timmy – the now nine year old son. On that occasion Mary did take it all the way to court, and Jimmy went on an alcohol rehabilitation course. I was the police officer for that case too – as with today, I had the arduous task of dealing with Jimmy. I can remember Jimmy crying his eyes out in the interview, and I actually felt a little sympathy for him. But that was a long time ago, a time when all three of us believed that things would get better. Mary phoned me three weeks after the trial to thank me for all I had done. She told me that they were back together and that Jimmy was a different person – he's swopped whiskey for water she said. I remember the lightness of her voice and could actually feel her smiling down the phone. But like I said, that was a long time ago and none of us are smiling today.

Chapter 4
Mary and Jimmy aren't the only two that have problems; the domestic abuse police team also has its fair share of issues and snags: Nicky is a victim of domestic abuse herself, she finally put her foot down when her ‘loving’ husband decided to beat the living shit out of her, because she knocked over a cup of coffee on the new carpet. Nicky spend three weeks in a coma! That was fourteen years ago and she believes that the whole experience has made her a better domestic violence police officer. This may well be the case as Nicky most definitely manages to bond with the majority of our victims – this in turn assists greatly in getting them to support police prosecutions. But, she also swears blind that she does not get flash backs, and that her previous close to death experiences do not play a part in her work.  I disagree; I don't feel that anyone can be that objective after having to suffer through something like that. - But hey, who am I to surmise, we all have issues.
Our other member on the team is Amy, she is what one would call the stable side of our unit – married to a successful businessman, with the expected three kids, but the rumour is that Amy quite likes to indulge in other men now and again. This normally happens on team nights out when she drinks more than what she should – Amy is not scared of a drink or two and the happily married, quietly spoken women turns into quite the unleashed panther on the prowl when ‘tipsy.’
And then we have our Inspector – lovely man, really he is, but realistic – not quite – he wants results, which to him is getting spouse beating hooligans behind bars, this unfortunately is something that is not always possible – I have learned over the past nine years that convictions may give the police a tic in the box, but sometimes with domestic violence you have to look outside the box, something I have been trying to do for a while now.
Finally there is me, Sarah, I've been in the police for twelve years now (three of those years were spent in the South African police.) I am originally from South Africa and policing African style is extremely different to over here in the U.K. It did take me a while to adjust, but I managed because at the end of the day I like getting rid of bad people, and being a police officer is the most legal way of achieving that task.
I'm still single with no prospects on the horizon – men seem to be intimidated by me, I thought that once I packed in the door smashing unit and headed to crime investigation – in other words I swopped black overalls for the more feminine option of suits, men would be more inclined to hang around – that was five years ago now, and no one is knocking on my door. Actually that might have to do with the fact that I am not often home. Men also feel that I'm dedicated to my job and not dedicated enough to making a relationship work.
Hey ho, life goes on, being single is not all bad, but then again if I am really honest with myself commitment is not something that I'm good with. I believe too strongly in honesty and unfortunately I have a few truths from my past that I'm not too proud of and definitely not ready to share with anyone in the near future.
So there you have it, the team who take on what most police officers shy away from. We may all be slightly off the wall, but one thing is certain, our team does gel and we all completely disapprove of men who hurt their women. I say this generally, as nine out of ten times the man is the aggressor, who have for what ever reason – drink/ stress/ control or just simply for something fun to do on a Friday night, the need to cause their 'loved ones pain. We also all know only too well that pain comes in many shapes, forms and sizes – you don't necessarily need to be black and blue to be a victim of domestic abuse.
Our team does what it can, day in and day out to help these victims in what ever way we can. Sometimes it might be jail for the aggressor, but unfortunately not always, on these occasions we look for other solutions – at times this may mean helping the victim and her children flee. These ladies are placed in a refuge on the other side of the country where they will ultimately look to cut their ties with the past and start over – this is naturally a very difficult decision, but when your life is at stake you would be surprised at how much you are willing to sacrifice.
But today, our focus is on Mary, she has always declined refuge, and for reasons that are beyond me she has always stuck by her man, I am hoping today that her children are going to make her change her mind.

Chapter 5
By the time I have read through the initial arresting officer’s statements, Amy has returned, she enters the office with a dejected gait. I glanced her way and asked the question that was on everyone’s minds, “So, Amy, what do you think?” 
Amy sighs deeply and slumps herself down into the nearest chair. “Those kids are damaged goods, and as for the nine year old, my heart bleeds for that child. He didn't just hear his Mother being beaten to a pulp, he felt her pleas for help in his heart, he could taste the blood that filled his Mothers mouth when his Daddy punched his Mommy square in the jaw, he smelt the fear dripping off of her when he bravely crept though to Mum and Dads room to get to the phone and dial 999, a number which his mother had ingrained on his brain. This child has suffered enough in his little life.” Amy’s dejection projected little Timmy's whole existence – huge relief that she has these descriptive statements that should help put an end to all of this pain, but great sadness at the suffering that has been inflicted over the years on these innocent children.
Nicky has not been as successful- to a degree, Mary as expected didn’t want to support a prosecution, but she was willing to provide us with a statement whereby she explains in explicit detail exactly what happened the night before. I think in a way she realised that she can't get away from Jimmy, but maybe by telling the police the truth for a change, the children might finally go into care –After the beating Mary received last night, she now realises that the kids would be better off in care – that’s what she hopes anyway. 
So Mary explained to Nicky that her kids are her life, but she can’t see how Jimmy will ever let her go. We once again offered her a refuge; once again she refuses, saying she would only end up running for the rest of her life. She knows that Jimmy will never let her get away, and if she did try to leave him he would simply search and search for her forever. Mary was not willing to place her kids in that situation – forever looking over their shoulder, never being able to tell their friends exactly where they come from for fear of it getting back to a man that is crazy enough to hunt them down like an animal.
Mary knows that she will only get away from Jimmy when she dies, but her children don’t need to suffer the same fate. So she made the ultimate sacrifice of giving up her children in a bid to provide them with a better future, one that she knows they will never have if she keeps them. She willing provided a statement which she knew would get social services jumping up and down – this they did and the kids were taken into care, but still she refused to support a police prosecution, convinced it would only make her life harder.

Chapter 6
Five hours later we had managed to put some sort of case together, now I had to do my bit, not an easy task – interviewing a man who despised woman in control, a man whose hatred for the police had long since been ingrained in him. A man who's favourite past time included using his wife as a punch bag. A man who was also 6ft 5 and would be suffering from one hell of a hangover – I didn't relish the task, but a perverse side of me was looking forward to doing my best to make this arrogant, selfish, chauvinistic, bastard squirm.
We may be trying to give Mary her life back, but this man had gotten under my skin over the years, and I wanted to see him go down, not for Mary or her children but for my own pleasure. At some point over the last nine years this had turned personal.
It’s a rather strange experience interviewing a man who I have come to know so well on rather intimate terms – in a sense. Some of the details that Mary has told me about in the past are not the type of conversation pieces that you would discuss with just anyone. And any close friends that Mary used to have Jimmy forbade her to see a long time ago, and although she was never happy to support a prosecution, she would talk to me, I think it was her way of coping, I guess I ended up being her friend. So not only do I know that Jimmy beats up his wife regularly, I am also aware that sex is always on Jimmy's terms, another tool that he uses to hurt his wife by forcing himself onto her when it suits him. Caressing and gentle fondling are not part of Jimmy's vocabulary, and something that Mary believes only exists in fairy tales. Her dreams of meeting a handsome prince are now punctuated by a cruel nightmare of a vicious demon, unfortunately that nightmare has also become her life – no, that’s the wrong word, she has no life, she has an existence which she endures the only way she knows how.

Chapter 7
I walk into the interview room seven hours after coming on duty that morning, I lock away my emotions that Mary has once again engulfed my soul with, I also lock away the hatred and disgust that I feel for Jimmy, and I focus solely on the task at hand. I know this man inside out, not only have I got Mary’s views on Jimmy, I have also made it my mission to read up on every bit of information that the police have collated on Jimmy over the last decade. I know that he scores his weed from Mark who lives two houses down from him. I know his preferred drink is rum and coke, I know that he deals in stolen property if the opportunity arises – basically I know that he is a low down scum bag. However I also know through years of studying him during interviews that he likes to talk, and will do his best to lead me off on a tangent. I also know that when he scratches his chin before answering my question he is lying. Or when he leans back in his chair and folds his arms tightly across his chest I've got him in a very uncomfortable corner. But my biggest asset is his desire to talk – much to his lawyer’s disgust, and I know that all I need to do is persevere with my questions, keep the tone very off hand, slip in the occasional low baller and he will tie himself up in knots. I know, as sure as I know my own name that I will never get the truth out of Jimmy, but I should be able to get enough lies out of him so that he eventually contradicts himself at every turn.
Three hours later I'm happy with my efforts, but I'm also exhausted, the quick cheese and tomato sandwich I grabbed at one ‘o clock this afternoon was not enough, my stomach is rumbling and my head is buzzing with too much caffeine. I grab another sandwich and sit down to write up my request to charge this man and remand him in custody. This decision will ultimately be made by the crown prosecutor. I provide him with a summary of the incident, as well as previous incidents, and witnesses I have spoken to - basically I summarise the case – this précis will decide Jimmy's fate, at least for tonight, the courts will decide tomorrow if we have enough to remand him in custody until trial.

Chapter 8
I finally wend my way home just after midnight, it’s been a sixteen hour day for me, but worth every hour, the crown prosecutor agreed to charge and remand Jimmy in custody. My last task for the night before grabbing my coat and heading out the door, is to place a quick phone call through to the hospital to update them on my progress and also to do one last check up on Mary before calling it a day. She thankfully was resting.
Twenty minutes later, I slammed my front door, ignored the post lying on the floor, headed straight to the kitchen and grabbed an ice cold beer from the fridge, the cool, bitter taste finally helps me to unwind, so do my yapping dogs who are desperate for some food and affection. These two comforts assist in putting aside the horrors of the day for a while.
After spending some quality time with the dogs I trudge up the stairs to bed, eventually I'm able to succumb to sleep. I am absolutely dog tired, but my mind just wont relax, I dream of not only Mary and Jimmy but many of the other couples I've come across in my time, I’m not dreaming about the few happy endings either, my mind seems to be combining all of my cases, the victims blend into one, creating the most horrific image – a bashed skull, bruised face, fractured limbs, and a broken spirit that seems to be hovering above this horrific person who should resemble a women, but looks far from that. At first this image is off in the distance, but slowly it seems to creep closer to me in an accosting tone, the swollen lips are open and a hollow sound emits from the depths of the soul, the sound gets louder as the image gets closer, until eventually the screech is hurting my ears, but I can't seem to look away, the eyes are drawing me in, only then do I realise that the image is not of the victims I have tried to help over the years but me! I wake with a start in a cold sweat, and that’s when I realise that the screeching was my alarm. I slowly drag myself out of bed, kicking the two dogs off the bed at the same time – much to their disgust; I then head over to the shower hoping that the hot water will cleanse my soul and get that dream right out of my head, it has most definitely unsettled me. 
I normally have a fitful sleep after such a long day at work, but never before have I taken on the sufferings of all my victims. 'God,' I was looking forward to my weekend off, all I had to do was get through today. Whilst the hot water was pouring down my back, I tried hard to concentrate on good positive thoughts, it crossed my mind more than once that perhaps it was time for me to take some leave and have a decent holiday. Yes, the more I thought about it, the more appealing it sounded, I would take myself off to a little island in the sun somewhere, and focus on just me for a few days, not work or the victims, just me, me and only me But that would have to wait for another day, because today I had to get to court and make sure that one way or another that bastard – Jimmy went away from good.

Chapter 9
My clothing for the day was chosen specifically for the task at hand, I was wearing my dark brown ‘power suit’ with my lucky lilac underwear. I had even taken the time to blow dry my hair – rather than rapidly pulling it into a pony tail. Today I was playing the court game, and ‘by God’ I was going to play it right and look the part.
Exactly one hour after dragging myself out of bed, I strutted confidently into the court room. I may be exhausted, nervous and concerned about the hearing's outcome, but like hell was the defence going to see that – I'm a woman who means business, and that is the image I'm projecting today. The prosecutor catches my eye as I walk into court room three, so I head towards him and give him a good, thorough summary of the case ensuring I don’t leave out any of the important facts - like that bastard Jimmy needs to be put down!  The prosecutor listens intently and then once again promises me he will do all he can to put Jimmy away for good. The prosecutor and I have come across each other many times over the years - not always in the court room! In fact our last encounter involved too much tequila, and then not too many clothes – that was three weeks ago, we hadn’t spoken since, but it was definitely not something I wanted to think about now, so I was awfully relieved when we were instructed to stand as the judge was about to enter the court room.  
The Honourable Mc Bride strides into the court, takes his seat and we are then instructed to sit down. It looks like our case is third in the list so I sit back and intend to relax – knowing full well that I will enjoy watching the prosecutor strut his stuff in front of me, but my mind just keeps running over the facts, Jimmy has really gotten under my skin this time, and I don’t want to let him slip away again. I am so busy concentrating on my case that I don't even register what the other two are about or notice the prosecutor strutting his stuff!
Finally the prosecutor rises and proceeds to provide the Honourable Mc Bride with a breakdown of the case and the reasons why we are requesting remand. I am impressed; he has done a good job. I finally lean back in the hard chairs and relax; perhaps it is all going to work out. But then the defence rises and begins to challenge our case, he, unlike my good looking prosecutor, is an old cantankerous man, who probably hasn’t been laid this year but, he is one hell of a good defence attorney, and he slowly but surely pulls all my hard work apart! His low baller is the fact that Mary has never supported a prosecution, and this occasion is no different. He also mentions that every case that has been brought against Jimmy has ultimately been dropped by the prosecution. Finally, he sums up by stating with a hint of sarcasm in his voice that a request for a remand is ludicrous and unjust, but he is willing to accept bail conditions for his client. I watch the Honourable Mc Bride closely, his body language shifts from a positive stance to a more neutral position, and my heart sinks as I realise that Jimmy will be released on bail.
A lightening bolt of anger flashes through my mind, don't these people realise that by allowing Jimmy to walk they are effectively signing a death warrant. 
Bail conditions – anybody who actually knows anything about the real world knows that bail conditions are not going to make a blind bit of difference to someone like Jimmy.
I am seething by the time I reach my car, my hands are shaking so much that it takes me three attempts to open the door; I finally turn the car on and start to head back towards the ‘nick’. My blood seems to be pumping through my veins at an alarming rate and my temples are throbbing. The images from my nightmare last night start flashing through my mind, and I realise that I’m not fit to drive in this state, so I pull over onto the side of the road, and concentrate on my breathing hoping to composure myself. Whilst sitting on the side of the road, I am amazed that the rest of the world has not stopped moving, and everything appears to be continuing as normal. I make a decision there and there, and by God I was going to follow it through. I picked up my mobile phone and dialled a number that I hadn't used for many years (an old police colleague/  old flame from my South African days, who like me had moved over to the UK – I had stuck with the police, he had chosen the Royal Marines.) He answered the phone on the second ring, in his usual husky deeply accented voice. Just hearing the South African accent helped me to relax, but I was still amazed at how calm my voice sounded, and the control that I appeared to have addressed the caller with and acknowledged my own name. We agreed to meet and then the line went dead. I didn’t expect our meeting to take long, they never did with Matt, and with any luck I would be back in the office by four.

Chapter 10
By the time I returned to the office the throbbing of my temples had subsided slightly, but the blood was still pumping at an alarming rate through my veins. I walked straight into the Inspectors office forgetting to knock; he simply glanced up and took one look at my tightly clenched jaw, and thought better of reprimanding me. I updated him and then returned to the rest of the team who were waiting expectantly. The look of optimism that greeted me this morning was slowly disappearing as I updated all of them; they each seemed to deflate in front of me. I realised that I had not only let Mary down but also the team who had been carried along with my enthusiasm, optimism and complete certainty of a positive outcome.
I instructed Amy to contact social services and Nicky to head down to the hospital to warn Mary that Jimmy was out and about. I did not have the energy or the will to make the visit, the last two days had been exhausting and emotionally draining, I was not in the mood to take on Mary's heartache as well. The Inspector advised us that extra security had been placed on the hospital room that Mary occupied and so with that final task in hand I grabbed my bag and headed out of the door.
I don't remember the drive home, or my yapping dogs who obviously greeted me on my return home. But I do remember hitting the road. I had swopped my power suit and lucky (not so) lilac underwear for shorts and a vest – my running rig, I then headed out the door and pounded the streets for two hours, running hard and sweating profusely. I knew the dogs would not be happy about being left behind, and I did feel guilty as I locked them in the garden, but I needed to stretch my legs more than they did, and I knew that they would not cope with a couple of hours on the road.  So as my legs hit the road, my dogs, garden and house got further and further away and I seemed to be sweating out pure stress, because with each step I took I felt a little bit more human and relaxed. I pushed even harder for the last half an hour, concentrating on only my running, doing my best to block everything else out. My lungs were gasping for air by the time I returned home, but I felt good. 
I took a quick shower, splashed on some makeup and headed down to my local for a couple of beers and some mindless conversation – just what I needed. The plan was to enjoy my two days off and not think about work at all.
I was woken on Saturday morning by my phone beeping, a text message from my old South African friend – the message I had been waiting for, I held my breathe as I read it. The message was short and to the point - “positive outcome xxx.” I finally breathed a sigh of relief and fell back into a deep slumber. This time my demons didn't chase me, in fact I dreamt of the summer sun, green grass and BBQ's with my family. I dreamt of the past, of the good times.
I returned to work on Monday morning, relaxed and refreshed. As I entered the office, I was aware of a lighter atmosphere in the air. Apparently Jimmy's body had been found in the early hours of Saturday morning. He seems to have drunk himself into a stupor and then fallen into a nearby stream where he drowned – no suspicious circumstances.
“Well Sarah, I guess we can finally close down the Jimmy files, not a pleasant way to die, but one less for us to worry about” chirped my Inspector.
I smugly smiled inwardly to myself. No suspicious circumstances, “God” my old South African friend was good – how he did it I did not know, and didn’t really want to know either!
Perhaps my tactics weren't quite ethical, but sometimes you have to look outside the box, play by other rules, and use a little jungle justice.
The End
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