
ohn Doe (for that is his name in this story and in all stories where 
names of the wicked and the damned are anonymised for fear of 
reprisal ³pecuniary or otherwise) was curled up on the floor in foe-
tal position. He wanted to close his eyes but was afraid that if he 
kept them closed for too long, the blood flow from his head wound 
would perhaps eventually slow down, thicken, find its way into his 

eye sockets, and form a seal that would prevent him from seeing what was 
going on in the final moments of his life. For the past few years, John lived 
LQ�IHDU�RI�ORVLQJ�KLV�VLJKW�ZLWKRXW�ZKLFK�KH�FRXOG�QRW�HQMR\�OLIH·V�SOHDVXUHV��
Given a choice he would rather lose his other senses before sight, except 
perhaps touch. 

He had always taken pride in having near perfect vision and it was 
only in the last few months that he had needed reading glasses, which he 
only used to net, which was something he rarely did these days.  Everyone 
who knew him agreed that John was a fine specimen for an octogenarian. 
His family doctor had recently commented on how rare it was for someone 
born before the war, to be so free of the usual ailments that plagued the   
elderly.   

John opened his eyes slightly to see that his mobile phone was only a 
few feet away on the armchair. He remembered placing it there only        
moments before as he had planned on calling his daughter Daisy to wish her 
D� +DSS\� 0RWKHU·V� 'D\� ZKHQ� VRPHRQH� NQRFNHG� RQ� WKH� GRRU�� +H� XVXDOO\���
ignored people when Betty, his wife for almost sixty-years, was out shopping 
RXW�ZLWK�KHU�JLUOIULHQGV��7KHUH�ZHUH�MXVW�VR�SHRSOH�WU\LQJ�WR�VDYH�HYHU\RQH·V�
soul these days, the Jehovahs, the Scientologists, the Mormons, and all the 
QHZ�FKXUFKHV�ZKRVH�QDPHV�KH�FRXOGQ·W�UHPHPEHU��-RKQ�RQO\�DQVZHUHG�WKH�
door on this occasion because he had assumed that it was Betty returning 
home from the shopping center a little earlier than usual and had forgotten 
her keys.  She was a woman of habit and rarely skipped a beat in her routine 
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but lately had been rather absent-minded. The other day, for example, she 
had left her wallet at home when she went out with her girlfriends for high 
tea at the new cafe down the road.  

+H�NQHZ�KH�VKRXOGQ·W�KDYH�RSHQHG�WKH�VHFXULW\�GRRU�WKH�PDQ�FODLPHG�
that he was a courier from FedEx³no one used FedEx in this part of the 
world. The  wore a Bintang beer singlet top, which revealed his translucent 
skin, and his beige flat cap was pulled over his eyes.  He had a very thick 
neck, but there was no way the man would have overpowered him had John 
been a few years younger. Even now John, though not tall, was a strong 
man, and had developed his own thick muscular neck through years of hard 
work on the family farm. The man at the door probably got his from months 
of working out at the gym, lifting weights, drinking protein shakes and      
LQMHFWLQJ�VWHURLGV��7KDW·V�ZKDW�\RXQJ�PHQ�GLG�WKHVH�GD\V��7KH\�NQHZ�QRWKLQJ�
of the rewards of hard work and sacrifice. *LYH�WKHP�D�GHFDGH�RQ�P\�IDWKHU·V�IDUP��
John sometimes thought, lift some pig feed, carry an animal to their slaughter...they 
ZRXOGQ·W�ODVW�KDOI�D�GD\��John never understood why people wanted to give the 
impression that they worked the fields when in fact, they had spent their 
days indoors in front of a computer screen. There was a time for recreation 
and time for hard work, and back when John was more hard work than play. 
Nothing irritated John more than overfed and underworked young people 
who took everything for granted.  All his children were like this, Daisy a little 
less so, but his sons Dennis and Pete certainly were. Both had thin necks and 
smooth hands.  At least Dennis, the oldest, still took his family to church at 
Easter and Christmas, and he got married in a church.  Pete disregarded his 
parents, their traditions and the church. John knew some of the refugee 
families who attended his church and both he and Betty agreed that the 
young Sudanese were very polite and pious their elders.  He liked that they 
DOZD\V�FDOOHG�KLP�´WHDFKHUµ�HYHQ� WKRXJK� LW�KDG�EHHQ�\HDUV�VLQFH�KH� WDXJKW��
7KH\� VDLG�� ´2QFH� D� WHDFKHU�� DOZD\V� D� WHDFKHUµ��+RZ� KH�ZLVKHG� 3HWH� ZHUH�
more like the Sudanese. Respectful.  
 7KHUH� ZDV� QR� GRXEW� LQ� -RKQ·V� PLQG� WKDW� WKH� DVVDLODQW� ZDV� D������������
professional. It had happened so quickly. The man at the door knew his 
QDPH���+H�KDG�VDLG��´0U�'RH"µ�EHIRUH�KH�PDGH�KLV�PRYH��7KH�RQO\�VXVSHFW�
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KH�FRXOG�FRPH�XS�ZLWK�ZDV�3HWH·V�ZLIH��KLV�GDXJKWHU-in-law. The accountant.  
 How John had wished his younger son Pete had joined the          
priesthood. For a long time, John thought that Pete was headed that way. 
When he was in high school, he had expressed an interest in joining Father 
-RKQ·V�PLVVLRQ�WR�UHIXJHH�FDPSV�LQ�$IULFD��3HWH�KDG�JRQH�DV�IDU�DV�JHWWLQJ�D�
passport, but then decided not to go when getting a visa proved too        
challenging. Pete always gave up too easily and never made the most of his 
opportunities. John remembered that when Pete was nineteen, he was      
offered some work as a model for a telecommunications company, but he 
declined. Even though Pete was a very handsome man, like a young John Doe, 
but never seemed to like girls the way his Dennis did.  When Dennis was 
OLYLQJ�DW�KRPH��KH�ZDV�DOZD\V�VQHDNLQJ�JLUOV�LQWR�KLV�EHGURRP���´%R\V�ZLOO�EH�
ER\V�µ�-RKQ�ZRXOG�VD\�WR�%HWW\�ZKHQ�WKH\�VDZ�WKH�JLUOV��PDLQO\�ORQJ�OHJJHG�
EORQGHV��FOLPE�RXW�RI�'HQQLV·�URRP�DQG�VFXWWOH�GRZQ�WKH�GULYHZD\���3DUHQWV�
always knew what their children were up to. How could they not? Their    
children were part of them.  These days, Dennis was married to a           
good-natured woman but they had not yet been blessed with children.  John 
was hoping that Dennis would one day have a son who would carry on the 
Doe name.  Pete had two sons and their mother had insisted that they carry 
the maternal name instead, since she was the only child in her family and 
Pete had agreed to it.   
 Pete had probably spent too much time with his sister Daisy when he 
was a child.  John would often take both his sons on hunting trips up north, 
but Pete would refuse to shoot the animals even when he was told that they 
were pests that needed to be culled.  He did not have the bloodthirstiness 
that a man needed to survive in the world and was now married to that     
Indonesian or was she Malaysian, somewhere from that part of the world.  
She had a Muslim father, which is why she sometimes wore that scarf 
around her head. There were so many of them in the world, surely another 
RQH�RI�WKHP�FRXOG�KDYH�SUHVHUYHG�WKHLU�IDPLO\·V�QDPH��� 

´,� PLVV� VHHLQJ� P\� EHDXWLIXO� GDXJKWHU-in-ODZ�µ� %HWW\� EHPRDQHG�� EXW�
VKH�QHYHU�RQFH�EODPHG�-RKQ�RU�WKLV�SUHGLFDPHQW��´,�NQRZ�\RXQJ�SHRSOH�DUH�
EXV\�EXW�,�PLVV�RXU�OLWWOH�FKDWV�DQG�,�PLVV�VHHLQJ�P\�JUDQGVRQV�µ 
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Betty had convinced herself that the reason Pete rarely came home 
these days was because he was too busy playing maître-de in his father-in-
ODZ·V� UHVWDXUDQW�� -RKQ�KDG� HDWHQ� DW� WKDW� UHVWDXUDQW�RQFH��EHIRUH�3HWH·V�ZLIH�
stopped visiting with the kids, and had found the food too oily.  
 ,W� KDG� WR� EH� 3HWH·V� ZLIH�� ,W� ZDV� KHU� IDXOW� WKDW� WKH\� QHYHU� VDZ� WKH������
children and it was her fault that he was laying on the dusty linoleum floor. 
John was grateful that when he had the living room re-floored, he had      
insisted on placing a layer of foam underneath the flooring. Betty had said 
she would mop the floors when she got home. She was always cleaning up 
after other people. When the kids were still living at home, she used to mop 
the floors of all the rooms every day, although recently she had dropped 
back to twice a week, since they rarely received guests these days.  

It must have been the ungrateful daughter-in-law, who had seemed so 
agreeable to begin with and even attended all the Doe family dinners.  Of 
course, it was plausible that the man who had attacked John, was one of the 
men who had assaulted poor Mrs Kratz from down the road earlier on in the 
year. Betty had said Mrs Kratz had woken up in the middle of the night to 
find burglars rummaging through her underwear drawer.  This was a little 
different though.  The man had known his name and even though he had 
avoided eye contact, he was not afraid to show his face.  The men who     
attacked Mrs Kratz only did so because they were afraid of being caught. But 
surely Pete would not have allowed his wife to order this.  No matter what 
KDG�KDSSHQHG��-RKQ�ZDV�3HWH·V�IDWKHU�DQG�WKH�JUDQGIDWKHU�RI�KLV�ER\V��3HWH�
would have to forgive his father one day. After all, Daisy had forgiven him. 
 Sweet Daisy. It would be her thirty-IRXUWK� ELUWKGD\� LQ� D� IHZ� GD\V·�
time. He thought he had lost her when she left home on her sixteenth    
birthday, but a few years ago he and Betty had received an invitation in the 
PDLO� WR�KHU�GDXJKWHU�7RQL·V� ILIWK�ELUWKGD\�SDUW\��+H�KDG�NQRZQ� WKDW�'DLV\�
had given birth to a little girl, but never thought that he would have the    
opportunity to see her, let alone develop a relationship with her.  If Daisy 
could forgive him, then no one else had cause to hold a grudge against him. 
 John recalled meeting little Toni for the first time and how careful he 
had been not to stand too close to her. He had also been very careful not to 
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hug Daisy too tightly. If people had not been looking, he would have 
avoided it all together, but there was the expectation that fathers embrace 
their daughters when they meet.  Daisy had grown into a rotund woman 
with wide hips, much like Betty and his own mother who was also called 
Daisy. Motherhood had made Daisy look less afraid of the world.  He had 
decided not to make physical contact with either Daisy or Toni at the     
birthday party, still Betty insisted that Toni sit on his lap and Daisy put her 
arms around her father for their long-awaited family portrait.  Pete had been 
WKHUH�WRR��KROGLQJ�KLV�VLVWHU·V�KDQG�  
 ´,�SUD\HG� WKDW�WKLV�GD\�ZRXOG�FRPH�µ�%HWW\�KDG�VDLG��KHU�EULJKW�EOXH�
H\HV�EULPPLQJ�ZLWK�WHDUV��´*RG�DOZD\V�DQVZHUV�P\�SUD\HUV�µ�7KHQ�VKH�ORVW�
Pete. 
 How could Pete have married such a woman? The women in the    
family had always been gentle, sweet natured and softly spoken ladies.  Betty 
never had a bad word to say about anyone, not even the woman who had 
denied her access to her grandchildren. She went about cooking and caring 
for everyone regardless.  How could Pete have chosen a woman who was so 
XQOLNH� KLV� RZQ�PRWKHU"� -RKQ·V�PRWKHU� KDG� DOVR� EHHQ� D� NLQG�ZRPDQ�ZKR�
never spoke harshly to anyone. How he wished to be soothed in her arms 
now.  

´,I�,�WUHDW�WKHP�ZLWK�NLQGQHVV��WKHUH�LV�QR�ZD\�WKH\�FDQ�FXW�XV�RXW�RI�
WKHLU�OLYHV�µ�%HWW\�ZRXOG�RIWHQ�VD\�RI�3HWH�DQG�WKDW�ZRPDQ�� 
 Every Saturday morning, Betty would go to the city and buy a gift for 
3HWH�DQG�KLV�IDPLO\�ZLWK�PRQH\�IURP�-RKQ·V�KDUG�HDUQHG�EXW�QRZ�GZLQGOLQJ�
superannuation fund.  Every Monday she would head off to the post office 
WR�SRVW�WKH�SDUFHO��HYHQ�WKRXJK�3HWH�OLYHG�ILYH�PLQXWHV�DZD\���6KH·G�GR�WKLV�
today after the shopping.  
 ´,�JRW�KLV�ZLIH�D�OLWWOH�GRLO\�µ�VKH�VDLG�EHIRUH�OHDYLQJ��´,�KRSH�VKH·OO�OLNH�
LW��,�GRQ·W�NQRZ�LI�VKH�ZRXOG�DSSUHFLDWH�LW���3HRSOH�LQ�KHU�FXOWXUH�VHHP�WR�DVN�
for money at every birthday, wedding and even at funerals�µ��7RGD\��OLNH�HYHU\�
other Monday, she had asked John to sign the little card accompanying the 
parcel. John always refused.  
 ´/LWWOH� -DUYLV� OLNHV� IURJV�µ� VKH� VDLG� DV� VKH�ZURWH� LQ� D� FDUG� RI� D� OLWWOH�
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JUHHQ� IURJ�VLWWLQJ�RQ� D� OLO\�SDG�� ´$W� OHDVW�KH�GLG� WKH� ODVW� WLPH�,� VDZ�KLP�� ,�
ZRQGHU�LI�KH�VWLOO�GRHV"µ� 

Betty had bought unique gift-ZUDS�IRU�HDFK�PHPEHU�RI�3HWH·V�IDPLO\��� 
´,� NQRZ� WKH\� OLNH� UHG�� )XQQ\�� � 3HWH� QHYHU� OLNHG� UHG�ZKHQ� KH�ZDV� D�

FKLOG���%OXH�ZDV�KLV�IDYRULWH�FRORU�µ 
%HWW\·V�PHVVDJHV�ZHUH�DOZD\V�WKH�VDPH� 
We hope to be part of your life again...Our home is always your home...We miss 
you so much...Tell your mummy and daddy that we miss seeing you...Although 
we never see you, we still love you lots and lots....Pretend this little frog is Pop, 
jumping from leaf to leaf to visit you...One day we hope to be part of your lives 
again.  

Whilst Betty rummaged and shuffled around the kitchen, John would 
retreat into his study. He found it very difficult watching his wife go to such 
lengths to connect with that woman who would not give them the time of 
day.  

´,� ORYH� \RX�µ�%HWW\�ZRXOG� UHDVVXUH� KLP�ZKHQ� VKH� NQHZ� WKDW� KH� IHOW�
JXLOW\� IRU� SXWWLQJ� KHU� LQ� WKLV� VLWXDWLRQ�� ´*RG� ORYHV� \RX��*RG� KDV� IRUJLYHQ�
\RX�µ� � -RKQ� ORQJHG� IRU� %HWW\� WR� NLVV� KLP� JHQWO\� RQ� WKH� QRVH�� WKH� ZD\� KLV�
PRWKHU�XVHG�WR��´<RX�DUH�DOVR�D�YLFWLP�KHUH�µ�%HWW\�ZRXOG�UHPLQG�KLP� 

:KHUH�ZDV�3HWH·V�ZLIH�FRPSDVVLRQ"�:KR�ZDV�VKH�WR�GHQ\�DQ�ROG�PDQ�
from seeing his own grandchildren?  Without him, she would not have her 
handsome husband and her beautiful children.  John knew how much the 
other grandparents doted upon his grandchildren, and they owed it all to 
him.  

John managed to lift his right hand to his lips. Heavy bloodstained 
tears fell to the floor. %HWW\�ZLOO�KDYH�WR�PRS�XS�WKLV�PHVV�DIWHU�,·P�JRQH��It was not 
KHU� IDXOW� DQG� LW�ZDVQ·W� KLV� IDXOW��+H�SXQFKHG�KLV� ILVW� LQWR� WKH� WLOHV� DQG� IHOW�
nothing.  

3HWH·V�ZLIH�KDG�VHHQ�ZKDW�ZDV�RQ�KLV�FRPSXWHU�DQG�QR�GRXEW�3HWH�KDG�
ILOOHG�KHU�LQ�RQ�WKH�SDVW���,Q�D�ZD\��LW�ZDV�-RKQ·V�RZQ�IDXOW�IRU�HQWUXVWLQJ�KHU�
with his computer, but everyone in his family used to call on her when they 
had problems with their computers because she was Asian.  He thought he 
had covered his tracks by telling her that Dennis sometimes used the       
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computer on weekends to surf for websites that were blocked on his home 
FRPSXWHU�� (YHU\RQH� NQHZ� ZKDW� 'HQQLV� ZDV� OLNH�� <HW� 3HWH·V� ZLIH� KDG�
guessed from the beginning it was him.  In their only confrontation and   
conversation since the discovery, she said that she had found the images 
when she was browsing through his temporary download files.  

´,� ZDV� MXVW� FXULRXV�µ� KH� KDG� H[SODLQHG� WR� KHU� ZKHQ� VKH� FRQIURQWHG�
him. 

´7KHUH·V�QR�QHHG�IRU�\RX�WR�EH�FXULRXV�µ�VKH�KDG�VDLG��´\RX·YH�EHHQ�
WKHUH�µ 

´,�ZDV�MXVW�ORRNLQJ�µ�KH�VDLG��EXW�VKH�ZRXOGQ·W�OLVWHQ� 
+H�KDG�H[SHFWHG�KHU�WR�FDOO�WKH�SROLFH��EXW�VKH�GLGQ·W���3HWH�PXVW�KDYH�

told her not too. He remembered what it was to be compassionate.  
Not that the police could have done very much. He had asked an   

officer, in his capacity as a Neighborhood Watch volunteer, whether they 
arrested many people for viewing child pornography on the internet. 

´:H� FDQ·W� DUUHVW� HYHU\RQH�ZKR� ZDWFKHV� SRUQ�µ� WKH� SROLFH� KDG� VDLG��
´:H�GRQ·W�KDYH�UHVRXUFHV�WR�JHW�HYHU\�SHUYHUW�LQ�WKH�FRPPXQLW\��:H�GRQ·W�
NQRZ� HYHU\� ZHEVLWH� WKDW·V� RXW� WKHUH��:H� GRQ·W� NQRZ� LI� WKH\·UH� XVLQJ� UHDO���
FKLOGUHQ�RU�MXVW�DGXOWV�SUHWHQGLQJ�WR�EH�FKLOGUHQ�µ 

%HWW\�KDG�SRLQWHG�RXW�WR�3HWH·V�ZLIH�WKDW�KHU�FKLOGUHQ�ZHUH�ER\V�DQG�
that John would never do anything to boys. What had happened in the past 
KDG�DOUHDG\�EHHQ�GHDOW�ZLWK��\HW�WKH�ZLIH�NHSW�VD\LQJ��´<RX�QHHG�WR�JHW�KHOS��
<RX�ERWK�QHHG�VHULRXV�KHOS��,�FDQ·W�OHW�\RX�QHDU�P\�FKLOGUHQ�XQWLO�\RX�GR�µ� 

-RKQ·V�PLQG�ZDV� IORDWLQJ� DERYH� WKH� SDLQ� QRZ�� ,W�ZDV� VRPHWKLQJ� KH�
had taught himself to do when he was a young child. The trick was to     
imagine yourself on the ceiling looking down at yourself, as if you were 
someone else. It was one of the only things that his own father had taught 
him, and he had taught this to his own children. You need to be above it all.  
He knew that he had been a much better father than his own father had 
been.  No matter his faults, his sins and what had happened between him 
and Daisy, he had been the perfect father to his sons.  He had loved them, 
never said a harsh word to them and given them the best chance at life.  He 
had sent them to the best schools in the area and never made them lift a   
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finger at home.  If Pete was too stubborn to see this, then he would have to 
live with the guilt of never having made peace with his father.  People today 
ZHUH�WRR�HDUQHVW��WKH\�GLGQ·W�XQGHUVWDQG�WKDW�WKHUH�ZHUH�QR�DEVROXWHV�LQ�OLIH�
and that evil surfaced in the best of human kind, sooner or later. That did 
not mean that people were beyond redemption. 

The clock struck twelve.  Betty was not due back for another half 
hour.  He was not sure what the assailant had hit him with, or how deep the 
wound was.  It was best not to think about it and imagine instead that his 
head was immersed in a pool of warm water: a second baptism. God was 
looking down upon him. 

Betty would be fine if he died.  She had the cat, her friends, the 
church and some of her children.  Little Jarvis and his brother Joshua would 
be allowed to visit her.  He could see the life they would have without him; 
adults would speak freely with each other, as the children gathered around 
the Christmas tree. Betty would be at the shops many weeks before, buying 
thoughtful gifts for everyone.  In this house, new memories would replace 
old ones.  John would leave his children all his savings, even Pete. John 
would forgive his own father when he met him, wherever that was. He was 
sure they would end up in the same place, as he had done no worse than his 
own father.  John was a strong man; however, he would not hold on.  It 
would be better for everyone that way.  He thought about his mother, her 
JUHHQ�EOXH�H\HV���0D\EH�KH�ZRXOGQ·W�VHH�KHU�DJDLQ��EXW�PD\EH�KH�ZRXOG��DQG�
perhaps up there, he could begin again.  He would have the courage to stand 
up to his own father. He would also be kinder to Daisy. As he thought about 
Daisy, he remembered watching the fuzzy video clip of an elderly man    
moving in and out of a young girl who was dressed in a white shirt and blue 
WDUWDQ�VNLUW���+H�WULHG�WR�VWRS�UHFDOOLQJ�WKLV�LPDJH��EXW�KH�VLPSO\�FRXOGQ·W��$V�
he replayed the image repeatedly in his mind, he thought about the times he 
and Daisy had spent together when she a young girl and wondered if he 
would be able to spend time with little Toni in the same way.  He wanted to 
push these images and thoughts out of his mind, but he could not because 
even now, it made him feel alive. 

The clock struck one.  A car pulled up into the driveway, the door 
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opened and then the familiar shuffle down the asphalt driveway. 
Betty. 
Sweet Betty. 
He breathed heavily and closed his eyes. 
´2K��P\�JRRGQHVV��:KR�ZRXOG�GR�VXFK�D�WKLQJ"µ�%HWW\�JDVSHG� 
She dropped her shopping bags and ran to him. 
´:K\�FDQ·W�WKH\�MXVW�OHW�XV�ROG�IRONV�OLYH�RXU�OLYHV�RXW�LQ�SHDFH"�6RPH�

people just refuse to leave the past in the past, where it should be.            
,QWHUIHULQJ� EXV\� ERGLHV�µ� VKH� PXWWHUHG� DV� VKH� IHOW� IRU� D� SXOVH� DURXQG� KLV�
QHFN��´'RQ·W�ZRUU\�DERXW�D�WKLQJ��(YHU\WKLQJ�ZLOO�EH�RND\��,·P�KRPH�QRZ�µ 

He half opened his eyes and saw her reach for the mobile phone. 
´+XUU\�� 7KHUH·V� EHHQ� D� YLROHQW� EUHDN� DQG� HQWU\� DW� P\� KRXVH���������

6RPHRQH·V�DWWDFNHG�P\�KXVEDQG��+H·V�ORVLQJ�D�ORW�RI�EORRG�µ 
She told the police their address, rang off and then calmly ran over to 

the unused fireplace, grabbed the poker and shattered the living room      
window.  

´<RX·OO�EH�RND\�µ�VKH�UHSHDWHG��´,�ZLOO�WDNH�FDUH�RI�HYHU\WKLQJ��'RQ·W�
ZRUU\�DERXW�WKH�PHVV�\RX·YH�PDGH�µ� 

John knew that everything would wash out in the end. 
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