Chapter Three

Introducing The First Of The Girls

Barry leans backwards as he walks. Compensatory fat man posture. When he gets out of the bath these days he can slap his hands on the sides of his stomach. It doesn’t hurt. He does it to test it … all his flesh feels remote from him, padded out by deadening layers of fat. His personality is the bouncy smaller man he once was, not this ponderous roly-poly.

The bridge gate is a small picket with a pull-back latch. He has to rest his underbelly on the gate’s spikes to open it. Curtains of all the bedrooms are drawn. No broken windows.

Everything he is doing makes significant noise, draws attention to himself – tinkle of the latch, his tread on the boards. This is the smell he associates with work. Dry creosoted timber and weedy damp rising off the sluggish stream.

Una is crouched among a clump of irises on the bank. She, of course, would be up. 

Her bent spine knuckles out the white t-shirt. Crudely cut and crudely red-dyed hair flops down about her face. 

“Hi Una!” he calls.

Her white face rotates towards him. She looks at him with eyes of stone. 

“Nice morning,” Barry says, neutral, not too loud to wake the others. He passes above her. She turns slowly back to the irises.

What’s she got hidden there? Aerosols? Booze for the others? Whatever it is, it’ll be moved now that he’s seen her.

Inside his trouser pocket he exchanges his car key bunch for the office bunch.

Behind the flat iris stems, beyond the white fleshy underparts of other streamside plants, something darkly moves. 

“Hi Una!”

All goes still, waiting. The voice has stilled even the shadows.

Reluctantly, and with effort, Una makes herself look around. 

Fat Barry is crossing the bridge, a double echo in each of his steps. Drum drum. Drum drum. He says something else. Then Drum drum. Drum drum.

The light is behind him. The light is therefore behind her. She looks back into the iris thicket.

Deep in the thicket, between the green sword blades and the rounded stems, something has darkly moved.

profile
: Una Davenport

age: 13

mother: Cynthia Green

father: Roger Davenport

siblings: Brothers(11)(9) Stepsister(15)

ethnic origin: Anglo/Italian

history: Una phys. abused by her natural father, Roger Davenport, from birth until age 8. Mother & brothers also beaten by him. Mother put herself and children in refuge. Roger Davenport shot himself. When Una 10, m. remarried – Stephen Green, a divorcee with custody of his daughter, Helen. 1 yr after marriage Helen disclosed sexual abuse by her father. Una too had been sexually abused by Stephen Green. Mother, Cynthia Green, committed suicide, overdose. Una was reported for truancy prior to mother’s marriage to Stephen Green. Also twice cautioned for shoplifting. Taken into care after mother’s suicide. In foster home repeatedly cut arms & face, took od. Paracetamol, absconded x 2, was found 2nd time living in flat of Adam Trison. Pornographic photographs and video of Una found. Una is also known to sniff. Moved out-of-county after suspected arson at last children’s home.

considerations: Una sees herself as victim. (Was bullied by 2 younger brothers.) Early treatment by father consolidated role. Self-esteem low, little insight. Blames herself for mother’s death and for brothers being in Care. She doesn’t seek contact with them. Maternal g’parents are in Italy – don’t want contact. Helen, in a stable foster placement, tries to keep in touch. Una doesn’t respond. Has difficulty forming or sustaining relationships.

cautions: Loner, sniffer, cutter; arson, suicide risk. No contact with Stephen Green or Adam Trison. (Court cases against Stephen Green and Adam Trison pending.)

