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			WARNING

			Not suitable for children; contains adult themes, violence, explicit sex and coarse language. 

			This novel is a work of fiction. 

			Names, characters, and locations are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.
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			MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR

			The Judgement Game asks you to play a game. This work of fiction provides a series of vignettes to allow you to take part in the criminal and civil justice systems of your country, Torcia. This is an interactive book about ideas and decision-making. The Judgement Game is about returning justice to the people.

			The game asks for your comments about the offences and offenders. It seeks your ideas about responses and penalties. You are self-taught, and your knowledge and opinions are respected. You are providing new ideas for Torcia´s justice system. There are no right and wrong answers in the game.

			The Judgement Game is the modern literature of crime and punishment.
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			CHAPTER 1

			Dancing with a Leopard – Cases of Domestic Abuse

			YOU ARE THE AUDIENCE

			My name is Fiona. I want to tell you about life with my boyfriend Tom.

			It was a cold November evening. I had come home from work with Greg, a colleague from my office, who wanted to borrow a book I had recommended he read. Tom said hello when we came in but seemed upset about something. It was only later when we were get-ting ready for dinner that he told me what was wrong. He accused me of having an affair with Greg. I denied I was having an affair, but I could not reason with Tom.

			With aggression in his voice, he said, “I saw the way he looked at you. I know that you are having an affair with him. Don’t try to deny it.”

			When I laughed, Tom lost his temper. “You bitch,” he shouted. “Don’t laugh at me. I know your sort.” I knew that Tom was sensitive and jealous of my interaction with other men. He was abandoned by his father at the age of five and had been raised by an abusive mother who lived with different men while Tom was growing up.

			I tried to make light of the situation by saying that Greg was too chubby for my liking. I walked behind Tom to stroke his neck.

			He grabbed me by the arm and said in a menacing voice, “I know what you want from me.” He pulled me down the hall to the bedroom, where he threw me on the bed. I was crying and struggling to get up.

			“You’re a bloody whore,” he screamed at me.

			I was frightened but tried to lie still so as not to antagonise him. I didn’t know why he was acting so crazy. He took one of the pillows and held it over my face. I couldn’t breathe. My only thought was, this is the end. He is going to smother me.

			For some reason he backed away from me. Just long enough for me to jump up and run. Why did he allow me to try to escape? Perhaps it was a game to tempt me with freedom and then follow me like a hunted animal. He caught me as I was running out the door to the street. He dragged me back to the house and started shaking me and banging my head against the wall. His hold on my throat was choking me. I couldn’t endure the pain. I slipped into a semi-conscious state. I knew I no longer had control over his actions or what he would ulti-mately do with my life.

			I slipped from the reality of his anger, from his hatred of some-thing far from me, to the serenity of nothingness and the calm of black.

			When I returned to awareness, I heard Tom say, “I should kill you. You shouldn’t have brought him home with you.”

			I heard a knock at the door. I struggled to get up. Tom was silent. Why did he let me get up? I stumbled to the door.

			When I opened the door, two police officers stood there. Someone must have called the police. The officer said he had received a complaint that someone at this address had been screaming. He asked if everything was OK. All I could say was, “Please help me.”

			He didn’t ask me more. Calmly and professionally, I was taken out of the house. I tried not to cry. The officer, who was clearly no stranger to cases of domestic violence, said he would take me to the hospital. I saw the other officer go into the house to speak to Tom.

			At the hospital, I was checked for recognisable affects of abuse. They looked for broken bones, fractures and measurable skull inju-ries. I was told I was fine and was released. The police officer told me Tom would not be at the house when I got home. He had been arrested and charged with assaulting me. The officer asked me if Tom had ever hit me before. My response, “too many times.” I told him I’d never called the police because I thought we could work things out.

			I learnt that Tom was sent to jail. The police said he entered a guilty plea and was sentenced to twenty-four months incarceration. I did not have to go to Court. It was over quickly and Tom went to jail. I went on with my life as if nothing had happened. I knew, however, that it was not over. I didn’t know what to do. I thought about moving, but knew he would find me.

			Sure enough, when Tom was released from jail, he came back to my house. It was a Sunday and I was at home. He rang the doorbell and said he would like to come in to talk to me. He told me he had just been released from jail and had nowhere to go. He begged me to forgive him and to take him back. He told me he had changed. He said he had taken courses in jail and learnt how to deal with his prob-lems. He said his course instructor told him he had an attachment disorder and had provided ways for him to overcome his lack of trust and fits of jealousy. Tom said that he told me this in order to help me feel safe.

			I didn’t know what to do, but I knew I couldn’t let him come back to live with me. I told him I couldn’t take him back.

			Tom didn’t seem to care what I said. When I said I would not take him back, his manner changed completely. He told me I had better let him in and give him a second chance. He said he had come back because he loved me and would make things right. I didn’t know what to do. I was frightened by the way that he was speaking. When he reached over to hold my arm, I felt the strength of his grip and knew there was no arguing with him. He was coming back to the house.

			I didn’t contact the police or tell anyone he was back. I thought it best to wait until he tired of me. I knew there had been other women in his life before me and thought that if I remained distant he would move on.

			It wasn’t long before I noticed he was spending a lot of time out of the house and coming home late at night. He spoke about a man he met in jail who had also been released. He mentioned that the man was married and lived in the city with his family. I thought it a good thing for Tom to have friends. Tom never invited the man to the house but, from Tom’s comments, I knew they were spending time together at bars. I never heard more about the man’s wife or family. Tom started coming home later and later every night.

			I was working both in and out of the city and did not have time to worry about what Tom did each day. He told me he was look-ing for a permanent job but had not been able to find anything. He seemed to have pocket money, so he must have found some work that paid him on the side. He knew, of course, that I was looking after the mortgage, electricity, telephone, and groceries. I was happy to do that until he asked me to do more.

			Tom started bugging me about helping him find a permanent job. He said he wanted to buy a new car to use for jobs he had been applying for. He said I was stupid if I didn’t help him because if he had a better job, he would be able to help with our expenses. He asked me to co-sign a loan so he could buy a car, and when I refused, he became angry and stormed out of the house.

			He was gone for a week and I prayed he had decided to leave me. I still did not contact the police or tell anyone that he was back in my life. I just closed my eyes and hoped he would not return.

			He came back after a week. He never said where he had been, and I didn’t ask. Tom was back in the house but did not want to speak to me. I could see he was still upset about the loan. When he spoke to me, it was to criticise something I had done.

			I knew things would get worse and I had better make plans to get away from the relationship for my own safety. The only thing I told Tom was that I had to go out of town on a business trip the fol-lowing week. My work as a sales representative for an insurance firm often required me to travel, and Tom did not seem to take notice that this was any different from my ordinary activities. He didn’t know that I would take steps to cancel the heating, electricity, and the telephone before I left. Everything was in my name, and I wouldn’t have any problem cancelling the services. I only needed to endure one more week of Tom’s behaviour and try not to alert him to what I was planning. Once I was away, I would be able to list the house for sale and move to a different city. I contacted some friends who said that I could stay with them. With these plans in place, I was waiting to leave on my business trip.

			Tom came home in the early morning hours. It must have been one or two a.m. I peered out the bedroom window that overlooked the back entrance. I saw him stumbling as he came to the entrance. I saw that he was carrying something in his hands. As he opened the door, I called out to him, “Tom, are you OK?”

			I got up from bed and met him at the door as he was coming in. He was carrying a towel wrapped around something. I strained my eyes to see what it was. The towel was masking what was inside.

			He grabbed me and pulled me to the kitchen, where he pushed me onto a kitchen chair. “You sit there and don’t move.”

			I was shaking and trying not to move, fearing that any move-ment on my part would cause him to start assaulting me.

			His blurry eyes showed he was drunk or on drugs. He was walking back and forth across the kitchen. He started to unfold the towel. I saw a flash of steel, and then I saw the knife.

			I didn’t hesitate. I pushed the panic button on the necklace I was wearing.

			Tom stood in front of me with the knife. I knew he was going to kill me. I could see he was trying to focus his eyes as he said, “You can’t leave me.”

			He weaved to one side as he reached out to grab my arm. I saw the pain in his eyes as I swung towards him crying, “No, Tom, No.” My arms flailed towards his face. My hand caught the knife.

			He was stabbing me. I saw the blood and knew it was mine. Tom was the only one who heard my screams. I saw him reaching out to me as I heard the sirens and weakness overcame me. I felt myself falling.

		

	
		
			The Judgement Game

			What social issues are addressed in this vignette? 

			What problems did Tom have? 

			What problems did Fiona have? 

			What role, if any, does gender play? 

			Do you believe the parties could have resolved their problems on their own? 

			Do you believe a mediation process could be used to resolve their problems? 

			Yes

			No

			Why or why not? 

			Is mediation ever appropriate to resolve issues in situations of domestic violence? 

			Yes

			No

			Why or Why not? 

			Is the distinction between the offender and the victim clear? 

			Yes

			No

		

	
		
			COURT SUBMISSION

			Case Number 52163-L

			September 22, 2007

			I make application for an eviction order, an occupational order, and a no-contact order against my estranged husband, Pierre Brun.

			I have been separated from Pierre since August 6, 2006. Pierre is French. I met Pierre when I went to Taris on vaca-

			tion in May 2004. We were married in Blenham, Torcia in July of the same year. I had a job in Blenham, so we decided to purchase a house there. I had to pay the deposit on the house because Pierre was unemployed and had no savings. Pierre didn’t speak English and wasn’t able to find a job in Blenham, an English-speaking community. He had worked at part-time jobs as a waiter in Taris before we got married, and he convinced me it was a good idea to open a French restaurant in Blenham. It was planned that Pierre would operate the restaurant, and I would continue my work as a physiotherapist.

			Pierre had been harassing me for over a month to make applica-tion to my bank for a loan to buy a building we could use for the restau-rant business. I had made the application and the money was available for us. Pierre told me the previous day that he had a meeting with a real estate agent to complete the deal for the restaurant property. He said he would be taking $80,000 from our account for that purpose.

			Bank records show that he withdrew $80,000 from our account on the morning of August 6. He took the money for his own use, not to purchase a property for our business. I learnt that he had been having an affair with another woman and had taken the woman on a trip to Rehna. They used the money on hotels, gambling, and enter-tainment. In fact, after he left the house on the sixth, he went to the bank, withdrew the money, and left with his girlfriend for Rehna.

			By September, I knew he was not coming back to live with me. I started divorce proceedings and an application for distribution of matrimonial property. All proceedings were properly served on Pierre; however, he never filed defences or notices in response.

			The Court made an interim order on November 1, 2006, pro-viding that the matrimonial home be my place of residence until the divorce was finalised and matrimonial property proceedings were completed. (Interim Order of November 1, 2006)

			I learnt from a common friend that Pierre’s relationship with the other woman, Sarah, had not gone well. Sarah had also given Pierre money when he promised to open a restaurant business with her. The friend knew that this was the same promise Pierre had made to me and that both Sarah and I had been taken advantage of by Pierre. The friend gave me Sarah’s telephone number, as he thought I might want to speak to her.

			I didn’t proceed with the divorce or matrimonial property action. I was in shock about what had happened to me and didn’t want to face the reality that my marriage had failed. I wasn’t able to avoid the situation for long, however, because on February 11, Pierre called me. He spoke as if he had never walked out on me, “Linda, my love, I am coming back so we can work out our property settlement. I want to deal with you alone, not with those bloodsucking serpent lawyers.”

			I agreed to see him, but after three meetings, it became clear that we couldn’t agree on anything. If he did not get his way, he would bang his fist on the table and shout at me. The meetings did not resolve anything and caused me a great deal of fear and stress. I became frightened by the aggression he was showing. He was firm about his position. He wanted half of everything. I didn’t believe he had the right to half of anything because I was the one who had accu-mulated everything and most of it before we were married. I asked Pierre not to call me again until he had a lawyer. That caused him to shout at me and call me a stupid bitch.

			He paid no attention to my request not to call and phoned me again in June, saying, “Linda, I have to meet you right away. We have to settle things. I want this to be finished.”

			His voice sounded cold. I told him I wouldn’t meet him unless he had a lawyer.

			He shouted, “Greedy bitch” and hung up the phone.

			Not long after the call, he started coming around to the house uninvited. If I saw him coming, I hid and didn’t answer the door. On a night in June, he came to the house and rang the doorbell. I didn’t answer even when he banged on the door and shouted, “Let me in, Linda, I know you’re inside. I want this over with!” I was frightened he would try to break the door down, but eventually he left.

			I didn’t call the police that night because I hadn’t proceeded with the divorce and believed because of that, the Court would not help me. I did, however, call the “other woman”. I told her who I was and said that Pierre had been coming around my house uninvited. I told her if she was still in touch with Pierre to tell him to leave me alone.

			The woman, Sarah, didn’t seem surprised to hear from me but was quick with her response, “I have a no-contact order against that bastard. He broke my arm; he threatened to kill me. I’m now deeply in debt because of the money he took from me to start a restaurant. He also borrowed money from my parents that was never paid back. It was the most horrible relationship I have ever had. The man has no scruples. I want nothing to do with the son of a bitch.”

			She continued talking. “In Rehna I was his princess. Nothing was too expensive for lovely Sarah. After I gave him the money to start the restaurant business things changed. Our relationship became intol-erable. He was aggressive and critical, telling me that I had no business sense and that is why we had no customers. The verbal abuse became more frequent and in June, during a fight about money, he hit me in the face and broke my arm. He threatened to kill me. A neighbour heard my screams and called the police. Pierre was arrested and charged with uttering a death threat and assault causing bodily harm. I know he has been released and is somewhere here in Blenham.”

			With a sigh, she said, “I don’t know where he is. All I can do now is go to Court and tell the judge what he did to me.” Sarah went on to say I could use the information she gave to me if I needed to.

			I was shocked to hear what Pierre had done to her and given his actions the previous evening, I immediately contacted the police. I was told to attend the Blenham Police Station to file a complaint.

			I attended the station and explained my concerns for my personal safety because of Pierre’s harassment. As a result of my attendance, Report 63089, was filed.

			I returned home to find that Pierre had left messages on my voice mail demanding I meet with him immediately. I received another call on June 14 that I didn’t answer because I suspected it was Pierre. I was right. He left another voice message: “Linda, we must meet at the house. Darling, I need your help.”

			I returned to the police station that day and filed a second report, Report 63089-2. I was frightened by Pierre’s message. I arranged to have the police escort me back to the house. Sure enough, Pierre was waiting outside the door. The police officer didn’t hesitate. Once he confirmed that it was Pierre, the officer arrested him imme-diately. I subsequently found out he was held overnight and the next day, when released, given a harassment warning and cautioned not to go back to the house.

			Despite the warning, Pierre continued to hang around the area where I lived. I saw him walking along the street, but he did not come to the house. It did not take long, however, before Pierre ignored the warning completely.

			On July 11, I saw him approaching the house. I called the emer-gency contact number given to me by the police. Pierre arrived at the house and rang the buzzer. I didn’t answer the door and waited for the arrival of the police. Fortunately, they came quickly and Pierre was arrested. That arrest led to the Court granting a no-contact order on July 12. Even with the no-contact order, I was concerned that Pierre continued to remain at liberty and was able to walk the streets freely. I felt a prisoner in my own neighbourhood. I had no idea when Pierre might decide to breach the order, and I feared for my safety.

			My stress level was so high that at the end of July, I decided to leave Blenham for a month. During the month, I left the house vacant. I asked neighbours to watch the house for me and let me know if Pierre tried to return.

			In late August, I received a Facebook message telling me Pierre had moved back into the house. Apparently, he had hired a locksmith and moved back on August 26.

			I returned to Blenham on the September long weekend. I have been staying with friends. I couldn’t go back to my house because I knew Pierre was living there. I cannot believe what has happened to me; I cannot return to my own home because of my fear.

			I have come to Court for assistance. I ask that you grant the orders I have requested: an eviction order, an occupational order, and a no-contact order.

			I hope I have provided enough information to explain my situ-ation. I also want you to know I have continued to make all payments for the mortgage, utilities, and insurance. Pierre has not contributed anything. He is back in the house and has access to all of my per-sonal documents, my computer, my furniture, everything. The most important thing, however, is that I am frightened for my safety.

			Linda Brun

		

	
		
			The Judgement Game

			1) What orders do you feel the Court should have made:

			Eviction order: Yes/No

			Occupation order: Yes/No

			No-contact order: Yes/No

			2) Do you believe any of the following responses would be appropriate?

			Mediation: Yes/No

			Probation with counselling for the offender: Yes/No

			Incarceration of the offender: Yes/No

			If so, why?

			3) Is the distinction between the offender and the victim clear?

			Yes

			No

		

	
		
			REBECA AND DAVE

			The first time I saw him, it was the beauty of his body that attracted my attention. I was mesmerised by him. He entered the gym wear-ing only gym shorts and joggers. Without his shirt, his sculpted arms and biceps were reminiscent of the marble statues of Rodin. Some might think the shape too perfect, every limb tanned and every muscle defined. There was, however, something rough and untamed about him that I found appealing. The raw sexuality of the man caused me to stop my gaze from going lower. I knew I was invading his world.

			I give lessons in Internet technology for the company, Hanton Computer Systems. I was at Sportco, one of Hanton’s customers, where I was giving an IT seminar to fitness instructors about the new computer system Sportco had installed. My initial thought was, what am I doing? What is wrong with me? Why can’t I be satisfied with my husband, Robert?

			Robert is a judge and well known in the city. Yesterday had been the standard Friday routine. A quickie before dinner. A “Friday-afternoon quickie” was what Robert wanted. It was always the same. When he came back from Court on Friday afternoons, sex was on his mind. Perhaps he found it arousing to touch me after listening to people fighting about money all afternoon.

			We always had sex before we went for dinner. For me it was sex, not making love. In fact, I found it rather annoying and distasteful, as I felt I hadn’t enough time to take a relaxing shower before getting dressed for dinner. It was always a rush, a quickie, a fast shower, and then just enough time to grab something to wear before we had to leave.

			When I got to the Sportco lecture room where I was giving the class, the Rodin man was sitting in the front row. He was now dressed in a T-shirt and jeans and looked even more appealing than before. There was ruggedness in his manner that I found intriguing. He was waiting to hear my IT lecture. Our eyes met and there was an unspoken contact. I wanted to learn more about him, and I could tell from his glance he wanted to learn more about me.

			After the class, he stopped to tell me that he had enjoyed the lecture and asked me a question about the capability of the new computers. I learnt his name was Dave. His question required me to obtain information from the distributor of the computers. That gave me an opportunity to exchange telephone numbers, which I was happy to do. That meant I would have the ability to contact him. I could tell from his eyes that he was interested in me.

			I went home to get ready for Friday-night dinner with Robert and a group of his lawyer friends. It had been a long day with my work at Hanton, and I was still mulling over the incident with Dave. I just wanted to get the sex bit with Robert over with, have a shower, and dress for dinner. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I knew I should have been happy with Robert; he was a loving husband. He was attentive to me. He was blond and slim with a boy next-door type of charm. I couldn’t define what was missing. It was, perhaps, the element of mystery and intrigue that Dave had.

			Although it was the same routine, something caused Robert to realise I was not responding to his caresses. After we had sex, he leaned over and said, “Rebeca, are you happy? Your beautiful eyes look distant tonight. I hope I pleased you, dear. You didn’t seem to relax.”

			I was a good actor and managed to say my lines with passion and skill. He would not understand if I told him the truth, which was that I was tired and sex was the last thing on my mind that evening. My script was good: “Bob, I love my work, but I love you more.” That seemed to satisfy him.

			Dave called me the following week. He invited me for a glass of wine at a restaurant near the Sportco office. My heart soared. I can-celled my manicure appointment so I could meet him.

			One glass of wine led to another, and after four hours of being together, he asked if I wanted to come back to his apartment so he could show me the medals he’d won. I really didn’t care what reason he gave me, I was happy to be invited to his apartment. I knew I didn’t have to go home that night because Robert was at a judicial confer-ence out of the city. I happily accepted Dave’s invitation.

			The evening turned into one of ecstasy. Dave awakened sexual desires I had never experienced before. I felt as though our bodies became one. He filled me with his sperm and I experienced profound orgasms. Dave’s passion brought me such pleasure. I could finally say I was making love.

			Following that magical evening, we met at his apartment each Saturday. Robert always went to his office on Saturdays, and I told him I was taking a class at the gym.

			Dave wanted more than weekend flings, but that was all I could give him. I didn’t want my comfortable life with Robert to be dis-rupted. Dave kept asking me to divorce Robert and suggested that we start a relationship together with the money he had saved from his job as a fitness instructor and the money I would obtain from a matrimonial settlement with Robert. He wanted us to build a new life together, but I kept stalling, telling him I needed more time.

			I arrived at his apartment one Saturday ready for my weekly lovemaking fix. My sexual experience with Dave had become an addiction. Once I had tasted the pleasure, I wanted more.

			Dave was sullen. It seemed something had changed. After I sat down, he asked me if I had made love with Robert that week, something he had never asked me before. I told him I was there for him and did not want to talk about my life with Robert. That did not satisfy him and he kept pushing me with his questions. “Is Robert a good lover? Does he give you what I do?”

			I did not respond. He continued: “I asked you if Robert is a good lover.”

			I didn’t respond. I thought it best we end the conversation and the afternoon. I told him I needed to leave to do some shopping. I didn’t know what else to say.

			I tried to stand up so I could leave. He stood above me and held my shoulders so I couldn’t get up. He had never acted like this before.

			I started to cry. He grabbed my arm and twisted it behind my back. When I screamed, he started hitting me. He was a strong man and although I tried to struggle, I didn’t have a chance. The next thing I remember was seeing a police officer standing in front of me.

			My forehead was bleeding. My left arm was throbbing in excru-ciating pain. I couldn’t remember exactly what happened. I must have passed out and been left alone at the apartment.

			I found out at the hospital that my arm was broken. It was in a cast for three months. My face has healed, but I will have a scar above my left eye.

			Robert found out about the assault because the police called him when I was taken to the hospital. The police found my diary in my purse. The diary had an emergency number to contact; it was Robert’s office number.

			When Robert was told where I was, he came to the hospital. The police must have explained where they found me because Robert didn’t ask me any questions. His manner was cold. His only words to me were, “Rebeca, I loved you. How could you have cheated”?

			He took me home from the hospital, but did not want to talk to me. That was the end of our relationship. There was little conver-sation and we did not go out for dinner or have sexual relations again.

			Dave was charged with assault causing bodily harm. I received a subpoena and had to attend Court to testify against him. If so, why?

			It was hard for me to talk about what had happened. In fact, I can’t believe it happened. I told the Court what I was able to remem-ber of my last day at Dave’s apartment. I was not cross-examined by Dave’s lawyer. It was clear he had given the lawyer instructions not to cross-examine me. Robert did not attend Court, likely, because he didn’t want to see the man who had been my lover and who had assaulted me.

			Dave’s lawyer told the Court that Dave had no previous crim-inal record. Despite that information, new legislation attempting to stop violence against women made it mandatory that Dave be sent to jail. The judge gave him a sentence of three months of incarceration without any right to have the time reduced.

			I know I will never see Dave again. I don’t want to see him. He destroyed my life.

			Robert filed for divorce and division of matrimonial property. I will be given a lucrative property settlement, but I will be alone. I will have no husband and I am now the scarlet woman of the legal community.

			I know what I did was wrong but my punishment is not fair. The loss of my husband and my friends is too much. I do not deserve this.

		

	
		
			The Judgement Game

			What social issues are addressed in this vignette? 

			What problems did Rebeca have? 

			What problems did Dave have? 

			What role, if any, does gender play? 

			Do you believe the parties could have resolved their problems on their own? 

			Do you believe a mediation process could be used to resolve their problems? 

			Yes

			No

			Why or why not? 

			Is mediation ever appropriate to resolve issues in situations of domestic violence? 

			Yes

			No

			Why or Why not? 

			8) Is the distinction between the offender and the victim clear?

			Yes

			No

		

	
		
			CLAUDE AND DEBBIE

			Claude would do anything to have contact with his ex-girlfriend, Debbie. Before the no-contact order, he and Debbie had been together for six years. He loved Debbie and wanted her back.

			He managed to save enough money to return to Torcia from Gabot, a country in the Middle East. He had been conducting pipe-line surveys for the gas-line service company he was working for.

			Claude had flown back to Torcia from Gabot. It was a long journey and he was exhausted from the travel. He had taken a flight from Gabot to Emstadrem and then to Jervis. He still had the keys to his house in Jervis, the house where he and Debbie had lived prior to the incident that caused him to leave for Gabot.

			He knew Debbie had been granted a no-contact order against him stating he was to have no contact with her and that he could not return to their house.

			When he arrived in Jervis, he decided that Debbie had prob-ably forgiven him for the incident and he would go to the house to see her. He would arrange for her to come to Court with him to have the no-contact order removed.

			When he arrived at the airport, he took a taxi to his house. Unfortunately, when he tried to open the front door, he found the lock had been changed. He rang the doorbell but nobody answered. He walked around the house to look through the windows but there did not appear to be anyone home.

			He went next door and talked to his neighbour, Elaine, who told him Debbie had been at her house earlier that morning. She said Debbie told her she was going to visit her mother that afternoon.

			Claude was so eager to talk to Debbie he asked Elaine if he could use her telephone to call Debbie’s mother. Elaine let him use the phone and Claude made the call. He spoke to Debbie briefly, “Debbie, I’m home. I’ve come back to be with you. ”

			Debbie’s response was abrupt. “You have no right to call me. I have an order against you. You have no right to be at the house.” She hung up the phone.

			Claude was upset that she didn’t want to talk to him. He had come so far and he was not going to stop without going to the house to see her. He thanked Elaine and went back to his house.

			Claude thought it possible that the key he had would still open the garage door. He went to the garage and tried to open the door. That lock had also been changed. He was furious. “Shit, this is my house! This is my garage”!

			Claude had hidden some drugs in the garage and wanted to pick them up. He kicked the door of the garage open and went inside to see if the drugs were still there. They were. He found the bag of marijuana exactly where he had left it. He smoked some marijuana to calm himself and put the rest in his backpack.

			Claude was in a dream world. Memories came flooding back to him about the last time he had been at the house. His mind was in a haze.

			He felt Debbie’s lips on his. She was kissing him. He remem-bered something bad had happened. He saw her standing in front of him. He was reaching out to touch her. Debbie’s face darkened. He knew she was going to hit him. He saw her falling. He was running.

			Claude focused his mind. He had come back for Debbie. He loves Debbie. They had been together for six years and had a terrific relationship. The problem was the booze and the drugs, he needed them. He needed Debbie.

			He had been drinking the day the incident happened. He’d been with friends at a football game and hadn’t gone back to his house until late in the evening. He hadn’t called Debbie all day to let her know where he was.

			Debbie had been waiting for him to come home. She started crying when he arrived at the house and she saw he was drunk. She accused him of not having called her and called him a thoughtless, selfish drunk. He became angry and told her to leave him alone. He recalls her coming toward him with clenched fists. He remembers reaching out to push her away. He remembers her falling. He pan-icked, ran out of the house and drove away.

			Debbie must have called the police because he remembers the flashing lights of the police car behind him. He knew he was drunk and tried to avoid the police by racing at high speeds and using back alleys in an attempt to escape. His car hit another vehicle as he was going through an intersection and he had no choice but to stop to face the music.

			He was arrested and taken to the police station. He was charged with assault of a partner, criminal endangerment and impaired driving. He was placed in custody overnight and released the next day on his promise to attend Court. He was given an appearance notice indicating the day he was to return to Court. He never attended Court on the day that had been scheduled. He had been working in Gabot.

			Claude focuses on his present situation. He looks out the win-dow of the garage and sees a police car driving toward the house. He watches as an officer gets out of the car. He realises there is no way for him to escape. He is alone in the garage.

			He left the garage to speak to the officer who said, “You are not to be at this residence. You know that, don’t you”?

			Claude replied to the officer, “I know I’m not supposed to be here, but it is my house and I only wanted to pick up a few personal items. No one is at home.” The officer told him that did not matter and arrested and charged him.

			Claude knew he was in more trouble now than he had been when he’d left Jervis a few months ago. He decided to enter guilty pleas to the charges against him. He thought there would be less publicity if he entered guilty pleas. A trial would attract the media and he did not want that kind of publicity or stress. He knew that he was guilty of the offences and wanted to get it over with rather than going to trial.

			Claude entered guilty pleas to the charges that had been filed before he left for Gabot:

			••	Assault of Partner;

			Note: Torcian law imposes a minimum sentence of three months imprisonment for assault of a partner.

			••	Criminal Endangerment;

			••	Impaired Driving.

			He also entered guilty pleas to the new charges of:

			••	Failure to attend Court;

			••	Breach of the No-contact order; and

			••	Possession of marijuana (found in Claude’s backpack).

			After hearing the submissions of the lawyer for the State of Torcia, the judge asked Claude if he had anything he wanted to say.

			Claude made the following comment:

			“Everything I did was for the cause of love. I love Debbie and I know Debbie still loves me. She can’t turn her back on me. I will get her back.”

		

	
		
			The Judgement Game

			What social issues are addressed in this vignette? 

			What problems did Claude have? 

			What problems did Debbie have? 

			What role, if any, does gender play? 

			Do you believe the parties could have resolved their problems on their own? 

			Do you believe a mediation process could be used to resolve their problems? 

			Yes

			No

			Why or why not? 

			Is mediation ever appropriate to resolve issues in situations of domestic violence? 

			Yes

			No

			Why or Why not? 

			Is the distinction between the offender and the victim clear? 

			Yes

			No

			You have the opportunity to provide a self-assessment after reading the vignettes in “Dancing with a Leopard: Domestic Violence”.

			Indicate how many points* you give yourself for:

			Recognition of issues raised in the chapter. 

			Suggestions and comments you made. 

			Your role as a decision maker. TOTAL: 

			You can give yourself 0 (lowest) to 5 (highest) points. This is a game. Remember there are no right or wrong answers. 
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