Lorna Deane

Yes, Mr. Policeman
In a whisper, my heart told me that I should not have gone to work the morning after, on that Wednesday in 1990.  I drove my son to school as our first step to behave as we had always done. Yet, an ache took root deep within us, from knowing with certainty that the ground had irreversibly shifted. We could no longer enjoy our home and surroundings, observing the schedules and practices that had become a part of us. That had become untenable.
The previous evening, we arrived home at 8:00 p.m., considerably later than usual. Conscious of security risks, I drove up the incline into my garage, switched the engine off, turned to my son, and said, “Khal, let's sit for a while and check if any vehicle trailed us. It’s never good to rush out of the car without taking stock of our surroundings.” 
“Okay, Mum.”  
We had gone to a cousin’s apartment earlier to watch a movie and enjoy a pizza feast. As we climbed the steps to get to our door, my son said, “Mummy, look, a gunman behind us.” I was in a state of disbelief, thinking my son was playing tricks on me, so soon after my teachable moment in the garage.   Besides, my son was a known prankster. Without a backward glance, I opened the kitchen door and reached inside to switch the lights on.
My son brushed past me in a panic, looking back as he headed for the stairs. At the same time, I felt the crude force of the intruder as he bulldozed his way through my door. Then I saw him, towering over six feet tall, dressed in a long-sleeved plaid shirt with a tam on his head, pointing a gun directly at me.  In slow motion, and operating solely on stored memory, I stepped down from my kitchen into the living room, heading for the music/study room on the far side to disarm the alarm in the few seconds remaining before the siren would go off. Fortuitously, and unknown to me then, when my son pushed past me, having recognized the threat and urgency of the moment, his mission was to press the emergency button and trigger the alarm. Later, he disclosed that he had always had a secret desire to press that button.
As I approached the music room, the siren went off, startling the intruder and me. He stopped in his tracks, gun still levelled at me, made a half turn, trying to decide whether to pursue or flee. Seizing the moment, I shouted, “The police are coming! The police are coming!” as the alarm continued to wail. Scared, the intruder reversed course, exited through the kitchen door, and ran down the steps into the underbrush on the vacant lot and hillside adjoining my property. I ran down the steps after him, keeping up my threat, “The police are coming.” My son’s recollection of my actions is a far cry from mine. To this day, we hold steadfast to our respective views.
I called my husband for help. He came to my assistance immediately with his brother, calmed our son and me, and remained with us as we contemplated our next move. One thing was clear, we could no longer remain in the house, the dream house, that I had watched being built each step of the way.
No policeman showed up that night.
∞∞∞∞∞∞
That last intrusion followed a series of bizarre break-ins.  On a previous occasion, one wall of the stairwell, with narrow louvres interspersed with glass panels, was vandalized. It was evident that the width of each was too narrow for anyone to go through. The vandalism seemed to be an act of intimidation. A security company I contracted installed sensors on all the openings, the walls, and even the ceiling. The next break-in came immediately after I installed the extensive system. The technicians failed to activate the backup battery as interim protection until the apparatus was charged. Suspicious? 
On another occasion, the perpetrators disconnected my electricity supply by removing the electrical panel and meter situated across the road and cutting the cables to deactivate the sensors. The panel and meter were never recovered. The police determined that the attempt was highly sophisticated and that there had to be more to it than robbery. One member declared that he had never seen anything like that. No one was held responsible.
∞∞∞∞∞∞
Since my life was now at risk, moving from my home was inevitable. The trauma my son and I endured was unprecedented. During my journey to work, the left hemisphere of my brain muscled into action. In planning mode and solution-driven, I alerted my employers of my dilemma, invited their input, and then shared my inclination to relocate. The head of my organization thought it was highly likely I was targeted because of the sensitive nature of my job. That required me to decline certain applications that could not be supported under the widely publicized policy framework and guidelines. This was during a period of austerity in the country caused by scarce foreign exchange. My situation required immediate action, pre-empting any consideration to provide me with security
My sights were set on a high-rise building, obliquely opposite to my son’s school. The building was manned by security around the clock. By the end of that day, I had a plan to relocate within one week.
In retrospect, I realized that going to work instead of remaining home was the only way to find secure shelter for my family, an undertaking my right brain hemisphere and raw emotions could not have treated with after the armed home invasion.
The distorted face of my son as he climbed the stairs haunted me on my drive home. I pondered what I could do to ease his pain. Knowing how much he loved his pet fish, I decided to stop at a pet shop on the main road in St. James to buy some fish to distract him.
 I was in luck when I spotted a parking spot near the corner on the opposite side of the road. I saw no No Parking sign, so parking was allowed.  As I exited the store, I noticed two policemen at the curb, writing on a sheet of paper. I approached my car only to hear that I was parked in a no-parking area.
That was all it took for me to give vent to all I’d steeled myself against those past twenty-four hours. The dam broke, and out poured a flood of unbridled emotions. 
“Where is the No Parking sign??” I asked the police officers, and continued.” Did you know that your time would have been better spent if you were there to protect me from the armed intruder who threatened me in my home last night?  Imagine now, not only one, but two of you have descended on me here, obstructing no one, and all I was trying to do was to try to alleviate the trauma my son and I endured.” With that, my bottled-up tears finally found release.
       The younger officer looked sheepishly at his colleague and muttered, “You are the one to blame for troubling the lady.” They looked at each other, remorsefully. I placed the ticket in my glove compartment, declaring, “This, I will never pay.”
I continued on my way after I regained some semblance of composure.
 I saw the ticket two years later, when clearing the car out for its new owner.
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