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BRIAN BROWN
Father of Natasha, killed by Michael Curran at McLaren Falls near Tauranga in 2005.

My family has already described in great detail what Natasha meant to us but I would like to elaborate on a few things, including how this has affected us.

When the Police first asked us to do a Victim Impact Statement as to how this tragedy of being without my youngest daughter, Natasha, had affected me, my initial thought was yes, I can do this, and I went about putting a few thoughts down on paper, and then after a while it dawned on me, what is the point of doing this as who really cares.

Lets face it, the thing that killed her doesn’t care, his wife, mother and family even less so from all accounts, and the more I thought about it why would they. He has never been made accountable for anything he has done in the past, so this minor blip in his life isn’t going to make much of a difference to him, especially when he has access to supposedly one of the best legal brains in the land, at my expense to boot, who will go into bat for him with the sole purpose of making sure that he gets a fair trail.

Whilst I never sat through the 1 hour 50 minutes of Mr MABEY’s summing up where from all accounts he endeavored to put a positive spin on how events unfolded on the 10th January 2005, it must have been quite comforting to the thing and his family knowing that at least someone believed the lies and stories, and what’s more cared enough to give his client a decent chance of getting off the charge he was faced with. But to be fair, it wasn’t just Mr MABEY who was looking after the murderer’s interests – the whole judicial system from the get go was hell bent on protecting this thing and his so-called rights. It became very soul destroying having to attend various name suppression hearings and bail applications at Courts in Tauranga, Hamilton and Rotorua, but we knew that for our dead daughter’s sake we had to attend as many as we could and I will always wonder whether our only non-appearance at the hearing where he was finally given bail was the reason it was granted. At that juncture it was very apparent that the judicial system didn’t care about us and, quite frankly, I became very cynical and bitter towards the Court. It just reinforced to us that everything about the judicial process was geared towards the perpetrator who was given all the help and assistance possible whilst we, Natasha’s Mum, Dad, Sister and Brother, have had to make our own way at our own expense in a system that looked on us as being a bit of a nuisance really. This was no more graphically evident than when I rang this very court to ask why this thing was given bail. I told the woman who I was and why I wanted to know, whereupon she told me most indignantly that we didn’t need to know as we were only victims. I then explained to her that whilst that may be so, that we are only victims, but the law entitled us to know. She said my request had to be in writing and would be heard by a High Court Judge in Auckland. So off we traipsed to Auckland only to be told by the Judge there that whilst we could view the bail application transcript, we were not allowed to take it away or tell anyone. I could not give the Judge the undertaking that I wouldn’t tell anyone, so on that basis he suggested that it would be best for al concerned for us not to see it. I’m still at a loss as to whether that was to protect the crim, the system or both, but what I can tell you is that no-one cared that we drove to Auckland and back, stayed the night in between and, because we were so consumed by anger, that I nearly took us both out on the drive home. You see that when law abiding people such as ourselves who look up to and respect the judiciary are told that you don’t matter, and show by their actions that they don’t give a rats about you, yet fawn all over the criminal element of society, then you lose all sense of what you thought was right and fair in society, and subsequently all hope in life itself. As bad as it sounds, I don’t believe that anyone apart from ourselves really cares that it took 476 days from the day when Tasha’s life was extinguished, to when it finally got to Court, and then another 53 days to end up here today for sentencing on a reduced charge of Manslaughter.

How does one explain to friends, family and colleagues that Natasha’s killer was only convicted of manslaughter and not murder as originally charged, when the only reason this much lesser charge has come about is because the crim was allowed to change his story to suit the evidence that was handed over to him by his eminent counsel. Who really cares about the last 529 days and sleepless nights and the effect they have had on us – not many I would suspect.

The police asked me about the financial implications of Natasha’s death and whilst money has never been my God, it is an inescapable fact of life one does need some in order to exist, and whilst I am self-employed it is a tad difficult to quantify but a cursory look through my diary ascertained that I have only actively worked 77 of the last 529 days. Having said that, I have tried to keep one thing constant regarding my clients ad that has been to ring them on their birthday. It’s something I started when I entered the insurance industry 20 years ago. It’s a bit ironic that Tasha was killed the day before my own birthday, and whilst I still make the calls I know in my heart of hearts I don’t have quite the sincerity I once had when I make the calls. As for our own birthdays, Christmas, Mother’s and Father’s days, not to mention Tasha’s birthday, these events where the family all got together to celebrate have become a somber occasion and are not much fun at all. Quite frankly I cannot see a time when that will ever change.

Natasha, I am extremely disappointed in myself in that I let this happen to you, and I hope that you will forgive me for not being there for you at a time when you really needed me. Unfortunately, I had no way of letting the people on the jury know that you weren’t the sort of person that this thing said you were. I knew you as a kind, caring and giving young lady who I was most proud to call my daughter, and it was very sad that none of Natasha’s family or friends had an opportunity to tell the jurists that.

Tash was so into her music – and to finish I am grateful to David Gates from Bread for his words to a song I have always liked – ‘I would give everything I own, my life, my heart, my home, just to have you back with me.”
