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For Maureen



I call heaven and earth to record this day against you, that I have set before you life and death, blessing and cursing: therefore choose life, that both thou and thy seed may live.
 —Deuteronomy 30:19



CHAPTER 1
         A home under construction. A townhouse to be exact. A satisfying sight these days. Noel Anderson, in a shirt, tie and hardhat, walked purposefully across a bare plywood floor scanning some specs. All of the townhouses he was working on were at the dried-in phase, the stage before finishing when they were still exposed and vulnerable. Chicago was prone to produce violent storms in the spring, and though this was a beautiful, sunny day in mid-May, Anderson wanted to get these residences tightly sealed – and done.
He was getting a jolting sensation throughout his body that told him to be extra vigilant. He hated that feeling. It had always come out of nowhere, that shudder of sudden impact. It had been awhile since he had it so pronounced. It was exhausting having to stay in a hyper state, but being attuned to that strange cue had served him well throughout the years.
“What’s going on with the windows?” Anderson shouted up to a carpenter on a portable scaffold who was applying drywall ceiling seams.
“They still haven’t been delivered.” The pony-tailed tradesman answered, and added. “We can stay on schedule as long as I get ‘em by Friday.”
“I’ll see what’s holding them up.” Anderson brusquely replied. “We’re through playing with them.”
Anderson, handsome, athletic, was at ease among men. His employees never delayed in giving him the latest news, good or bad. He took care of things and was always fair. If they had one gripe it would be that, while Anderson always appeared confident, prosperous and open, one could also sense an undercurrent of sadness about him, a wish to hold everyone at arm’s length that ultimately kept him out of step with the rest of the world.
Anderson had been hired by a bank to complete several “rowhouses,” essentially separate but connected townhouses that had similar facades but which shared common “party” walls. It was a bit of bad irony Anderson had noted. The first bank, eventually gobbled up in receivership by the current bank, had cut off funding to the previous builder just months into the work. That first bank figured they’d limit their exposure, force the builder to dip into personal funds to finish, but this time things truly were different. This was no normal business-cycle downturn. Things literally fell off a cliff. For everyone. The townhouses were left simply roughed-in. The foundation had been poured, framing erected, subfloor and roof installed but the structures were woefully unprotected.
The previous builder had cut corners and skipped some inspections before walking away from the entire project two years ago. Like the window supplier, anyone still in business in the housing industry was under enormous economic pressure since the bubble top, using deposits to plug holes, pay back bills, taking difficult jobs for less than your previous going rate. A lot less. Everyone was just trying to stay in business. Anderson’s wariness allowed him to make good money during the go-go years but never get overextended. More important it gave him a place to sit when the music stopped.
Anderson stepped outside the townhouse and paused at the bare front entrance to let a driver motor past on a Bobcat VersaHandler who was hauling tools with the machine’s telescopic forklift. Anderson flicked a look about the site, having the gift of being able to size up a situation immediately. This faculty had kept his workplace accidents to a minimum, only two that required a hospital visit in his nearly 20 years of construction. One was a broken leg from a trench collapse, the other a case of 24-hour metal fume fever for a welder who didn’t arrange for proper ventilation.
There were a thousand and one ways for someone to get hurt on a construction site. Electrical accidents, crane accidents, holes in flooring, roof collapses, fires, explosions, workers run over by equipment, falls, metal punch press injuries, and on and on. Anderson always went over and above OSHA standards. Right now everything looked okay. Normal. So why did he have that continued sense of dread? And that damned impact feeling?
Bang!
Everyone outside snapped their gaze to one of the adjacent townhouses. It was there a muscular roofer had lost his grip and dropped a large roll of tar paper onto some flooring through the open framing of a skylight. The roofer waved a sorry and everyone went back to their tasks at hand. Except Anderson. He was still struck to the core by that haunting sense of foreboding.
Anderson suddenly thought about the day last fall when he came to bid the job. This area was on one of the city’s boundaries of gentrification, abutting a deserted industrial area. The homeless were the latest of the vacant townhouse tenants, stringing tarps against the elements. The structures were fetid with the smell of feces, urine and animal carcasses floating in their flooded foundations. A rep from the current bank had not so subtly hinted to Anderson that city inspectors were under pressure to get these eyesores and public nuisances off the books. These townhouses were going to be broken down into rentals, some low-income subsidized housing, so the bank was getting good tax breaks, and likely some other breaks from certain codes, if Anderson was catching his drift. Anderson made it clear with a look that he didn’t work that way.
Anderson always bid a job correctly. He didn’t low-ball and then try to cut corners. Didn’t high-ball if he thought someone was in a jam or ripe for being taken. He did top-notch, quality construction and figured that philosophy was responsible for why he was still on his feet. He was also proud of the fact he could keep his modest crew employed and that when he was hired he always finished ahead of schedule and on budget, even if he had to work overtime or take less to deliver. It was important to keep your reputation.
If not doing his own projects, Anderson would rather work with investor groups who, if they were inclined to screw you, would do it upfront. Bankers were more devious, hiding important details in mountains of paperwork. “You signed it” was the usual refrain when you discovered you had been fucked.
Anderson learned the hard way early in life that you better know how to deal with big institutions and read legal documents. And don’t trust your own lawyers who are at best indifferent, likely incompetent and who might be beholden to making some other, bigger player happy for some reason. This guardedness extended to everyone involved with the court system itself. Anderson was continually struck by the incongruity of “In God We Trust” emblazoned on courtroom walls where he deemed “Enter at Own Risk” was more appropriate. He also felt Lady Justice should be standing next to a roulette wheel (not holding the scales of truth and fairness), the image being something Anderson would always reflect on as he watched those involved in the judicial system obfuscate, prevaricate and above all – elongate. The only time the court ever got it right, he believed, was when he was seventeen and they let him enter the military as an emancipated minor, but then again that was in their best interest.
The Army had a strict policy, “no whining.” Fine. Anderson just wanted a chance to crawl out of the muck. His opportunity to rise came sniffing out land mines in Kuwait left by the Iraqis during the Persian Gulf War. Boom. You’re dead. Weighing the things in his life, that beat the alternative.
The banging of a tail lift, and a clipboard being offered to him brought Anderson back momentarily to the present.
A deliveryman for an electrical supply company finished securing the rear cargo door on his truck while Anderson signed for an order of conduit and wiring.
“Thanks.” Anderson said as he handed back the clipboard and pen.
The driver nodded, retrieved a cigarette tucked behind his ear, and returned to the cab of his truck.
A pair of electricians from Anderson’s crew examined the items, and quickly grabbed some spools of wiring.
Anderson watched the electricians move off with the supplies and thought about how thankful he was not to be on active duty now. Back in 1991, dealing with the unexploded ordnance of anti-personnel and anti-tank landmines was relatively straightforward. Find them. Get rid of them. Not much wiring. Now the enemy almost exclusively worked with IEDs, daisy-chaining clusters of bombs. Everything from garage door openers to toy car remotes were used to set them off. Hell, you didn’t even need line-of-sight. You could just phone it in and not even worry about your position being compromised.
Anderson’s mind just kept racing. He usually never indulged in memories. He liked pressing matters and details. The recollections rushed in on him. It was as if they were chasing him! He scanned his mental checklist as he was buffeted by a swirl of dust.
He remembered he had also recently been asked to complete a different row of abandoned townhouses by another bank. Was that the reason for the incessant sense of unease? It was a straightforward job. Aside from the usual, all it entailed was sifting through another set of documents, and some hopefully inconsequential legal fees. Is that why the image of a courtroom keep popping into his consciousness? He hated the legal system. No secret. It was clearly just a big country club of which you were not a member. That reminded him. He had that meeting tonight. Was that what was bugging him? Shouldn’t be.
The sunlight felt unusually potent. He used the back of his wrist to wipe away the beads of sweat from his brow.
“Boss?”
The word or rather entreaty broke him fully from his reverie. The delivery truck had driven off and Roman Ayala, Anderson’s middle-aged foreman, could be seen standing in the street now with a young Hispanic man and woman. The round 20-ish woman held an infant in her arms and was crying inconsolably. It was obvious the young man had been doing some crying, too.
Anderson met them at the curb.
“My nephew, his work permit expired.” Roman said in a distinguishable Spanish accent, running a hand through his thick, dark hair. “They want to send him back to Peru. He forgot to do some paperwork. Scared, you know.” Roman sighed, and continued. “I guess the lawyer who was supposed to help them just took their money and never did anything. They called his office for weeks.”
“How’d they pay him?” Anderson asked.
“Cash.” Roman replied with a roll of his eyes as he kicked at a clump of soil in the street deposited by the tread of an earthmover.
Anderson nodded, understanding. “That private eye we hired a while back to track down those punks who were stealing materials, didn’t his card say something about immigration work, too? What was his name?”
“Joyce knows.” Roman answered, referring to the business office secretary.
Anderson briefly meditated on his swirl of daydreams and pangs of anxiety. Maybe Roman’s nephew’s problem was why he, Anderson, was bouncing down memory lane?
“Tell him it’s okay, not to worry.” Anderson assured them. “We’ll fix it.”
No need to translate. The young man understood that much English. His face lit up as he stepped forward and threw his arms around Anderson. He clattered on in Spanish as Anderson stood rigid, embarrassed with the unrestrained show of emotion.



CHAPTER 2
         The sprawling ranch house was in a quiet subdivision at the edge of the city’s limits. It was one of the wealthier neighborhoods of Chicago that had a good deal of space between it and the nastier, higher-crime areas. There was also a bit of room between residences.
Karen Anderson, Noel’s attractive 37-year-old wife, was laying out on a chaise lounge in her swimsuit next to a just completed in-ground pool that was filling with water. A small cement-mixer sat right behind her and an uninstalled diving board leaned against a newly built BBQ pit. She had a knock-out figure and was eager to catch some of the sun’s early rays of the season. The winter had been particularly brutal.
An elderly man watered some hanging plants out on his patio next door. He might have also been antsy to emerge from his hovel, but probably just as keen to catch a glimpse of his striking female neighbor. He cleaned his spectacles, put them back on and gazed admiringly through an opening in his bushes in Karen’s direction. He did not notice his elderly wife had stepped out of the house behind him.
“What are you staring at…” His elderly wife chided him. “…dirty old man.”
The elderly man instantly returned to his watering duties.
Karen, meanwhile, saw none of this, heard none of this. The sylvan sanctuary around her was abuzz with the ubiquitous sound of lawnmowers and leaf blowers. She didn’t even notice that her fourteen-year-old daughter, Tristan, in a new party dress, had clopped on to the pool deck but then again Tristan was trying to sneak up on her mother.
“Ta da!” Tristan exclaimed.
Karen sat up, brightening as Tristan modeled awkwardly in her high heels.
“It looks great!” Karen said as she reached out and steadied her daughter.
Tristan was teetering, holding her mother’s hand yet pushing back at the same time, like a foal learning to stand.
Karen could only think of how unaware her daughter was of her burgeoning sexuality.
“We’re going to have to try and slip this past your dad.“ Karen remarked, referring to Tristan’s revealing yet age-appropriate dress. Then Karen added, regarding the high heels. “You’ll get used to those. Just wear them around the house for the rest of the day.”
 
Neither Karen nor Tristan saw or heard the dump truck that had turned into the driveway and stopped. Three men jumped out, slimy, unwashed, all of them possessing “joint bodies,” tattooed physiques of steel, overly developed from incessant weightlifting in prison.
Derek Lysander, a brute with dancing, hellish eyes, took a swig of some cheap wine. He bared his yellowed teeth as he grabbed a work order from Ruben Roney, a sinewy bantam and youngest member of the group by a half-dozen years, being in his mid-twenties.
“Don’t fuck with me, man!” Derek hissed at the nonplussed Ruben for no particular reason, just because Derek was a jagoff.
Derek’s antics did produce a smirk in the scarred visage of Gabriel Lysander, Derek’s little brother and fellow carnivore.
 
“I’ll take it in a little.”
“Mom, it has to be ready for tonight.”
Karen was still sitting on the chaise lounge, checking the waist fitting on Tristan’s dress when she realized they were not alone and looked up, startled.
“Yeah, how ya’ doin’. We’re here for the landscaping.” Derek said, eyes like slits, intense.
“Oh, I thought it was tomorrow.” Karen said as she shot up, suddenly feeling naked standing there in her swimsuit.
Derek didn’t avert his gaze, gave her an unflinching stare. A few seconds passed which seemed like an eternity. He gave Tristan an admiring gaze. Tristan smiled back coyly.
“Ah, why don’t you get started and I’ll be right out.“ Karen said as she herded Tristan off, sensing Derek’s predatory gaze running over her backside as she scurried to some sliding glass doors. It hit her like a stun gun what he said next.
“Is your husband home?” Derek asked as Karen and Tristan disappeared into the house.
 
Gabriel and Ruben unloaded sod from the rear of the truck, stacking the rolls on a handcart in the driveway.
Derek, with a swagger, returned from the backyard, grinning. “Wait till you see this bitch! I’d like to fuck her right up the ass!” Derek announced. He loved seeing their expressions. He loved seeing their excitement, their eagerness to now lay their eyes on what he, Derek, had seen.
They hoped he wasn’t fucking around.
 
Karen only had time to put on a cover-up, and was stepping out on to the pool deck as Derek was reappearing with some landscaping plans. He unfurled the plans on the BBQ pit, spreading them out as Karen moved up to scan them.
“This is wrong, I told them I want the bushes all three feet apart…” Karen complained, looking over the diagrams.
The elderly woman next door stared at them inquisitively through her shrubbery. “Is that her husband?”
The elderly man shuffled up next to his nosey wife, happy to have permission to look over at Karen. He squinted, focused, and replied simply, “No, doesn’t look like him.”
“Come on, let’s go inside.” The elderly woman was already heading indoors, her grasp insistent and fingers clamped on to her elderly husband’s sleeve. He dejectedly followed her into their home.
Derek was now moving even closer to Karen, way too close for Karen’s comfort as Gabriel walked into the backyard lugging a pair of bushes whose roots were balled in soil and wrapped with burlap.
“Are those honeysuckle?” Karen asked, happy to step away from Derek. She strode quickly over to inspect the privet bushes, examining the identifying plastic tag on one of the stems. “Oh no, I ordered honeysuckle, these have to go back.”
Gabriel slumped, set the bushes down. Ruben rolled into view with the sod. They exchanged a look. Derek was right. She was fine.
“Let me call and see if they have what I ordered. Maybe we can get this all done today.” Karen told them, heading back into the house.
Tristan was furtively peering out the kitchen window at the workmen as her mother entered through the sliding glass doors.
“Change your clothes.” Karen instructed Tristan. “And put on pants.” There was some real apprehension in Karen’s voice as she pulled the door shut behind her.

Tristan
didn’t
need
to
be
told
twice. She kicked off her high heels and trudged down a hallway after her mother who remembered to take the zipper down on the back of her dress before each of them entered their respective, adjacent bedrooms.
Tristan shut the door behind her. Her bedroom was painted pink, of course. There was a jewelry box, a wooly throw rug, a four-poster bed, a desk, chair, and a laptop perennially turned on to her Facebook page. Tristan slipped out of her dress and draped it over the chair. She quickly threw on a shirt as she started pulling herself into a pair of jeans and was going to check her computer when she noticed the figure of a man moving past her curtained window. That’s odd, isn’t it? Is he supposed to be there? Tristan didn’t know what to think.
Derek, meanwhile, was the one who had drifted past Tristan’s window. Outside, he furtively slipped past another window where the curtains were drawn and continued around a corner of the house. There he found a window with a gap in the curtains.
Derek looked into what was the master bedroom where Karen was currently removing her cover-up. Derek couldn’t believe his good fortune as he leered through the window at Karen as she took off her swimsuit.
Karen, inside the master bedroom, could suddenly feel, like an icy breeze, that she was being watched. Head lowered, she quickly scooped up a bra, underwear, jeans and a shirt, and hurriedly entered the bathroom and shut the door. Was somebody looking through her window? She didn’t want to think about it. Not this second. Just get dressed and get out there.
Karen had finished dressing and was buttoning her jeans on her way to the kitchen when she was startled to find… Derek waiting for her.
“Oh God, you scared me!” She gasped, feeling like she’d been kicked in the head.
“Can I use your washroom?” Derek said, almost deadpan but with nostrils flared.
“Yes of course, there’s one-” Karen offered, pointing in the direction of the family room but he was already moving past her.
“I’ll find it.” Derek spewed dismissively.
Karen watched anxiously as Derek stepped past Tristan who was emerging from her bedroom, and then headed straight down the hallway to the master bedroom. Karen felt sick.
To Derek it was like finding the Holy Grail. Inside the master bedroom bathroom now, the door shut behind him, he picked up Karen’s swimsuit from the floor.
Outside, in the backyard, Gabriel and Ruben looked over from their sodding duties as Derek stuck his head out the bathroom window, triumphantly holding up Karen’s swimsuit. Their mouths dropped open like dumbfounded cavemen. They were used to his antics but could never be sure if his sociopathic personality, borderline or otherwise, had spilled over into an actual aggravated criminal sexual assault.
Gabriel, garden hose end sprayer in his hand, reflexively and always eager to outdo his brazen brother, put the nozzle by his crotch and dispensed a water stream like he was blowing a load of semen. Laughing, he remembered to toss a look to see if the missus of the manor was about or hell, maybe Derek was actually doing her? Nope. Gabriel could see out of the corner of his eye “the mom” looking in his direction. Better stop fucking around. He dropped the hose.
Karen was in the kitchen casting unsettled glances out the screened portion of the sliding glass door in Gabriel and Ruben’s direction. She could see them chuckling at something out of view towards the master bedroom portion of the house. She didn’t want to imagine what they could be laughing at. She picked up her cell phone and dialed a number.
Derek pulled his head back in and shut the master bathroom window. He found the crotch on Karen’s swimsuit and sniffed it. He opened his fly and feverishly began masturbating as he licked gluttonously at the breast pads on the suit.



CHAPTER 3
         Anderson, in his Mercedes CLS550 coupe, used the integrated Bluetooth phone system to speed dial a number. A woman’s voice came over the car speaker.
“Good morning, Anderson Construction.” It was Joyce, the office secretary and bookkeeper.
“Hi, Joyce, it’s me.” Anderson got right to it. “Couple of things… can you call that private eye we hired, a year ago or so, and see if he’s available to get together? If he is around, ask him if he can meet me at the office later or I can go to his place, he’s not far from us if I remember correctly. It can be anytime this afternoon, but I want to talk to him in person.”
“Will do.” Joyce answered succinctly.
“And put a call into our window supplier.” Anderson continued. “Tell their rep to call me back. They’re going to ask why so let them know I’m ticked off at the delay in delivering our last order, but don’t let them put you off, just have them call me ASAP.”
“Okay, got it.” Joyce responded. “Oh, and your wife just called, she wants you to stop home.”
 
Anderson pulled into his driveway in his Mercedes, parking just in front of the dump truck. He might as well have driven up in a chauffeured Bentley.
Derek, Gabriel and Ruben looked over resentfully from their landscaping work as Anderson exited the car and headed into the house.
“What a waste!” Derek offered derisively, at a volume that couldn’t be heard by Anderson. “For what that car costs, I could go to Mexico, buy a boat, and drink tequila for the rest of my life!”
Anderson took his key out of the front door lock and shut the solid oak door behind him.
He found Karen in the kitchen in front of a TV busily preparing lunch. She was visibly relieved at his arrival but covered it up as he grabbed the day’s mail above the backsplash to peruse and sat down next to her at the granite-topped island. She casually leaned over and kissed him.
He liked it when she was affectionate, which was most of the time. She’d been that way ever since they met in a night school class studying CAD (“computer-aided-design”). She was working at an architectural firm at the time. He was using some G.I. Bill credits to pay for his studies while he started his own construction company. They did a lab project together and the rest was history. He’d always be grateful she took him even though it was clear he was damaged goods.
“I thought they were coming tomorrow.” Anderson said matter-of-factly regarding the workmen, shooting a glance into the backyard. “Should look great once the grass is in.”
Anderson’s cell phone rang. It was the standard carrier ringtone. His daughter, Tristan, had wanted him to download a cool ringtone. He didn’t do it.
“Hi, this is Noel…” He listened to the caller for a bit before interrupting. “I’m not being unreasonable. Two weeks ago you told my man there was a problem at the factory. Last week you said it shipped-” Anderson had to listen again as the caller broke in, then Anderson cut him off. “I don’t care what the excuse is. We placed this order well in advance as usual. None of this is custom. If you’re pushing us back to fill a bigger order-” The caller said something else and Anderson replied, “Well, whatever you have to do, work it out, but I want those windows by Monday or we find another supplier.” Anderson calmly hung up, forgetting about the call the same instant. He was not one to grind on work problems or bring them home.
Tristan trudged into the kitchen and sat down on one of the high-back bar stools right next to her father. She held a flyer in one hand and a self-help book in the other entitled “The Angel In Us.”
“What are you doing home?” He asked Tristan quizzically.
“I let her stay home. She has her dance tonight.” Karen offered, washing some lettuce for sandwiches.
Tristan spun towards her father on the swivel seat. “Dad, I figured out what you can get me for my graduation.” She declared, tilting her head in an achingly adorable way as she held the flyer up for him to see.
He took the leaflet ad from her, scanned it. “An iPhone?!!”
“It has the internet and everything.“ Tristan expounded.
“You’re in eighth grade. “ He said it as if that’s all that needed saying.
“All the kids are getting them.” Tristan countered.
Karen smiled at her rejoinder. It was simple and to the point.
“It’s what, a four-hundred dollar phone?” Anderson groaned.
“You can get one for two-hundred dollars.” Tristan succinctly informed her father.
“You broke your last two, what, you dropped them?” Anderson sighed. “I bought you the latest model…” He was trying to remember, “…a few months ago?”
“Six months ago.” Tristan corrected him, like it was eons in the past. “But it wasn’t an iPhone.”
“The one you have is fine.” Anderson ended the conversation. He thought.
“This one’s broken, too.” Tristan said bringing out her cell phone.
Anderson just looked at her, waited for the explanation.
“It won’t hold a charge. I don’t know what’s wrong with it.” Tristan offered unconvincingly as she fidgeted in the crosshairs of his stare before finally guiltily admitting, “Okay, I dropped this one, too.”
Anderson chuckled moodily and just shook his head.
Karen set the sandwiches down on the countertop and took a seat. “Are you working tonight?” She asked him.
Anderson grabbed a sandwich. “I gotta go by the club, drop off a check for the initiation, meet some more of the members. It shouldn’t take long.”
“Dad, you don’t have to join a club in order to have people like you.” Tristan lectured.
Anderson took the self-help book out of Tristan’s hand and scanned the title on the cover. “You want people to like you?” Anderson flatly remarked. “Pay your bills. Then they’ll love you.”
Tristan and Karen exchanged a look. They were used to his cynicism and simple philosophy on life.
“Dad, distrust of the world leads to stagnation of the soul.”
He liked it that Tristan was relentless and wasn’t going to let him have the last word. Anderson bit into his sandwich and a newsman’s voice on TV bled into their space:
“…In other news, last night an argument between rival gangs escalated into a shooting at Prospect Vocational High School. One student was rushed to Masonic Hospital in critical condition…”
Anderson shook his head disdainfully at the story.
“They found a gun in a locker at our school.” Tristan contributed nonchalantly.
Anderson stared at her with wide-eyed astonishment.
“It was only blanks.” Tristan added.
“Just blanks!” Anderson said, turning to Karen. “Maybe she should go to a private school.”
“Get me the iPhone, then you won’t have to worry.” Tristan interjected. “They have GPS and everything!”
Karen tossed it all off, distracted by more immediate concerns.
Anderson read Karen’s non-response as a cue that she would rather have the conversation later, away from Tristan. “So, what did you want me to come home for?” He asked.
“Nothing.” Karen replied casually. “I just wanted to remind you we have that wedding on Saturday.”
Anderson groaned. He didn’t care for those things.
“Mom.” Tristan sighed, protesting her mother’s reticence to tell the real reason she wanted him to come home.
“And there are some things the landscapers brought that I didn’t order.” Karen continued.
“Mom!” Tristan turned fixedly on her father. “Dad, these guys outside are really creepy. They were looking at us weird and everything. One of them was trying to look in the window at mom changing her clothes.”
Anderson was already starting for the backyard when Karen hurried in front of him.
“Honey, I don’t know for sure.” Karen’s pleadings gushed forth in a torrent. “You can’t go out there. Please, please, you can’t say anything. I just wanted you to come home so they would see you.” Karen’s upraised hands, braced against his chest, slid to his upper arms where she gripped his shoulders reassuringly. It was only her longstanding ability to smooth out her husband’s rough edges that kept him from charging out the door.
 
Tom Granger piled out of a pickup with two of his beefiest male employees. Granger was a landscaper who Anderson sub-contracted work out to from time to time. It was Granger who hired Derek, Gabriel and Ruben.
“Tom, you recruiting your workers from a chain gang now?” Anderson fumed, waiting in his driveway for their arrival.
“Sorry, Noel, I hired these guys for the summer. They’re just temporary.” Granger offered apologetically.
Derek, Gabriel and Ruben were lackadaisically laying sod in the backyard under the blare of a boom box spewing classic rock when Anderson stepped up with the others. Granger shut off the music.
Derek and the others immediately stopped their work, looked up.
Anderson lagged only slightly back to blunt the combustible nature of the confrontation, letting Granger and his men “handle things” as they walked into the yard.
“Okay, guys, you’re done here.” Granger announced impatiently. “Go back to the office. There’s other work I need you to do.”
“What is this shit?” Derek stared hard at Anderson who returned his stare. Derek drew back the shovel he was holding, and raged at him. “You fucking asshole!”
“I’m telling you now to pack it up!” Granger shouted. “Go pick up your checks!”
“Cool it, man! Ain’t worth it!” Ruben implored Derek who was irritated to be getting instructions from anyone, least of all Ruben. Ruben was trying to act like the cooler head when he was really just pissing his pants.
Everyone seemed ready to pounce.
Derek was especially spring loaded for action. A few nervous seconds passed before Derek finally threw down the shovel.
“Fuck you! We quit!” Derek hissed, slowly letting the situation deflate on what he felt were his terms. He walked off with a rat’s impudence, bumping the shoulder of one of Granger’s beefy workers, before he locked his gaze on Anderson, spit on the ground, and moved off.
Gabriel acted amused now, and followed his brother’s lead, brushing shoulders with the other burly back-up worker before retreating with Ruben.
Granger threw a contrite look at Anderson and shook his head wearily.
 
Derek and the dump truck were gone, as was Granger, the pickup and everyone else.
Anderson got into his Mercedes.
Karen leaned in the window.
“I’ll come home early, skip the club thing.” Anderson told her straightforwardly, fully meaning it. Joining a country club hadn’t been his idea anyway. If it were up to him, their social life would comprise Karen, Tristan and himself, that’s it. Karen was the one who wanted them to become members. Anderson had been approached to join over the years by the dads of daughters who went to school with Tristan. Anderson was a man’s man, easy to like even if hard to get close to. Karen had said it would be a good way for them to start integrating into the world around them. Maybe even begin entertaining. Expand their world and Tristan’s. It might be nice. Anyway, they were lowering the initiation fees to virtually nothing in this bad economy to attract members so Anderson was out of excuses.
“Don’t be silly, they’re gone.” Karen replied calmly, without worry, in a way almost like not wanting to have that discussion again, the one they’d had before regarding his propensity to be hyper-vigilant and obsessive. She wanted those qualities to be remnants of his past. “I appreciate you going tonight. I know you’re doing it for me.”
“It’s for all of us.” He said with a shrug.
She stared at him for a long moment.
“What?” Anderson asked, a bit discomfited by her Sphinx-like stare.
“You’re always so far away. I’ve been chasing you for fifteen years. You have to let me catch you one of these days.” Karen had also said this before, but there was a real tinge of wistfulness this time.
“I’m right here, babe.” Anderson replied, not exactly giving her the answer she was looking for, but she would let it suffice.
“I love you.” Karen said unaffectedly.
“I love you, too.” Anderson replied.
“Not, ‘too’.” She good-naturedly complained as she then kissed him deeply, passionately. She broke off the kiss, drew her head back out of the window and gave him a sexy smile. “Don’t come home too tired.”
Anderson smiled back, eyes narrowed mischievously. He caught her drift. He put the car in gear and backed out.
As he pulled out into the street he noticed Tristan in the living room window.
Tristan held up the flyer, gestured for him to remember the iPhone.
Anderson smiled, waved good-bye and drove off.



CHAPTER 4
         Anderson sat at his desk in his office across from Al Ward, a private investigator in his late fifties with a pirate’s demeanor and a gin-blossom complexion.
Joyce, Anderson’s middle-aged secretary, handed Anderson some papers and walked out of his office and back to her desk in the reception area of the unadorned, workmanlike space.
Even Anderson’s office was simply appointed except for a framed photograph of Karen and Tristan along with a drafting board.
“One of my guys has an immigration problem.” Anderson explained as he glanced at the papers to make sure they were what he needed, then held them out for Ward. “Victor Ayala. Work visa expired. Something.”
Ward leaned forward, wheezing a bit and took them from Anderson. Ward had some weight on him, probably from endless computer trawls for info or sedentary surveillance, but he was otherwise fit for the most part.
“That’s what I have…” Anderson continued. “… and the rest is what he gave the lawyer who was supposed to help them.”
“Looks like they filed for an adjustment of status…” Ward gave Anderson a preliminary appraisal as he flipped through the pages.
“I guess there should have been an interview, a hearing, I don’t know.” Anderson offered what he knew, then asked, “If you could handle the paperwork, whatever he needs to satisfy immigration.”
“I’ve got an idea where to go.” Ward sniffed with some confidence. “I know some people. Might cost a few grand, have to grease a few palms.”
“That’s all right, he’s a good worker.” Anderson replied simply as he brought out a ledger and began writing a check to get things moving.
 
The men’s locker room at the country club was all lit up as Alan Murphy, a smiling Irishman with a broad open face, along with some other congenial members, led Anderson up to a locker adorned with a mock newspaper headline which read: “CONGRATULATIONS! NOEL ANDERSON HITS BIG TIME!”
“Your home away from home!” Murphy bellowed as he pumped Anderson’s hand.
Everyone got their chance to pass on good wishes and pat Anderson on the back as he smiled sheepishly at the display.
 
Karen Anderson, dressed in one of those Victoria Secret Signature cotton nighties, sat on a sofa in the family room with her legs curled under her watching a sitcom on TV.
Outside, a 1995 LTD rolled slowly across the edge of the Anderson lot line and came to a stop in front of the house. Derek, driving, killed the engine. Gabriel, sitting shotgun, picked several small round pills out of a baggie, threw back one and washed it down with some whiskey. He dropped a pill in Derek’s upraised palm and Derek instantly swallowed it, washed it down. Gabriel held out a pill for Ruben who was sitting in the back, but Ruben was hesitant.
“Take it.” Gabriel exhorted.
“Nah, man, I’ve had enough.” Ruben replied. Rightfully so. All of them already appeared jacked-up, ready for anything, and were sweating profusely. Ruben was blinking a lot, probably his simple attempt to stay conscious, and not blackout.
“Fuckin’ take it!” Derek demanded and Ruben finally complied, washing it down but choking on it, and coughing it up, spewing it and whiskey all over the back seat. “Pussy.” Derek derided him and exited the car along with his brother. Ruben got out of the back seat and followed them reluctantly.
“I don’t think this is such a good idea.” Ruben implored, shaking his head ruefully.
“Shut the fuck up! We’re tellin’ that fucker off, gettin’ us fired!” Derek hissed contemptuously as he led the march across the front lawn, half-crouched, into the driveway, bypassing the front door altogether. They all disappeared around the corner of the garage and headed towards the backyard.
The light from changing images on the TV in the family room flashed through the windows and flickered on the water of the swimming pool. It was a warm evening, the southwest wind had continued to push sultry warm air north and the leaves on the trees rustled all around.
Derek, Gabriel and Ruben crept up the patio, staying in the shadows, stopping to peer in the window at Karen sitting on the sofa.
“I don’t think papa bear is home.” Derek soon remarked after giving the interior a brief scan, especially pleased with his luridly observant witticism.
“Ooohh baby, I’d like to suckle her honey.” Gabriel chimed in, his gaze locked on Karen’s long shapely legs now visible as she stretched them out beneath the scoop-neck nightie.
“Let’s get out of here.” Ruben pleaded impatiently as he backed away, and made a noise, booting a cement mixing tub.
Karen immediately sat up on the sofa and muted the TV. She listened.
“Tristan?” Karen called, her voice audible through the screen opening in the sliding glass door.
Derek and the others stayed stone still, not moving a muscle.
 
Sharp contrast. The teeming men’s card room at the country club was abuzz with chatter, laughter. A baseball game played on a big screen TV.
“Nothing and one is the count. Men on first and third…” A booth announcer could be heard presenting the play-by-play.
Alan Murphy introduced Anderson to some more members.
“Barry… John… meet our newest member, Noel Anderson!” Murphy boomed as Anderson stepped forward and shook hands with two men leaning against a bar counter.
 
“Tristan? That you, sweetheart?”
Karen was standing at the opening of the sliding glass doors when she called out into the darkness that pervaded the pool area and patio. But there was only silence.
Karen slid the glass door shut and locked it. She stepped over to the land line telephone on a side table next to the sofa and picked up the receiver. She started to dial 911 but thought better.
It was only moments later when Karen was in the master bedroom closet, reaching up, and feeling under a pile of sweaters on a shelf. Breathing heavy now, she soon found what she was looking for and nervously brought out a .38 Colt semi-automatic pistol.
Karen backed out of the closet, looking over the gun with unfamiliarity while behind her the door to the master bedroom bathroom edged back. It was Derek. He crept up, snatched the gun from her grasp and covered her mouth with his hand.
 
“Welcome to the club!” A lanky member in a polo shirt shouted against the din as he gave Anderson a hearty slap on the back while Anderson sat at a table playing cards.
“Gin!” Anderson exclaimed, his voice cutting through the general boisterous laughter and repartee as he proudly laid his cards out on the table.
“Lucky son of a bitch!” The balding man who Anderson beat chortled cheerfully as he shook his head and dumped his cards out in front of him.
 
Derek, .38 in hand, hauled Karen to the sliding glass door in the family room, unlocked it, let in Gabriel and Ruben.
“Please don’t hurt me. You can take anything you want.” Karen pleaded evenly, bravely trying to push away her fear, but still trembling through every inch of her body.
“This is crazy!” Ruben blurted out to his cohorts in wan protest.
Derek pulled off Karen’s nightie and Karen fell on the floor dressed only in her panties. She started to sob now. Derek angrily hoisted her to her feet and stuck the nozzle of the .38 against her temple.
“We don’t want forcible rape now, do we?” Derek cautioned her, his hot acrid breath in her face. “Scream or struggle and I’ll blow your fucking brains out!”
Karen almost reflexively went pliant, face suddenly slack, head falling back resignedly with her deadened gaze going someplace only the tortured know. She was already viewing this as an out-of-body experience, straining to block it all out before it even happened.
“I need a beer. Tell me when you’re done.” Gabriel grunted simply as he turned on an expensive table top compact stereo system, found the station he liked that played classic rock, turned it up loud then headed for the refrigerator in the kitchen.
Derek unfastened his pants.
 
Headlights approached the Anderson house in the street outside. Soon, a minivan pulled up and stopped opposite the driveway. A side passenger door opened on the idling rectangular-shaped van and Tristan got out in her party dress.
“Thanks for the ride.” Tristan said, stumbling slightly on the pavement, still not used to the high heels she was wearing.
Tristan was thanking the woman behind the wheel of the mini-van. She was the mother of one of Tristan’s friends who got the duty of driving all the girls home from the dance.
Three other teenage girls inside the minivan, classmates of Tristan, waved and giggled from the other passenger seats as the power-operated side door slid shut again.
“Whose car is that?” The mother asked Tristan, putting down her driver’s side window.
Tristan turned to look at the rusted-out vintage LTD parked in front of the house, visible in the glow of the minivan’s headlights. The LTD was a bit incongruous in this neighborhood, even more so at night, but to Tristan it was just a car.
“I don’t know.” Tristan just shrugged.
“Do you want me to wait until you get in?” The mother offered with a tinge of concern.
“No, it’s okay.” Tristan answered.
The mother smiled, thought for a moment, nodded and drove away.
Tristan was kind of glad to be finally done for the evening. She couldn’t wait to take off her high heels. She undid the ankle-strap and kicked off her shoes. She picked them up with a tired sigh, and trudged towards the house.
At the top of the driveway, Tristan noticed the muffled sound of music coming from the patio area. She skipped even trying the front door, and headed straight for the backyard area.
Inside the family room, Derek, atop Karen, was just finishing ejaculating. He lifted himself off her and grabbed an end of his ratty BVDs that were bunched up around one of his calves. He pulled his underwear on as he stood. On his sweaty back the most prominently displayed tattoo was visible now, a glistening figure of a robed Jesus holding a smoking gun.
“My turn.” Gabriel declared scornfully, taking another sip of beer before he put the bottle down, unzipped his fly and stepped out of his pants.
Ruben, for his part, was simply standing as witness. He glanced warily around, at once hoping he would get his turn, liking seeing a naked woman in any form, even if she were being raped, but still wanting to flee. While not rescuing her, leaving for Ruben would prove to himself that he did a very admirable thing in the end.
Tristan plodded on to the pool deck. She paused for a moment in the dark, finding it odd to hear male laughter that was clearly not her father’s cutting through the music and also, could it be, what sounded like her mother whimpering? That’s weird. 
Tristan continued on, and moved up to a window to investigate where she instantly saw Gabriel having sexual intercourse with her mother on the floor of the family room while Derek held a gun to her mother’s head. Tristan went frozen in shock. She could actually hear her heart thumping. She looked to the telephone, a million miles away on a side table next to the sofa where Ruben stood, that other leering workman Tristan recognized from earlier in the day.
It was the clack of Tristan’s shoes hitting the cement outside the window that alerted Derek and the others to her presence. Tristan’s high heels had dropped involuntarily from her grasp in her fright.
Derek and Ruben’s sharp reaction caused Tristan to stumble backwards.
Derek jumped up, pulled back the sliding glass door and screen, and stepped quickly through the opening with Ruben.
Derek grabbed Tristan who was shaking and overtaken with fear.
“Hey little cupcake, join the party.” Derek snakelike slithered up, enjoined Tristan who stared at him uncomprehending, mesmerized and lost for a millisecond in the presence of pure evil.
“Leave her alone, man.” Ruben asked wearily, but he already knew what was coming next.
“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Derek raged, spitting, foaming at the mouth, eyes wild and malevolent like one would imagine Satan’s to be.
“I’m out of here.” And with that Ruben walked off into the dark of the night, finding the only morsel of humanity he possessed.
Karen, on the family room floor, tried desperately to shove Gabriel off her to see what had made the others leave the room. Karen had been roused from her deadened state by an acute protective sense, the pounding music and brutality of what she was experiencing immediately overridden by her dreaded suspicion.
Outside on the pool deck, Derek moved closer to Tristan who was trying to maintain her slim grip on reality, and not faint.
Tristan was backing away from Derek, even though he held her thin tiny forearm in his grasp.
“I’m not gonna hurt you.” Derek frowned at her retreat, trying to act reassuring. “How long you been out here? You got me all hard again.”
This last comment really made Tristan backpedal, terrified. She never knew what hit her when she banged her head squarely on a new pool deck lamppost metal arm protrusion and was knocked unconscious. She crumpled to the deck.
Derek knelt, took hold of her hair and pulled Tristan’s head up.
“Ah, shit, can’t fuck this.” Derek said, scanning Tristan’s young body, feeling cheated. Immediately, and with no thought at all, he rolled Tristan angrily into the pool.
 
Inside the family room, Karen faintly heard the splash through the screech of a guitar riff on the radio and finally managed to push Gabriel aside who was just irritated by the interruption.
Karen stood and in a beat of pure panic and horror at once saw the motionless body of Tristan floating face-down in the pool.
Karen shrieked. One of those screams you always remember if made in your presence. She hysterically ran for the pool deck only to be snagged in the door opening by Derek and pushed back inside the house. Desperately, Karen tried to break free.
“Let me go! God, let me go!“ Karen wailed.
“You ain’t tellin’ on us, bitch!” Derek said as he gripped her fast.
She saw him bring the .38 up and she tried to grab it, push it away, but he was too strong so the struggle was brief. Derek quickly managed to angle the short gun barrel under her chin.
 
Blam!
Anderson’s nearest neighbors, the elderly man and his wife were watching TV in their living room when they reacted to the gunshot.
“What was that?” The elderly man said sitting up in his La-Z-Boy recliner, bringing the remote up out of his lap and muting the TV.
“I don’t know.” His elderly wife replied looking up from a magazine she was perusing on a small chaise settee. She felt it sounded like a gunshot, but wanted to say it sounded like a firecracker because isn’t that what everyone says when asked later if they heard the gunshot.
Stepping on to his patio, the elderly man motioned his wife to stay inside the house. He shuffled carefully in the dark and felt a little dizzy, having night blindness anyway from age-related macular degeneration. He did manage to get a look between the bushes as he stared off in the direction of the Anderson house and thought he could see two dark figures running from the pool deck area.
He followed their progress, awkwardly rounding an umbrella table to get a clear look at the front of the Anderson house, to where the two figures ran to a car parked at the curb in the street. It looked like another man was waiting by the car.
The elderly man anxiously cleaned his spectacles, his heavy breath fogging them, and placed them back on in time to see the car do a screeching U turn before roaring away with the three men.



CHAPTER 5
         Anderson’s Mercedes sped steadily down a tree-shrouded street in the subdivision where his home was located. Anderson let his hand rest on the wheel, thumping his thumb with the beat of a song on the radio. He’d had a beer, maybe a half of another one, but the effects had worn off hours ago. All in all the evening had gone well and he was feeling good.
Suddenly, a TV news van with a roof-mounted microwave antenna passed him fast.
Anderson noticed it only when it got next to him. He found the van’s presence strange, but let it go for the moment as he reached into the backseat and grabbed a rectangular ribboned box containing an iPhone. He placed the box on the seat next to him, rounded a bend and looking ahead, his eyes grew wide.
Through the trees, Anderson saw the blue flashing roof turret mars light bars of parked police cars. The tree line cleared and it quickly became evident the police activity was in front of his house.
At once, Anderson knew that his world had come crashing down.
It was only moments later when Anderson skidded his Mercedes to a stop in the street near his house where he could proceed no further and jumped out of his car. He waded through a group of curious onlookers, their faces surreal in the oscillating glare of the mars lights.
Anderson hurried past the news crews who were setting up and ducked under the yellow police plastic barricade tape that was already strung across his lawn. He ran towards his house where the police activity was already in full force.
Detective Wayne Crotty, a plainclothes homicide veteran with a Novocain grin, had a notepad and pen in hand. He was interviewing Anderson’s elderly neighbor when Anderson moved past them.
“Where you going?” Crotty said to Anderson, able to grab him by the shoulder.
“This is his house.” The elderly neighbor quickly offered.
“My wife and daughter?” Anderson asked, almost disembodied.
Crotty passed a look to Gene Peterson, another detective nearby with a numbed demeanor who had only half the mileage Crotty possessed. The look between them told Anderson all he needed to know.
Anderson started for the front door.
“Sir, you can’t go in there right now.” Crotty said, scooting to get in front of Anderson, putting his arm up to stop him. “Please, you’ll contaminate the crime scene.“
Anderson started to push past him when a uniformed officer standing guard at the front door moved up in a defensive posture and Peterson sidestepped over from his crime site coordination duties with some orange-vested detectives to help Crotty secure Anderson.
“Sir, work with us, please. You can’t do them any good right now.” Crotty entreated.
Anderson stopped resisting as the front door was suddenly opened from the inside by a gloved tech. The tech was holding the door back for another man wearing protective glasses over a surgical mask who was a forensic investigator from the Medical Examiner’s Office as he emerged from the interior of the house in a “bunny suit,” which also consisted of vinyl gloves, a hair net, disposable paper jumpsuit and shoe-coverings. The M.E. investigator signed his initials on a security sign-in sheet held out by the uniformed officer to log his exit from the premises.
Spotlights were on in the house. Anderson, face haunted, could see through now to the family room where Karen’s naked body was visible on the floor, blood splattered everywhere.
A reflection off the now dormant display of the big screen TV allowed Anderson a further glimpse of the pool deck beyond where a bunny-suited tech placed a floodlight by the edge of the water and where it appeared Tristan’s lifeless body was laying by the pool.
Another pair of techs, also in bunny suits, methodically took photographs in each space.
Flash!
Flash!
Flash!
Every photograph was emblazoned like a snapshot on Anderson’s soul.
Yet another group of evidence techs were donning their protective gear in preparation to go inside the house. They already knew the answer as to whether or not the Medical Examiner was going to give them the go ahead to begin to collect evidence. Search warrants had already been issued and were fairly automatic in these matters after a homicide scene was rendered secure. There would be no “crime scene exception.” The Supreme Court had already ruled that once the threat to life and limb had passed at a location, a warrantless search of a crime scene is unconstitutional. Get a warrant. Anyway, apparent victims turn into suspects all the time so save yourself the headache of a judge throwing out the evidence later.
“You’re up on this one, Wayne?” The pallid M.E. investigator asked, referring to the possibility Crotty was assigned as Lead Investigator for this case.
“Looks like it.” Crotty answered for both himself and Peterson. They had been hopeful about going off duty at 11 p.m. but that wasn’t going to happen now.
“I’m officially pronouncing both victims dead at scene as of 10:37 p.m. Central Standard Time.” The M.E. investigator continued emotionless to Crotty who scribbled down the determination on his notepad while keeping a watchful eye on Anderson. It was always tricky dealing with distraught family members.
The area outside the front door had become the forward command post of sorts, a deemed safe area where investigators could prepare and trade information without worrying about destroying potential evidence. Once the initial responding police officers and EMTs had arrived on the scene, it had been determined after a search that no dangerous suspects were about the premises and the apparent victims were beyond hope. A preliminary “walk-through,” to establish the crime scene and its boundaries, also narrowed it down to the sliding glass doors in the family room as being the likely point of entry and exit of any possible suspects since the front door was dead-bolted. They didn’t know Derek had carefully closed the master bedroom bathroom window behind him.
“There were no life-saving measures attempted by initial responders upon arrival at the scene…” The M.E. investigator continued to Crotty. “…because it was clear there were no vitals and the decedents had passed sometime earlier. I am now turning this death investigation over to you and I would recommend treating it as a possible homicide at this point. Your investigative team can begin their work.“
The waiting techs methodically finished putting on their gear and started grabbing cases with other equipment for the painstaking process of collecting physical evidence and providing detailed inventory for chain of custody purposes.
“You’re going to need a couple of rape kits.” The M.E. investigator plainly added as an afterthought.
Two techs nodded in understanding, and held up their respective “Sexual Assault Evidence Collection Kits.” These techs were also specifically the ones responsible for doing extra close-in photography and logging in evidence while the others literally bagged it.
Another plainclothes detective with pockmarked skin, holding a large pad of gridded paper and using a template, was finishing a crime scene sketch of the premises. He tore off the sketch and handed it to another tech who led the team into the house where they quickly set about their business, joining the others like ants at a picnic.
Anderson stared after them with complete desolation. It was a miracle he was still on his feet. He felt like he had left this Earth. He didn’t know what was holding him upright. Must be shock. His whole body was buzzing. His heart was pumping wildly.
“Both victims are Caucasian…” The M.E. investigator said as he stepped out of his paper jumpsuit and concluded his on-site responsibilities with Crotty. “…both female, approximately 35 to 40, and 12 to 15 years of-”
“She’s fourteen. My daughter.” Anderson interrupted him, saying it simply but reverently, jarring them all from their routine. “My wife is thirty-seven.”
“I’m very sorry.” The M.E. investigator flatly expressed his condolences as he peeled off his hair-net, and continued again to Crotty. “A preliminary cursory exam shows the proximate cause of death appears to be a blunt force trauma to the head followed by a drowning for the fourteen-year-old female and a close-range gunshot wound to the head for the older female.”
“Thank you.” Crotty answered.
The M.E. investigator removed his shoe-coverings, balled them up with the jump-suit, gloves and hair-net, and dropped them into a red plastic bio-hazard garbage bag another officer was pinning open for him in a holder before finally moving away.
Anderson stood stone still. He continued to stare into the interior of the house where techs knelt before Karen and Tristan’s bodies collecting evidence. It took all the self-control he had ever mustered to keep from running in there, but he knew the police wanted any reason to put him in a squad car and take him away from the scene. He wanted to be invisible. Even his blinking he measured as grief pushed tears across his tortured gaze.
The tech that was crouched between Karen’s legs placed butcher paper under her buttocks and began to brush her pubic hair for samples.
Anderson’s blurred gaze shifted. He could not see Karen’s face. There was something strange about it. He didn’t want to think about what that could be.
The assisting tech went carefully around Karen’s body and placed her feet and hands in paper bags to keep them untainted for the eventual transportation of her remains to the Medical Examiner. This way they could check for skin or other matter that might be under Karen’s nails which might show she struggled or defended herself against whoever attacked her.
“Set up a canvassing of the neighborhood.” Crotty ordered the detective with the bad skin condition, wanting to take care of some details before he turned his attention fully back on Anderson. “And talk to those people out there.” Crotty pointed to the growing crowd out beyond the police tape. “Find out if anybody else saw anything.”
The detective nodded and moved away.
“Can you guys give us some elimination prints and put some marker boots on.” Crotty asked the uniformed officers in attendance and gestured in the direction of their uncovered shoes. Marker boots were vinyl shoe-coverings that had a “Police” indentation on the sole which would leave a repeating imprint for identification purposes. The elimination prints Crotty wanted were shoe impressions that could be made by stepping on chemically-sensitized sheets where likenesses appear instantly as if recorded with black ink but leave no residue.
“Sure.” The officers mumbled and nodded mostly in unison, setting off to comply with his request.
“Thanks.” Crotty said and added to Peterson, indicating the elderly neighbor. “And get a set from him, too.”
Peterson led the elderly neighbor to a table being set-up where he could get a basic information card filled out before making the requisite shoe prints on a pad being chemically coated by one of the orange-vested detectives.
Crotty at last turned his focus back on Anderson.
Flash!
But there were
more photographs. Close. Cervix swabs of Karen’s bruised vagina for DNA typing.
Flash!
A snapshot at a ninety-degree angle of a buccal swab in the oral cavity of Tristan’s mouth.
Flash!
Flash!
Flash!
Even more pictures taken using a telescoping pole for overhead angles of Karen, her body carefully lifted on its side for a rectal swab.
Anderson’s eyes was locked on these gruesome procedures being carried out in what seemed like a netherworld that only this afternoon was paradise. Seeing the bodies was at once horrifying but also some strange extraordinary comfort, as if by his witnessing this he could will them to be lifted by angels somehow away from this place forever.
“Sir?”
Crotty’s voice clawed into Anderson’s consciousness.
“Sir?”
Anderson finally turned to face him.
“Sir, when was the last time you saw your wife and daughter alive?” Crotty asked Anderson as he held his pen ready to jot down notes on his pad.
“This afternoon.” Anderson answered him unembellished.
“Where were you since that time?”
“At work, then at a private club.”
“Are you separated or divorced?”
“No.” Anderson replied after a moment. He wasn’t offended by the question. It just surprised him.
“You wife, was she separated or divorced?”
“No.”
“Do either of you have any other children?”
“No.”
“I apologize for having to ask you these questions at this time…”
“I understand.”
“If you prefer I could ask you these questions in one of our vehicles.” Crotty said this with some sensitivity, mindful of a person’s possible wish for privacy.
“No. It’s all right.”
“There’s a gun on the floor next to the, uh…” Crotty was going to say “body,” but caught himself. “…next to your wife. Did you have a gun in your house, sir?”
“Yes.”
“Was it registered?”
“Yes.”
“Are you the registered owner?”
“Yes.”
“And where do you normally keep your gun?”
“In our bedroom closet. On a shelf. Under some clothes.”
Flash!
Flash!
Flash!
Anderson wanted to look back into the house. Out of the corner of his eye, he could make out the techs placing yellow photo alphabet evidence markers and cutting blood samples out of the carpet.
“Did anything unusual happen recently that would cause something of this nature?” Crotty continued mechanically.
Anderson had to think but only for a moment, then he replied, “There were several men here today doing some landscaping that had to be asked to leave.”
“Why were they asked to leave?”
Anderson didn’t have time to answer.
A uniformed policeman had stepped up to Detective Peterson and given him a verbal report. Peterson then quickly relayed the information to Crotty.
“Area Four picked up three guys who fit the neighbor’s description in an LTD.” Peterson notified Crotty, out loud, clearly, not at all minding that Anderson could hear, too. It was good to let the apparent victim know justice may be served.
“That’s what I told you! I saw three men!” The elderly neighbor chimed in excitedly, overhearing the news.
“Sir, can I ask you to step over here…” An orange-vested detective commanded the elderly neighbor as he ushered him to an area out of earshot of Crotty and the others. This was partly done for reasons of compassion towards Anderson but it was more important to keep witnesses apart and not risk cross-contamination of what will eventually be their personal recollections of the events.
“There was blood on one of the suspects and in the car.” Peterson continued. “And apparently there were some pills and alcohol found, too.”
Anderson, while despondent to the extreme, still reacted expectantly to this news.



CHAPTER 6
         “They’ve all been Mirandized and they all want a lawyer.” Crotty informed Anderson. “They want to see a doctor, too, but that’s not going to happen right now. They know the drill. They’ve been around. They cooperate when they know they have to and clam up when it’s not going to do them any good.”
Crotty was referring to Derek, Gabriel and Ruben’s refusal to take part in a custodial interrogation where suspects have been informed of their right to not make self-incriminatory statements along with having the right to legal counsel, but choose to waive those rights and be officially questioned.
“It’d be a problem anyway, anything they say…” Crotty continued. “…considering how juiced-up and strung-out they are. We’re letting them sleep their buzz off.” Crotty thought this was important, too, letting Anderson know, if only in a cursory way, the difficulty it would be admitting into evidence any confession where the suspect is under the influence of drugs and/or alcohol and the likelihood in the future of defense attorneys asking for and winning a motion to suppress such a confession.
Crotty was saying all this as he met Anderson who had just been processed through the police station’s Sally Port which is the area where officers can load and unload prisoners safely.
Anderson had submitted to a “pat down,” a simple body search designed to search only for weapons. This occurred in the middle space between the exterior and interior doors before Anderson was allowed by a controller in Dispatch to pass through into the “Secure” area.
Anderson, escorted by a patrol car to the stationhouse, had driven himself over in his Mercedes and parked it just outside the attached police garage. He couldn’t remember getting behind the wheel, or driving over for that matter but he didn’t want to be driven over in a patrol car and have to arrange later for his return. Anderson was on auto-pilot. But he was going to get through this. For Karen and Tristan. Period. Part of his military training had taught him to put his mind elsewhere in stressful situations, push away all other pedestrian concerns, and focus on the job at hand. That schooling was all that kept him from collapsing now.
He and Crotty were heading now past the adjacent Dispatch Area towards the temporary holding cells in the detention section of the stationhouse. It smelled like chlorine disinfectant and wine vomit. A pasty and pimply teenager hauled in for a DUI was in a crumpled heap on a bench inside a steel mesh cage that was not considered part of the actual detention sector.
Crotty probably hated this part of his job more than any other aspect, the having to deal directly with victims in the aftermath of a horrific crime, but years on the force helped him hide that fact from people.
Dispatch was the de facto nerve center of the station house. It was an area that could literally “stand alone” within specially secured walls and glass. It monitored and controlled every other section of the facility, including the Sally Port, prisoner monitoring, deliveries, as well as handling all 911 communications.
Anderson could hear a woman’s voice inside Dispatch mentioning his home address just before he was able to see the side of her face as he passed an interior window. He couldn’t make out any other specifics as she was seated in one of those high-back ergonomically designed chairs before an array of consoles. It looked like there was another woman with a headset on duty in there, too, but the static bursts of radio-dispatch and interior ventilation fans in the Sally Port made it hard to hear anything else they were saying.
Crotty had to check his sidearm before they could enter the Detention Area which was segregated from the rest of the building and weapon free for obvious reasons. A patrolman posted in a reinforced enclosure logged the weapon in and took both of their keys which Anderson and Crotty placed in the stainless-steel recessed metal dish under the window.
“I appreciate your coming down here and I know I asked you before…” Crotty continued thoughtfully to Anderson. “…but are sure you’re up to making an identification of these men? It can be quite overwhelming, seeing the ones who might’ve-”.
“It’s fine.” Anderson answered abruptly, not making Crotty finish the sentence.
“Thank you. It’s an immense help. If we can be reasonably certain these are the men…“ Crotty let that thought trail off but kept talking to keep Anderson engaged and keep the silences to a minimum. “Anyway, it’s a public safety issue as well. I also want to inform you we are being recorded right now, and will be inside the holding area. This is for your protection and ours. It’s important in major felony investigations that everything be documented so defendant’s lawyers cannot give differing versions of what occurred behind closed doors and say their client’s rights were violated.“
The interior door buzzed and the lock disengaged. Crotty pulled it open and lead the way into the Detention section.
Anderson followed him through the door and immediately came to a stop once he was on the other side. Crotty had paused to announce more instructions and give a lay of the land, but Anderson’s halting was more reflexive. It was almost as if Anderson could smell “them.” Animal-like, his nostrils flared. He was infused with a quiet burst of extra adrenaline. Anderson warily scanned the space as if he had crossed one of the rivers of the underworld and now stood firmly in Hell.
“We have them in separate holding cells, isolated by sight and sound as required by law.” Crotty said pointing to the inner cellblock where half a dozen distinct chambers were visible via one-way glass. “We’ll bring them out one by one and you can take a good look at them. This is not an official line-up which many times later in court is deemed unnecessarily suggestive of criminality, no matter how they are performed. But we would like to know if you’re reasonably certain these are the men you believe were at your house earlier doing the landscaping you spoke about. There were what looked to be bloodstains on the clothing of one of the suspect’s, which we have impounded as evidence, but we can’t even be sure it is blood until a preliminary test is done. All in all, they have been cooperative to this point.”
And Crotty was right about that. Even the camera in the patrol car that picked them up recorded Derek and the others as very compliant. They did everything they were asked. They didn’t fight at the traffic stop or in lock-up which was appreciated by the arresting officers and Crotty who all have had their individual experiences of being spat at, kicked and bitten by resisting suspects. Crotty, in his days starting out as a patrolman, was pricked early on by a dirty hypodermic needle searching the pockets of an unruly vagrant who was found to be HIV and Hepatitis C positive. That incident alone was good for a year’s worth of taking a variety of drugs and sweating out blood tests in the event he had been infected. Crotty wasn’t.
Derek, Gabriel and Ruben had also all been obedient through booking. They were informed of the nature of the likely charges so they knew the basics were required and any refusal there would reflect badly on them down the line. They submitted to Gunshot Residue Tests which can show if a suspect has recently fired a gun. This had to be done immediately, preferably within one hour of the crime, no more than three, and before fingerprinting. They gave mug shots. They had their clothing taken as evidence and placed in paper bags. Photographs of their bodies were taken to show any defensive wounds the victims may have inflicted.
A male nurse had come over from the local hospital and administered a Suspect Sexual Assault Evidence Kit. Derek and the others went through blood draws to test for drug/alcohol levels and DNA typing. They gave fingernail scrapings for possible evidence. They all allowed their pubic regions to be brushed and additional genital hair reference samples as well as head hair samples were collected. The part Derek and Gabriel enjoyed most was when the penile and scrotal swabs were applied to collect any blood, semen or saliva stains on their skin. Moistened with distilled water, the swabs were moved in a continuous rotating motion to ensure uniformity, sampling the area around their scrotums in addition to the head, shaft and base of each of their penises.
After all this was done, Derek, Gabriel and Ruben were given standard issue jumpsuits.
Ruben was dressed like this when a beefy patrolman fished him out of his cell.
“You can bring out the first one.” Crotty had told the patrolman over the intercom who led the drowsy Ruben, slouched and shuffling in leg irons, into the center of the inner corridor where another beefy patrolman helped hold Ruben upright before the observation glass.
“He’s one of them.” Anderson stated clearly, hiding his revulsion.
“You’re sure?” Crotty asked for confirmation. “Obviously you’re not seeing them in the same clothes or setting as they appeared earlier at your home.”
“I got a very good look at them.” Anderson assured him.
Crotty knocked on his side of the glass, giving the signal, and Ruben was returned to his cell.
Once Ruben’s cell door was shut, another interior meshed-glass door could be closed in his section of lockup effectively sealing him off from the second cell where Gabriel was situated. The beefy patrolman waited for the other door to close before the programmed interlocking sequence allowed him to open the door to Gabriel’s compartment. He yanked opened the cell door and motioned Gabriel into the corridor. Gabriel hobbled up to the glass, making some effort to hold his head up.
“Yes, he was there, too.” Anderson nodded.
Crotty rapped the glass and Gabriel was put back in his cell.
Soon it was Derek’s turn to be brought front and center. Derek seemed much more awake than the others though he affected the same world-weary wilt. Derek was also the better-built of the three so the patrolmen were especially vigilant as they led him before the glass.
Anderson hesitated to affirm Derek as one of the three. Not because he wasn’t sure Derek was one of the men at his house. He knew Derek was the clear ringleader of the group. It was just such a jolt to his primal reactive instincts to be standing across from the animal he was sure was the one particularly responsible for putting the grisly series of events in motion. The room had suddenly gone icy-cold for Anderson as he peered into the mocking abyss of Derek’s petulant stare.
And there was something else. It was almost as if Derek could see through the glass, too. Could see Anderson. His return gaze was unflinching, unrelenting, and the subsequent smirk was subtle but clear to Anderson.
Anderson went berserk. He howled, sprang forward and tried feverishly to open the door to the inner corridor. The door held fast. Anderson stepped in front of the observation window and slammed his fists furiously against the glass.
The mirror was shaking and muffled shouts could be heard on Derek’s side of the glass. Derek knew what was happening but was unperturbed. Actually smug. The beefy patrolmen next to him were not as confident that the window would hold.
Crotty was already trying to grab hold of Anderson when an extra patrolman materialized and helped Crotty pull Anderson away from the glass.
 
It was at least an hour later when Crotty was able to escort Anderson from the facility. Anderson was left to cool off in one of the all-purpose rooms used for police training and emergency services. Right now Crotty was walking him through an empty hallway that ran through the idle offices of the police station administrative area.
“They should be arraigned in the next 24-hours. I’m fairly certain they’ll be remanded into custody, that is ‘held without bail’ until trial, considering the seriousness of the charges.” Crotty was saying this as his thick-soled footfalls clacked on the glistening waxed floors of the hallway.
Anderson’s accompanying steps were more catlike, silent and mournful.
Crotty continued, “I fully expect the prosecutors and the grand jury to follow up with formal murder charges. We have what appears to be a wealth of physical evidence and we’ve got an eyewitness of the suspects leaving the scene.”
Crotty did not want to say Anderson’s elderly neighbor had been in just before Anderson to identify Derek and the others but could not say for certain who the men were, or whether they were the ones he saw running from the Anderson house or even if they were the ones he saw earlier that morning landscaping on the Anderson property.
“I’m going to do everything I can to put these guys away.” Crotty stated, then added a quick qualifier. “If they did it.” Crotty continued walking and talking. “I don’t know how long we’ll be tied up out at your home, but my department will work tirelessly on doing a thorough investigation.”
Crotty’s two-way radio crackled to life on his hip. “Wayne, got a sec?” A female dispatcher’s unemotional voice crackled over the radio’s speaker mic as Crotty stopped before a door with a vision panel and a key pad where he was about to enter a 4-digit code to gain entry to the Sally Port Area.
Crotty brought the two-way up to his mouth and answered. “This is Wayne. Go ahead.”
“They’re all done with the victims at the Anderson house. Do you want me to call for body removal?”
Her voice had a smoker’s rasp, Anderson thought. She must be the other woman he saw in the Dispatch Room. She probably had to smoke outside. He hadn’t smoked since his days in the military. Anderson didn’t know why his mind was flitting to mundane thoughts, but he felt oddly like a computer left on, uselessly having to cool, cycle updates, be ready to give information, but essentially having to wait for input to perform anything worthwhile. Alive but not real. Maybe it was just better to think about something like that right now.
“Yeah, that’s fine.” Crotty answered uncomfortably, shooting an apologetic glance at Anderson. Crotty didn’t want to appear insensitive but he couldn’t know Anderson was in a void at this moment. Nothing like this had ever happened to Crotty, personally.
For Anderson, indignities were forgotten, or completely unnoticed like a receding road in the rear view at the moment. It was going to hit Anderson. Later. For now it was simply overkill.
“Also, the M.E. says they got a slot open at three o’clock today. Are you going to want to be at this one? I can have them push it to four?” The female dispatcher continued.
Anderson figured she must have meant this afternoon because he saw a clock on a wall, and it was already three in the morning.
Actually, the appointment was for this afternoon. The dispatcher wanted to check if Crotty was going to squeeze in some sleep before he sat in on an autopsy. It was not normal that Crotty was here at this hour.
“I’ll talk to you in a minute.” Crotty grunted into the two-way after he cleared his throat. Crotty had been operating on fumes. His tank was empty but he knew he had to put something extra into this case. Things like this didn’t happen that often in his jurisdiction. There were the numerous unexpected deaths that required an examination but which were later found to be due to a medical condition or simply accidental. They had their share of deaths by DUI or “king-hitting” bar fights where a cold-cock sucker punch resulted in a manslaughter or elevated second-degree murder charge. There was even a recent murder/suicide but that was owed to the state of the economy. This was different. Dirty. It was going to get some scrutiny.
Like the case that came up right before Crotty became a detective which made his predecessor put in for an early pension. Media had some fun with it. There was a creepy husband with a dual-citizenship who had murdered his wife. They had a hot tub. She was found floating in it. Drunk. She had some family money. There was a nice-sized life insurance policy on her but it was taken out years earlier. The husband was smart enough not to have the standard M.O.: such as he had a new girlfriend and wants out of the marriage but also wants to make some money off the marriage in a hurry. There was none of that. It was planned. Everybody knew the husband had done it. He moved the money overseas along with himself. Right now Crotty couldn’t even recall the offender’s name.
But Anderson was Joe Citizen. Or appeared to be. The media was going to have to put some focus on this, too. At least until some politico got caught using the taxpayer’s credit card for lap dances or a casino trip. Brutality against the innocent was usually pushed off the front pages nowadays in short order in favor of more easy to stomach fare, but Crotty couldn’t count on that. He had to try and get it right. Go carefully by the book. Anyway, Anderson seemed like a decent enough guy.
Crotty tapped in the code, the door lock disengaged and Crotty opened the door, letting Anderson step through first.
“We’ll let you know of any personal items that were taken as evidence.” Crotty told Anderson as he followed him into the Sally Port, the door swinging shut on its own behind them. “As far as the autopsy goes, they’re very good about getting to them quickly. The medical examiner’s office will do everything possible to expedite the release of your loved ones within 48 hours so it shouldn’t affect any viewing or funeral arrangements. Do you have a funeral home of choice?”
“No.”
“As soon as the examination is complete, the Medical Examiner will be able to release the remains after they get a signed authorization from the legal next-of-kin. As the surviving spouse and parent you’re considered a first degree relative. You hold precedence. Funeral directors are used to working with the Medical Examiner’s office. You’ll just need to contact us, to let us know what funeral home to release the remains to.”
“I’ll get that information to you.” Anderson answered automatically.
“Your wife and daughter’s personal belongings that may have been taken, anything that can be released will be available at our office between 8 a.m. and 5 p.m. during normal business hours. That’s Monday through Friday, excluding holidays. If authorized, we can release those belongings to the funeral home or mortuary of your choice.”
“Thank you.” Anderson answered, trying to make sure he didn’t mutter his words.
Crotty was moving Anderson steadily towards the reinforced enclosure where Anderson could collect his keys from the patrolman who logged them in.
“You know you can’t go home right now. Your house and property has been placed under guard and are sealed at this point pending further analysis that may be required. We’ll try to speed up that process as well. I can’t recommend a company to clean your home, but after we’re finished, we can provide you with a list of companies that do that sort of work.” Crotty stopped and took out his billfold. He removed a business card and handed it to Anderson. “You let me know if I can help you in any way. My numbers are on there. And if you can think of anything that might be important for me to know don’t hesitate to call me.“
Anderson nodded vaguely, tucked the card in his front pants pocket.
“Are there any other family members or friends who might be able to help you coordinate arrangements, get through this?” Crotty asked a bit gently, somewhat knowing the answer. Crotty had already looked over a preliminary rundown on Anderson which showed that Karen and Tristan were apparently all the family he had. Crotty was hoping Anderson had some other support but fearing that wasn’t the case this was also the reason Crotty was dispensing with so many details for dealing with the aftermath of crime that were usually handled by other people.
Anderson simply shook his head, locked his gaze on Crotty’s stare. Anderson knew Karen had an older sister but they were not close. Karen last saw her sister two years ago, and before that three years earlier when Karen flew to Seattle for their mother’s funeral. Their father was a long-time Port of Seattle employee who worked construction and maintenance. He died a couple years before the mother. Karen was ten years younger than her sister. The mother had Karen when she was forty-two. The parents just got to that age where the parts start kicking out after a hard run and one malady led to another. Cancer of some sort was the cause of death in both cases but it was really simply that they were advanced in years.
Crotty pulled another card out of his wallet, gave it to Anderson. “There’s some other numbers for victim’s and crisis support groups. You’re welcome to use the police chaplain whose number is also provided on there.”
“Thank you.” It was all Anderson could manage. He tucked that card in his pocket with the other one.
“Do you have somewhere to stay tonight?” Crotty asked him.
But Anderson was silent as the patrolman in the enclosure slid Anderson’s keys into the metal dish under the window.
“Maybe you want to get a prescription, something to help you sleep?” Crotty said this to Anderson more as a strong recommendation rather than a suggestion.
Anderson just nodded, gathered his car keys. There was a brief moment where he might have shaken Crotty’s hand but it didn’t seem appropriate. Anderson simply headed for the Sally Port security doors that would take him back to where his car was parked.
Crotty ran a tired hand through his hair, threw a relieved look to the patrolman. Crotty was happy to be done with this one. It’s never easy and this case was particularly tough.



CHAPTER 7
         “State of Illinois - For Official Use Only.” The decal emblem on the side of a passenger van stirred a memory for Anderson who had to wait for the van to pass into the police station Sally Port before he could get to his Mercedes. Rain began to pour down in sheets.
A flash of lightning, right overhead, blanketed him as he got into his car. Anderson pulled the car door shut, but didn’t put the key in the ignition. He stared straight ahead, trancelike, the heat of his breath fogging the windshield as an explosive clap of thunder rattled him into reverie:
 
“We’ll remember you in our prayers,” he recollected her saying. Anderson was only seven-years-old when he was led by the faceless man to the waiting vehicle with the “State of Illinois” seal on its car door. She had no face either, the woman who called after him from the doorway of the house. It wasn’t that they literally had no features, it was simply Anderson, as a child, never saw them. Ever. It was more a survival instinct and easier if he made it a point to not become too attached. They weren’t bad people. None of them were to this point. It was usually an issue of survival for them, too. The children inside the house he was leaving were crying, that much was vivid. They cried because they thought or knew they were next. The suitcase was bigger than he was that the young Anderson had to drag into the back seat with him. The faceless man moved around and got behind the wheel of the car with the seal and drove off with the young Anderson who never looked back.
 
The rain was really coming down now, like tears from weeping. Maybe God was crying. Karen would have said something like that. Maybe “He” didn’t exist as Anderson always suspected, or rather insisted. Karen was the spiritual one. Tristan, too. With them gone the last piece of his soul was lost.
Anderson looked over at the ribboned iPhone box on the passenger seat next to him. He buried his head against the steering wheel. He couldn’t drive away just yet. The wipers wouldn’t be able to keep up with the deluge. Anyway, he had no place to go.



CHAPTER 8
         Anderson was standing between the two gurneys that held the bodies of Karen and Tristan in the receiving room of the funeral home. The funeral director had given him some time alone with them, and was respectfully out of sight.
Anderson had to pay an extra charge to view the bodies outside of normal business hours but he didn’t want to be interrupted. He wanted it to be quiet, too. He hoped being with the bodies they would somehow speak to him, one last time, that he could hear something in the ethereal, otherworldly dimension outside of the normal lines of life. Maybe some of Karen and Tristan’s nudging did seep into his DNA. They always looked for God’s presence and protection. They believed in it. He sure didn’t. Especially now. They even believed he was a gift from God to them. He felt like he personally poisoned them, their chance at happiness, by the mere fact that he ever crossed their paths. Karen would have found someone else if she never met him. He was sure of that. Tristan would have been born to Karen through that relationship or Tristan’s soul would have been born to another family, somewhere.
He couldn’t set his eyes squarely on them at first. The guilt was too overwhelming, like black bile that was continually pushing up through his esophagus. He did finally look at them, first at Tristan with her perfect skin and angelic features ravaged by bloating and blotchy lividity, and then Karen with her decimated features and blood-soaked hair. It felt like his heart would burst even though he was barely breathing.
All he could think of was the circularity in life, and how he hated coming back around to something because in his case it was usually something not very good. He knew what had been done to them in the autopsy. He had witnessed one in the Army when an Ordnance specialist in his unit had died in an accident. The kid was from a nice Jewish family in Nashville and his parents had asked Anderson to witness the post-mortem examination. The Army quickly alluded to it as being a suicide but the family was having no part of that explanation.
The parents chose Anderson, he remembered, because he had met them briefly, having lunch with them at a nice restaurant in Atlanta when he and the kid were on leave from Fort Benning. Their son thought it was funny that he, Anderson, had no family whatsoever, and kept bringing it up throughout the meal.
The parents hated that their son was going to get cut up in the autopsy. They were practicing Jews and this was against their religion. But suicide was an even larger sacrilege. The body was holy, in life and death, and only for God to take, in His time.
Anyway, the Army would have ignored the parent’s objection except that Anderson said right away he thought it was an accident. The kid’s family was incredibly thankful for this. That was a long phone call, the one he had with the parents, because they wanted to know how their son was in his final days, what he said, how he was feeling. Anderson assured them he was full of life, which he was, and looking forward to the day he would be coming home.
It really was just an unfortunate mishap. The kid had gone out of their tent to urinate in the middle of the night, and didn’t want to walk the few extra yards to the temporary latrine. So he stepped over to the edge of a nearby canal and relieved himself over the side. Unfortunately, he had taken up smoking recently, more to look Army tough than anything else, and was drowsily trying to light a cigarette at the same time as he was peeing. He slipped and fell in.
The kid’s family had a big question. Why they were camped so close to an obvious hazard? But it wasn’t the Army’s fault either, to be fair, Anderson thought to himself at the time. The nature of being in the Army was to be in constant danger, everything was about expediency. Laying blame was tricky.
The autopsy itself was standard. Standard, as Anderson learned from the young Army pathologist doing the duty at the time, meant they started with a million more photographs of the body (which Anderson could agree was necessary, and heck, the body is past caring, but it still gnawed at Anderson that photos had to be taken at all) before the corpse is weighed. The body is then placed on a slab and a rubber brick is placed under the back to make the chest jut accessibly, causing the arms and head to fall away. Then a deep Y-shaped incision is made which begins at the shoulders, meets at the breast bone and continues down to the pubic bone. Once this is complete, the thick layer of skin is then pulled back to expose the ribcage and neck muscles. More cuts are made and the ribcage is sawed through, separating it from the skeleton.
With the organs now exposed, removal and examination is quite easy. Everything is taken out methodically, weighed and sampled. Veins are opened (there’s hardly any blood because of an absence of blood pressure), stomach and intestinal contents are recorded.
Once the main body has been gutted completely, the rubber brick is slid back under the head to facilitate sawing the top of the skull open. The crown cap is then pulled away making it easy to sever the brain from the spinal cord and lift it free for examination.
The pathologist finished in a little over an hour but said it could have taken up to two hours, even longer in tricky cases. But this was routine. Even unnecessary Anderson thought. The bruising on the kid was easy to make out. His head was banged on the side, and his leg and arm on the same side were broken badly indicating he was trying to brace himself from the impact of the fall. If he were trying to kill himself he would have taken a swan dive, Anderson recalled thinking at the time.
Anyway, the Army pathologist said Anderson could leave but Anderson waited while they reconstituted the remains. This consisted of placing the organs into a plastic bag and dumping them back into the empty chest cavity somewhat like how you see the heart, liver, kidney and neck packaged within a Thanksgiving turkey, only on a human scale. The chest and skull cap were then sewn back up.
Anderson remembered he never wanted to see something like that again, especially with someone he knew. It wasn’t that he was particularly squeamish but that it confirmed the meaninglessness of life and his cynicism wasn’t a flattering trait. He was smart enough to know that.
He didn’t know what had ever happened with the investigation. The Military Claims Act imposes serious obstacles to a wrongful death lawsuit. Maybe the parents received some settlement. It just made Anderson feel sadder to think about it. Money would be no comfort.
The big question for Anderson was why he was thinking about this now? Why was this Army experience invading his thoughts? Maybe this was another self-preservation instinct to keep him from thinking of his complicity, his contribution to Karen and Tristan’s demise because that was all he could reflect on - why this, why that. Why didn’t he stay home and protect them? Why wasn’t he more forceful in his personality, teaching them that there is real evil in the world, to recognize it as such? Why didn’t he insist on putting in that elaborate home alarm system over their objections? Why, and this is most important, why did he escalate a bad situation, turning it into a confrontation when he could have let those guys finish out their work for the day and quietly let his friend who hired them tell them later he had other jobs for them to do in other places? The “whys” were endless and felt like cross-fibers in a tightening noose around his neck.
Maybe his helping the kid’s family then was giving him the wisdom, the knowledge to take care of his loved ones now. Anderson sided with the Jewish faith that it was really a selfish exhibition to embalm. True, it would hide a lot of the evisceration, allow for an open casket, at least on Tristan. Karen would take major reconstruction to permit even a limited viewing. But it was simply a way to keep a loved one around for as long as possible. Not let go. Injecting them. Spraying them. Coloring them. It would be just another invasion of their privacy. That was over. You are supposed to recall them in their vitality. He was going to remember them for the good and powerful radiance they brought to this grey place.
Anderson could see the flash of dejection on the funeral director’s face earlier when he said he didn’t want them embalmed. There would be a sizable charge. The funeral director’s spirits rose, though, when Anderson mentioned wanting to get Karen and Tristan a mausoleum crypt. There probably was a referral fee the funeral director would get with the memorial park. Karen and Tristan would be upset with Anderson for thinking like this, even if it was accurate. Let people cheat a little if they have to, they would say, but his way of thinking was… dammit, he had to STOP THINKING!
He had slept on the sofa at his office the last two nights. If he got a half hour of real sleep he’d be surprised. It was solely just staring into space and willing time on the LED display of the clock radio to move forward. He knew the greatest danger now was to let depression pull him into the abyss like claws reaching up from the earth. When Joyce came to work, he startled her as she put her key to the office lock. He’d pulled the sofa against the entrance and when she tried to no avail to push the door open, he just mumbled something to her about her taking some time off. He could hear her weeping as she returned to her car.
Roman left a message on his cell phone after a couple of tries to reach him directly but Anderson wouldn’t answer. Roman said how sorry he was and assured Anderson that he would keep the job sites moving, and he, Anderson, didn’t even have to ask.
Standing there now in the funeral home receiving room, every fiber of Anderson’s being wanted to hold on to Karen and Tristan for as long as possible, their physical beings, but they weren’t coming back. Their bodies had been kept refrigerated most of the time but, considering the violence that occurred, he would still have a simple visitation, closed caskets, that night.
Anderson stared down at his daughter’s angelic face. Tristan’s skin looked like veined marble. He ran one of his fingers over the area of her hair where a large bluish-purple bruise was visible on the back of her scalp and let his finger light on her delicate eyebrow.
He then turned, looked down the length of Karen’s body. He could see dark bruising under her forearms, on her wrists and on her shins. She must have struggled, kicked them. An even more vicious torrent of guilt racked him.
They would now go back to God as unified, as whole as he could keep them. They left this Earth a long time ago. He was truly alone and the weight of this reality caused him to involuntarily sink to his knees. He was saying his good-bye now. His arms outstretched on the gurneys was all that kept him from toppling. He wouldn’t look at them again.
 
“’Do not let your hearts be troubled. You have faith in God, also have faith in me. In my Father’s house there are many dwelling places. If there were not, would I have told you that I am going to prepare a place for you?’… Dear friends, we now commit the bodies of our beloved Karen and Tristan to the grave, earth to earth, ashes to ashes, and dust to dust, as we entrust the souls of the departed to our Lord Jesus Christ. Amen.” The priest finished the final blessing as he stood in the blazing sunshine outside the burial crypt that would hold Karen and Tristan’s remains.
Anderson placed the first roses on their caskets and stepped away so the other mourners could set down their roses and pay their last respects. Many nodded sympathetically in his direction as they filed past and headed back to their cars.
He didn’t have a reception luncheon after the services, which no doubt was a relief to many of these people and to Anderson because he didn’t know any of them and it would have been strained. The priest was a bit surprised that Anderson didn’t ask him to say grace over the food at some banquet hall but Anderson didn’t know him either, even though the priest kept calling him by his first name Noel with unnerving familiarity. The church service was enough and was well attended like the visitation the night before and the brief service at the gravesite today.
There were many friends of Karen’s and Tristan’s that showed up to the wake, including a few neighbors, and of course Roman, Joyce and the rest of his employees and their families. There were also some genuine tears shed and Anderson appreciated that. Tristan’s friends wept constantly and openly, their little faces red from the steady sobbing. The girls brought photos they had of themselves with Tristan, some wrote notes. They tacked them all to poster boards. It took several easels to accommodate all the remembrances.
The adults in attendance at the visitation told Anderson that they had met him previously at the community pool or some school function, a Children’s Concert, a Parents’ Night: events that he sleepwalked through and now longed for so much it felt like it was literally tearing his heart apart. Still, if there was a highlight of this whole process it was that they came at all. It wasn’t easy for them, Anderson knew that, and he acted like he recalled their initial encounter and thanked them for coming.
Anderson’s most odd moment came when he felt the plush lushness of carpeting at the funeral home was somehow profane, although it should have had the opposite effect. He thought everything should have taken place on hard cement because every step he took felt like a pounding march as the days wore on, no matter what surface he treaded.
Anyway, it was time to go. The committal service was complete. Anderson needed the heat of the sun because his soul felt as cold as the crypt in which Karen and Tristan would be entombed. He had heard “sorry for your loss” hundreds of times in the last few days, and didn’t want to feel the weight of those words anymore. Karen and Tristan, they had made some real friends and were genuinely a part of this community, he was proud of that, but now he had to wander off and give the mourners a chance to leave.
Anderson weaved his way through the lawn vases, headstones and memorial slabs and stepped into a chapel. He had been told it was customary for the remains to be entombed after all the mourners had left the area. Still, Anderson wanted to be there until the bitter end and could see a couple of the cemetery staff waiting patiently down an access road.
It was only a few minutes after the last mourner’s car had receded from sight that the two staffers motored up on their golf-cart utility truck and set about their task of interment. Anderson watched the two men reverently and efficiently place the caskets in the side-by-side garden crypts. They sealed it off as they had done many times before and put the marble shutters in place.
Anderson experienced a surge of gratitude for the honorable work he felt they did. They didn’t treat the chore ignobly. They did it silently and with respect.
When Anderson moved up and thanked the two men he had to insist they take the hundred dollar bills he offered them to go get a beer later, on him. The older of the two eventually sheepishly took the money, shook Anderson’s hand, as did the other man, and both said thank you, before they added “sorry for your loss.”



CHAPTER 9
         It was a week later when Anderson returned to work. Joyce he had sent on vacation. She was an emotional wreck anyway and needed the time off. Roman was filling in for her, doing paperwork, answering the phones and returning calls when he wasn’t needed at an actual job site.
Anderson was sitting at his desk in his office going over specs. He was trying to focus on what were mundane matters, but he was also happy to be busy at something that would take his mind off things. This is when Roman entered and placed a cancelled work order on his desk.
“Another cancellation. That’s the third one now this week. Maybe these people think we have bad karma or something.” Roman regretted that last statement as soon as he said it, but it was uttered more out of the strain of having to continually make conversation and tread cautiously around his boss, in order to not recognize the corpses that were still in the room.
Anderson stared stoically at Roman which Roman read as disappointment with his faux pas but it was really detachment. Anderson hardly heard anything anyone said lately.
Roman quickly added to fill the void, “Between the economy and…” he was going to say “and this,” but instead just said, “…everything. It’s gonna be tough keepin’ everybody on if things keep goin’ this way.” This statement was still insensitive but at least addressed his pragmatic concerns.
Anderson simply gazed mutely at him without emotion.
“We’ll figure it out.” Roman muttered anxiously, angry again at himself for his blatant self-interest. Roman remembered something, dug into his pocket and handed a set of keys to Anderson. “I locked up the house.” Roman was going to add “it looks good” but kept silent, knowing right away that wouldn’t sound right, and he was tired of having to learn the hard way.
Anderson couldn’t be mad at Roman in any event. Not a bit. Roman had always been an exemplary employee, a first-rate human being, and had really stepped-up for him throughout this ordeal. The “house” Roman was referring to was Anderson’s home. Roman was the first to enter it after the police finished with their investigation of the premises. It wasn’t pretty, even without the bodies.
Roman helped get the crime-scene cleanup crew started and coordinated payment. These crews were the private firms that victim’s families had to hire to clean and decontaminate a location where a homicide, suicide or other traumatic event took place. Roman had gotten the company off a list that was faxed over from the police station where Crotty worked. It wasn’t that long ago where there weren’t any real companies that did that sort of work (or they were really hard to find) and families would have to clean up scenes where loved ones perished, all by themselves. So the news that there was someone to do this dirty job was greeted with relief by Roman because he would have offered his services.
As it was, Roman’s significant contribution to the clean up was to act as a go-between in the days right after the murders. He didn’t know how his boss would want things handled and was thankful when Anderson finally returned one of his calls to address what to do with the furniture and carpeting in the family room.
The cleaning crew had already dealt with the bulk of the blood, including the cerebral fluid which is particularly slippery and hard to clean up. The brain matter itself was simpler to remove, it dries to a thick mortar-like consistency which usually only requires a stiff blade putty knife to remove.
Roman mused it looked like a government toxic waste site clean-up operation with all the equipment that was brought in at first: hazmat suits, high-pressure sprayers, wet vacuums, steam machines, solvents, bio-hazard bags and even foggers which are used to send disinfectants and deodorizers into a home’s air ducts to not only clean but to help rid the air passages of any lasting smells of decomposition. Clean-up crews, he learned, also had to assume they could be dealing with deadly pathogens such as HIV or Hepatitis C at any given location, hence the large-scale precautionary measures were not excessive.
Anderson knew broadly, from his Army days, what the clean-up would entail so when he heard Roman talking on the phone earlier that morning with some relative about the horrifying aspects of the experience he didn’t hold it against him. He knew Roman was just trying to blow off the details on somebody else. It’s hard to carry around the dirty laundry of life without getting someone to share in its burden once in awhile. Roman was speaking in hushed tones anyway and certainly didn’t think Anderson could hear him through the crack in the office door, but since the murders, while Anderson’s soul may have been deadened, his other senses were all heightened. Anderson contemplated that this magnification of his sensory faculties might be yet another self-preservation adaptation to safeguard against further attacks by predators.
Roman remembered Anderson’s voice sounded like a whole other person when Anderson did finally call him back and he took it on faith that it was his boss because the caller ID showed it was him:
“You called.” The preternatural Anderson had asked.
“Yeah, Boss. Just a couple of things.” Roman croaked, tremulously clearing his throat, hand shaking as he held his cell phone. Roman had to find a way to talk about these somewhat pressing matters concerning how to proceed and no amount of rehearsing prepared him for the actual duty. The fatal bullet (which was collected as evidence) from the .38 had found its way into the ceiling drywall along with bits of Karen’s skin tissue, hair, scalp and skull fragments, but there was still the issue of what to do with the remaining pockmarked ceiling surface, the cleaned but cut up carpeting (fragments were removed for evidence), and the steamed but still-stained sofa. “At the house, the cleaning people are done, but in the family room they said there’s stuff in the ceiling. And all the carpeting and furniture-”
Anderson cut Roman off before he could finish the gory inventory and said, “Just get rid of everything. In the family room take it down to the studs.”
“You want me to tear everything out?” Roman asked wanting to make sure he heard him correctly.
“Yes.” Anderson answered. Then silence.
“Okay.” Roman confirmed.
“Thank you. I’ll talk to you later.” That was it. Anderson disconnected.
That last statement, “I’ll talk to you later,” panicked Roman because the thought suddenly crossed his mind that there might not be a “later.” He feared Anderson might kill himself because Roman had imagined himself in the same position as his boss, and it was so instantly horrifying, that suicide seemed to be the only option.
Needless to say, Roman was happy when Anderson returned to work and angry at himself for even thinking his boss would contemplate taking his own life.
Anderson tucked the house keys into his pocket and returned his attention to the specs.
Roman promptly left his office but then, feeling this was as good a time as any, he grabbed a manila envelope off Joyce’s desk where it was sitting and stepped back quickly into Anderson’s office.
Embarrassed, Roman brought out some papers from the envelope that had sticky note arrows attached to various pages which show a person where to put a signature. He held the documents out in front of Anderson.
“Oh, and can you sign these for my nephew’s work visa?” Roman asked uncomfortably.
Anderson took the papers, picked up a pen and signed in the appropriate places.
 
Anderson hoped to get in quickly and leave. Sneak in. Sneak out. He would have left everything except it seemed wasteful and he had just bought the golf clubs.
Anderson was sitting on a low-slung flat bench emptying his locker at the country club when he overheard two members talking in the next aisle.
“I’d kill those fuckers. Get the mafia, whatever it took.” One wheezy member boldly croaked.
“What the hell was he doing leaving them alone like that?” A second member bellowed as a rejoinder.
Anderson knew they were talking about him because he heard his name seconds after a locker room attendant turned off a shoe polishing machine, which was right before he could hear the two men talking together.
Anderson let the injury of their comments go without acknowledgment, and was very near getting away without physically running into anyone he knew when Alan Murphy rounded a corner, fresh off the golf course. Murphy was the man who directly sponsored Anderson for membership and he pulled up abruptly, surprised to find Anderson in the row of lockers.
“Oh Noel, there you are. It’s good to see you. It’s terrible what happened.” Murphy spewed all this with a rat-a-tat jumpiness as he tore off his golf glove. He stepped up and shook Anderson’s hand which Anderson felt was flabby and clammy. “I’m speaking for everyone when I say we’re sorry. It’s unfathomable what you must be going through.”
In Murphy’s defense, he did show up to the visitation wake and did send a card of condolences, although it looked like it was in Murphy’s wife’s handwriting. The note started with textbook off the rack syrupy sympathies but ended with what seemed like a not so subtle request for Anderson to resign.
Anderson remembered the note finishing with wording something like, “you do what you want but the membership would completely understand it if you decided to not go through with the initiation.” It didn’t take a huge leap for Anderson to find that peculiar since Anderson had completed the interviews and the process of joining the club, all the way down to handing over a check. Murphy’s brusque demeanor right now just confirmed Anderson’s suspicions. Anderson wouldn’t have stayed in any event and had already informed the front office of his decision to quit.
“I don’t blame you for wanting to leave. And don’t worry about the check, we never cashed it. Look, I gotta run. Kid’s little league. Sorry. You take care.” Murphy concluded, and with that he grabbed his street shoes out of his locker and bounded off.
Anderson could hear Murphy as he kicked off his golf shoes by the attendant’s booth for them to be polished before he headed for the parking lot, fast.
 
When Anderson left the country club parking lot a few minutes later, he stopped his car just past the caddie yard where a tow-headed teen of about fourteen, hair bleached white from the sun, was waiting for one of his parents to pick him up after already completing an afternoon caddying.
Anderson put the Mercedes in park, got out, and popped the trunk open. “You want a new set of clubs? I don’t need them anymore.” Anderson called over to the boy as he grabbed the golf bag out of the trunk and laid the clubs down at the edge of the lot.
The boy was sitting on one of those boulders that keep delivery trucks from parking off the pavement and tearing up the grass. He had the slightest stranger danger hesitation at first but quickly stood up as he realized Anderson wasn’t kidding and wasn’t weird.
Anderson retrieved a dozen new golf balls and two pairs of golf shoes from the trunk and set them down next to the clubs.
The boy’s face would have lit up like it was Christmas if he still wasn’t so stunned. He mumbled thanks, and said something about the clubs and shoes being a great gift for his dad because Father’s Day was coming up.
Anderson was glad for that. Even if his own Father’s Days were over. He got back into his Mercedes and drove off.



CHAPTER 10
         The “Heart-O’Mine” motel. It’s one of those shithole two-story fleabags in a dicey urban district where they’re always finding a dead hooker in one of the rooms. This part of Chicago had its heyday a long, long time ago. Like the inner rings on a tree the decrepit structures of the neighborhood seemed only to record a period in time.
Anderson was lying back on the bed in his second floor space. An empty bottle of bourbon was beside him. He was working on a second bottle. There was a gun in his hand. A .45 Smith & Wesson semi-automatic. He couldn’t pick it up from the gun shop until a couple of days ago. He had to wait the required 72-hour period before one can take delivery of a handgun. He wished he could get a carry permit but Illinois has the strictest restrictions on firearms of any state.
The TV was on. He flipped through some channels but it was the middle of the night so it was a progression through infomercials for steam mops, exercise equipment and male enhancement products. He stopped searching, leaving the TV on an ad for a psychic hotline: “Manage Your Anxiety.”
He’d only started watching the TV again recently. The news accounts about what happened to Karen and Tristan were on quite often right after the killings. The story hung around for a couple of days primarily because it was a double homicide in an area that didn’t have many random murders. Anderson couldn’t take another “builder’s family murdered” news item whether it was “our top story tonight…” or “in other news” or “just to update you on….” He was happy to see the local network affiliates had moved on even if he hadn’t.
Right now he couldn’t really see what was on TV anyway. He was too mercifully numbed by the alcohol. He stared at the ceiling, as if looking for a heavenly sign, but remembered that God was dead. At least in his life.
A noise outside the door made him bring his gun up lightning fast. Incredibly quick for someone so inebriated. He muted the TV. Listened. Whoever was outside continued on and Anderson could hear them entering another room several units down the exterior walkway.
Without any sound now, just the flicker of the images changing on the TV, he focused on his breathing, which was heavy and labored from the substantial amount of alcohol he had consumed.
If he had a thought it was “why didn’t the alcohol help him pass out?” His breathing became heavier. A cold sweat enveloped him. He used the back of his gun hand to wipe his brow. And had a realization.
A solution to all his problems.
No more guilt.
Or longings.
The answer was right in the palm of his hand.
He turned the gun barrel towards himself and stared into the nozzle. He took a long slug of the bourbon and set the bottle on the side table. It fell over but he didn’t even notice. That last drink was giving him the anesthesia necessary to complete the operation he was going to perform. On himself. Specifically separating his shameful existence from the earthly plane.
Hell. That would be his destination. He was sure he would go there. But maybe, just maybe, if there is a God, (and he had to believe there was One for the good souls, for Karen and Tristan), maybe their merciful God would let him have an instant before them once more, before the Devil’s hordes whisked him forever to the underworld never to break surface again, and in that moment when he performed the last self-serving act in his sorry existence by telling Karen and Tristan how sorry he was for ever entering into their lives, maybe, and he prayed hard for this, maybe they would curse him, and they would be absolved, and he could depart with their hate, because he deserved that, he wanted that.
He reversed his grip on the gun handle, jamming a thumb against the trigger. He hooked an index finger over the hammer and cocked it into position. He drew the muzzle end of the .45 up close to his forehead, wanting to make sure that when he blew his brains out it would be like a forceful breath on a single candle that would bring a sharp, definitive end to any more birthdays.
It would only take an ounce of strength.
Then it would all be over.
It would bring eternal toil and torment but no more of this.
And it was at this moment he saw a vision. The apparitions of Karen and Tristan were suddenly seated on the bed in front of him:
“Oh Dad, you’re so crazy…” Tristan said reproachfully but sweetly.
Anderson brought the gun down and leaned forward on the bed, reached out and touched her face.
Tristan continued excitedly, “I saw the most beautiful dress today. Mom says you won’t let me wear it.”
“Honey, remember we have that wedding on Saturday.” Karen interjected deliberately, before adding gently, “I know you don’t like those things, but we really should go.”
Their images were so real to Anderson. He wondered if this was like the phantom limb phenomena where someone will feel the sensation of an appendage even after amputation. He didn’t care. It was exactly what he needed, however painful. He started to say he was sorry but Karen put her finger up to his lips to stop him.
Anderson laid his head in Karen’s lap. She ran her fingers lovingly through his hair.
“And don’t forget we have to change those bushes.” Karen said softly.
 
Boom. Boom. Boom. Anderson was asleep at the foot of his motel room door, .45 at his side. The thumping woke him up. It was someone knocking on the cheap particleboard entrance to his room. The only way he could tell it was morning is he could hear more traffic outside. He had stopped watching the clock.
He stood up, paranoid, bringing his gun with him. Nobody knew where he was except Roman. If this was some scammer, somebody with ill-intent, a burglar, whatever, they were picking the last guy you’d want to fuck with right now.
“Yeah, who is it?” Anderson asked sharply.
“Registered mail for Noel Anderson.” A man’s voice answered through the door.
Anderson did give Roman instructions to attend to Anderson’s personal affairs, such as paying real estate taxes, electric bills, whatever, and also to conduct day-to-day operations at the office because Anderson was only showing up sporadically. Maybe this was something Roman couldn’t handle.
It took a minute. And the postal carrier waited patiently with his clipboard, pen and pouch.
Soon the door opened and the worse-for-wear Anderson peered through the opening, his gun hidden from sight.
The postal carrier took a letter out of his pouch and scanned the bar code using a handheld reader. “Could I see some ID?” The postal carrier asked.
Anderson had slept in his clothes, which was the norm lately, so it was easy for him to pull out his wallet and hold up his driver’s license for the postal carrier to transcribe the eleven character ID.
The postal carrier finished logging the required information and handed over the envelope. He moved off down the exterior staircase, jumped into his mail truck, turned the flashers off and rolled away.
Anderson tore open the envelope and removed the perforated letter-sized sheets of paper inside. He stared intently at the contents of the envelope for quite a long time.
 
Anderson climbed the steps leading to the main office of Our Lady of Sorrows Church with the envelope in hand. It was an old neighborhood church where Karen used to light candles when she was first pregnant with Tristan. Anderson remembered it because it had beautiful stained glass from a hundred-years-ago and Karen loved the way the afternoon light in the summer would refract and hit directly on the alcove where the Virgin Mary’s statue was located.
Karen would always ask him for money to put in the donation box which was expected as payment in exchange for lighting the votive candles. Anderson actually came with Karen to a couple of the services. He liked the feel of the masses. They left the area before Tristan could be baptized there. He and Karen lived in a rental apartment at the time and wanted to move to a more suburban-like detached home setting. They didn’t like the idea of Tristan eventually growing up playing in stairwells if they had stayed living deep in the city.
Anderson presently entered the main office where there were posters on the walls for various charities, adoption services, and nutrition reminders for pregnant women and babies.
An attractive, well-dressed woman was standing, waiting at a high wooden counter while her female friend separated some clothes and shoes they were donating, eventually placing them into labeled bins.
There was a young girl crouched at a copier behind the counter wrestling with a jammed sheet of paper. Say “young” carefully because, while she was probably in her late-twenties, she seemed almost like an adolescent on her way to old-age, skipping adulthood altogether. Say “probably in her late-twenties” because she was mostly hidden in plain sight. Dark stringy hair hung in her face. You could see a nose ring that matched in style the multiple earrings and cheap pewter bands that adorned her fingers. Tattoos were also visible sneaking out of the edges of the black Gothic Lolita-styled short-sleeved shirt she was wearing.
The attractive woman was haltingly waving a hand, trying to find a moment to get the girl’s attention but the girl’s body language never gave you the impression she wanted you to bother her, even though as far as customer service was concerned around here, it looked like she was it. Anyway, that copier was that “young” girl’s world right now.
“Do you have a form or something for the tax deduction?” The attractive woman asked airily but just as she said it located what she was looking for down the counter. “Never mind, I found it.”
Anderson stepped up to the counter, emotionless. He didn’t have that I’ll wait until you’re done attitude no matter how involved the girl with the piercings was with the copier. He was about to interrupt her but the attractive woman was giving him an intense sidelong glance.
“I know you.” The attractive woman said bluntly to Anderson. “I’ve seen you on TV. Do you do the weather or something?”
The girl with the piercings perked up at this query, momentarily stopping her work at the copier.
The attractive woman’s friend finished her sorting.
“Don’t we know him?” The attractive woman inquired of her friend who instantly recognized Anderson, but just as quickly tried to hide that fact.
Anderson had done some TV spots and a couple of prints ads during the building boom times, lending his face to his own commercials at Karen’s urging. Anderson was handsome, photogenic and not only looked trustworthy, he was trustworthy. So when everything happened, that is when Karen and Tristan were murdered, it gave the story legs, making it last a couple of nights on most broadcasts and remain on the bottom news scroll for several days. Normally, the story might have led local newscasts for one evening and, with the suspects caught, would have been gone. This woman’s friend apparently watched a lot of TV and had a good memory.
“We’ll be late, remember?” The friend muttered as she smiled tightly and hustled the attractive woman out the door, whispering in her ear all the way down the stairs outside.
Anderson noticed, out of the corner of his eye, that the attractive woman’s hand went involuntarily to her mouth, horror-struck, when she finally learned his identity. The attractive woman flicked a look back in the church office’s direction before she and her friend hightailed it to their car.
The girl with the piercings returned to her work, finally freeing the mangled piece of jammed copier paper. She dropped the paper in a waste can but then promptly proceeded to pick the paper out of the waste can and drop it back inside again… and then repeated this process again… and again… and…
“Excuse me, do you work here?” Anderson asked annoyed, recognizing the ritual she was performing for the oddity that it was but also showing no patience for whatever it entailed. “I want to make a donation.”
“Sister!” The girl with the piercings shouted, knocking hard on an inner office door. She didn’t hide her irritation with Anderson either. She gave him a cold look and immediately returned to the copier, embarking on a touching ceremony which involved her tapping at the four corners of the machine in rapid succession, a rite which had absolutely nothing to do with running the printer.
The inner office door soon opened and Sister Beatrice, an aging nun with a soft face appeared.
“Yes, may I help you?” Sister Beatrice asked Anderson.
“I want to make a donation.” Anderson replied as he removed the two sheets of paper from inside the envelope that was delivered to him at the motel. He folded back the perforated section of each page and tore off the attached checks. He endorsed the first check and handed it to Sister Beatrice whose eyes instantly grew wide.
“Fifty thousand dollars?” Sister Beatrice gushed incredulously, holding the check out in front of her.
The sudden news of such an oversized donation instantly caught the girl with the piercings attention. She stopped her tapping, scooted up behind the nun and gazed over the nun’s shoulder with amazement at the check.
“Holy shit!” The girl with the piercings exclaimed as she stared at the check and confirmed its amount. “Sorry, Sister.” She added, instantly apologizing for her outburst.
Anderson promptly proceeded to endorse the second check and handed it to the nun who brought it up for a look.
The nun was staggered.
“Christ! Two hundred thousand dollars!” The girl with the piercings cried out disbelievingly when she saw the total of the subsequent check.
While her expression of astonishment mirrored Sister Beatrice’s sentiment the nun still sent the girl back to the copier with a stern look of disapproval, then turned forward to face Anderson again, asking for clarification, “Sir, I don’t know if I understand. You want to give us all of this?”
“Do you need to see my driver’s license?” Anderson quickly offered, taking out his wallet and itching to leave.
“A donation of this size… I don’t…” Sister Beatrice was clearly at a loss, fumbling for a way to deal with an issue that had no precedent for her. “I think you should talk to Father Cannova.”
“I don’t need to talk to anyone.” Anderson assured her.
“I really think you should-” Sister Beatrice started to urge him once again.
“Just take the fucking money!” Anderson callously hissed, starting off and hoping the profanity would be sufficient as an indication the discussion was finished.
“Please, sir! Please!” Sister Beatrice called after him, stopping him with the genuineness of her entreaty. “Please. I can’t… “ She searched for words. “Help me understand.”
 
Father Cannova, seated in his rectory office, looked intently at the two checks on his desktop as Anderson sat impatiently across from him. Cannova was a broad-nosed man, a bit stout, probably the same age as Anderson. Young to be head of a parish.
Anderson, if he was giving thought to anything except leaving, figured Cannova might have been from the old country but his accent was American as apple pie.
“I’m really sorry.” Cannova offered finally. Anderson had already given him the gist of how he came into possession of the checks. It was the death benefit amounts for the life insurance Anderson carried on Karen and Tristan. Actually, it was Karen’s idea to get the insurance on each of them when the insurance agent suggested it at their kitchen table years earlier. Anderson was never comfortable with the thought of it, though once Karen became pregnant with Tristan it was he who immediately asked the agent to their house to up his half-a-million term policy on himself to two-million dollars.
“I wish you’d consider attending some of our services.” Cannova continued. “Right now you need support.”
Anderson had never started listening. His eyes just narrowed. He was expecting this kind of bullshit.
“Why us?” Cannova asked over Anderson’s petulant silence.
“Can’t you use the money?” Anderson darkly countered.
“Of course.” Cannova admitted. “We can do a lot of good with it.”
“Great.” Anderson replied as he got up to exit.
Father Cannova stood up quickly as well from his desk and held out the checks for Anderson to take with him. “Why don’t you come back in six months and we’ll talk again.”
“I won’t change my mind.” Anderson replied, not taking the checks.
“I know you’re sincere.” Father Cannova reacted to his reticence, looking for words that would hold Anderson in place. “Whether you realize it or not, you’re in a terrible state of mourning right now. And in the not too distant future, when you’ve recovered, you might find you want this money.”
“I don’t want it.” Anderson responded instantly, emphatically.
“It will happen.” Cannova asserted as he stared intently at Anderson.
“What?” Anderson angrily asked.
“You will recover.” Cannova avowed.
Anderson thought of making a sharp rebuke, but it would only have made the already strained exchange grow more heated. Anderson simply left the office.
Cannova somberly listened to Anderson’s footsteps recede down the linoleum tiled hallway.



CHAPTER 11
         Al Ward sat across the table from Anderson in a cushioned booth in this unadorned greasy spoon of a restaurant. It’s one of those places that have eight thousand menu items, but one should stick to the breakfast selections to save your olfactory senses or taste buds from undue turmoil.
Ward was holding the “rap sheets” or what’s also known as “yellow sheets,” the arrest and conviction histories, for Derek, Gabriel and Ruben.
“Derek Lysander: deviate sexual assault, aggravated battery, released without charges. Burglary, first-degree, assault with a deadly weapon, charges dismissed. Unlawful restraint, two years, Stateville Correctional Center.“ Ward finished reciting from the first file, thumping his index finger at an attached booking photo of Derek before setting it aside and continuing on Gabriel’s folder.
“Gabriel Lysander: deviate sexual assault; stricken off leave.” Ward continued. “That means it’s basically dismissed, taken off the court docket. It gives the judge a chance to reinstate the case at a later date, but it’s not a conviction. Theft of Auto, felony drug possession, charges dismissed. Unlawful restraint, 2 years, Stateville.” Ward set that folder down and picked up Ruben’s file.
“Ruben Roney, a couple of misdemeanor drug possessions, charges dismissed.” Ward read. “Criminal trespass, court supervision. Theft of Auto, second-degree burglary, eighteen months, Cook County.”
Ward closed that folder, dropped it on the other two and tore open a packet of sugar, emptied it into his coffee cup as a waitress stepped up to freshen it.
Anderson hadn’t touched his coffee so the waitress simply moved off with the coffee pot after filling Ward’s cup.
“They’re not likely to get bail before trial…” Ward went on. “…or even if any of them did it’s going to be high so they’re not likely to post it. Prosecutor’s office will let us know if any of them are going to get a pre-trial release. For now they’re jumping all over the inconclusive nature of the autopsy report. It was lucky for them that they didn’t get the chance to rape your daughter. It would have blown their story and made it a living hell in jail because they would have found retribution. This way, unlike regular rapists who get beat on, they’re probably becoming jailhouse heroes in a way, because inmates love it when someone can game the system.“
“I don’t understand.” Anderson said, hanging on every word.
“Don’t look for them to change their not guilty pleas or look for a deal.” Ward explained. “They’re basically not going to challenge any of the evidence because it feeds into their story. They’re going to say your daughter came home from her school dance, went around back where it was dark, saw through the window what was happening, was so upset, she didn’t even realize she was backing away, hit her head, was knocked unconscious, fell in the pool and drowned. One of the guys then goes out to have a smoke and sees your daughter in the pool. Your wife gets the news about your daughter, sees it’s too late to save her, was so upset she gets the gun, tries to kill herself, but Derek, whose prints were found on the gun along with your wife’s, says he was trying to stop her, and the gun just went off.”
“They’re saying she was going to commit suicide?”
“Basically.”
“So how do they get past the raping of my wife?” Anderson asked, confused.
“They’re saying she invited them in, that it was consensual.” Ward stated matter-of-factly.
“Son of a bitch!” Anderson hissed with rage as he reflexively grabbed Ward angrily by the shirt.
Ward just as automatically threw Anderson’s arm off him, knocking some plates to the floor where one of the butter dishes broke into pieces.
A few nearby patrons tossed anxious looks in the direction of their table.
A manager quickly moved over. “What’s the problem here?”
“No problem.” Ward offered, adding a smile as he straightened his shirt collar.
“Just add the cost of the plate to the bill.” Anderson nodded benignly to the manager, using a napkin to soak up some spilled coffee.
The manager directed a busboy to clean up the mess and, after a moment, walked away.
Ward and Anderson waited in silence as the busboy swept up the debris.
Once the busboy finished and headed off, Ward leaned in close to Anderson and said sotto, “I’m not going to be a lightning rod for your anger. You called me, remember? You asked me for my expertise. You want me to tell you what I think, I’ll tell you. You want fantasy? Rent a movie!”
Ward was right. Anderson had called him. This was after Anderson was informed of his “Victim’s Rights.” Anderson quickly learned he had the right to be treated with dignity, respect and sensitivity, he also had the right to communicate with the prosecutor who had been assigned to the case, the right to talk with the officer who was put in charge of the investigation, the right to be notified and present at all court proceedings, and even the right to appoint an advocate to act in his stead. There were many other rights but, as Anderson quickly discovered, it was problematic asserting them.
Anderson cooperated fully with Detective Crotty when asked at the end of the first week about the purchase of his .38. Crotty also asked where the gun was normally located in the house, and also inquired about Anderson’s wife and daughter’s demeanor when he left them that last day after lunch, and any details Anderson could recall about his initial contact with the “three accused individuals.”
It was the end of the third week, and after Anderson’s fourth call in as many days, that Crotty finally returned Anderson’s call requesting information about the case. Crotty was respectful, but he was not forthcoming, saying that as the lead investigator, while he has some authority to give out information, he always found it “best for all concerned” to let the evidence come out in court or after a final disposition had occurred.
It was also about this time that Anderson called the prosecutor’s office asking them if they had any particulars following the formal indictments. After a lengthy run around, and a long period on hold, Anderson was eventually put in touch with an associate who plied him with arcane technical terms and procedural specialized language regarding various pre-trial issues.
Anderson, in this initial contact, tried to slow the associate down and assert his “right to a non-technical explanation of matters.” This request was met with a deep sigh of irritation by the associate who then continued the explanation in the same manner as before which was a patent ploy to discourage any of Anderson’s further quests for information. Anderson said as much and the associate officiously and caustically cited the need to be “fair to everyone,” that it would be ideal “if everyone had a personal representative” but they, the prosecutor’s office, “have to serve all the people,” and while it would “be nice to spend hours going over each individual case” it should be clear that “everyone deserves the same courtesy of a timely response.” Which was no response at all. This was five minutes into the call.
Anderson understood inadvertent stone-wallings. He knew how government and judicial bureaucracy worked from personal experiences. He felt maybe Crotty and the associate from the prosecutor’s office simply skipped the online training module for bedside manner or merely had compassion fatigue, but whatever the issue, he was going to get answers. That’s when Anderson called Al Ward and hired him to act as his interpreter and howsoever temporary representative.
Anderson stared hard into Ward’s equally steely gaze across the breakfast table. Anderson knew he had made a mistake by flying off the handle and also was aware that taking out his umbrage on Ward was not going to advance his cause.
The waitress moved up with their breakfast orders of bacon, scrambled eggs, toast and skillet potatoes. Good timing. Her presence broke the tension.
“Anything else I can get you?” The waitress chirped gaily after distributing their plates.
“We’re good. Thank you.” Ward answered, sitting back casually.
The waitress moved away.
Anderson let the waitress drift from earshot and said, after the slightest pause, “What do you think?”
Ward, having had his share of dealing with the raw emotions of bereaved individuals over his years of private investigative work, instantly took Anderson’s retreat as an apology for his outburst and continued. “They said they ran away because they were scared, because it had gotten out of hand. They claim they didn’t try to hide anything after the cops pulled them over. And that’s true.” Ward decided to eat as he talked. “Another thing on their side, you’ve got a close contact gunshot wound to the head at an angle that would support suicide, not an execution-”
“What about the bruises on her wrists?” Anderson challenged.
“Could be a classic sign of struggle. Or inconclusive.” Ward commented. “Like he said, he was trying to stop her from killing herself.”
Anderson looked away from Ward, fought his anger again.
Ward let him have a moment to absorb the debilitating details, because there were more. Ward took a big drink of coffee before he carried on once more. “Normally, it would be lucky that we have the murder weapon, but it’s your gun. The rifling pattern on the recovered slug shows it came from your .38. The hand residue sample did show Derek Lysander had fired a gun in the hours just before the cops picked him up, but your wife also showed gunshot residue on her hands. Also, there’s no sign of forced entry and they were working at your house so any incidental fingerprint evidence is going to be ignored.”
“Jesus Christ!” Anderson fumed, slamming his fist on the table.
“You have to learn to control yourself.” Ward cautioned. “They’re going to paint you as the jealous, raging husband and you’re just making it easy for them. They’re going to try to keep you out of the courtroom throughout the whole trial and you’re the best asset this case has, the surviving father and spouse. Don’t let it be the only time the jury sees you is when you’re making your victim impact statement because by then it’s too late.”
“How can they keep me out of the courtroom?” Anderson asked impatiently.
“First, they’re probably going to claim your presence is prejudicial…” Ward elaborated. “…but the judge is not going to want to look like a total prick to you and will most likely deny their motion to exclude you. But then the defense is going to put you on their witness list and they’re going to claim their constitutional rights are being interfered with, that your testimony will be tainted and materially affected by you hearing the testimony of other witnesses before you yourself testify. The judge will probably allow that and keep you out until you take the stand. Which will be pretty much the whole trial.”
Anderson was crestfallen. He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, looked around the restaurant to take some of the air out of his roiling resentment.
“And we’re also going to have to be careful from here on out.” Ward added, leaning forward a bit and lowering his voice once again. “We’re going to have to cut our official ties until it’s over, because if the defense finds out about our relationship, they can object and bar me from even informing you about the proceedings.”
Anderson looked back and stared silently at Ward.
“I’m just trying to give you the bad news first.” Ward wheezed as he returned Anderson’s steely-eyed gaze and sat back again.
“Do you have any good news?” Anderson finally asked cynically.
“You have the truth on your side.” Ward stated with unadorned succinctness.
Anderson sneered, pushed his untouched plate of food aside.
“Don’t discount that.” Ward advised, trying to reinforce his words with earnestness. “That’s a big plus. Everybody knows what happened here. Everybody knows they’re scumbags. I’m just telling you how they’re going to play the game. I’m just giving it to you straight.”
“And now what?” Anderson asked.
“Now it comes down to what kind of case the State’s Attorney wants to present and how much they want to pursue it.”
“’How much they want to pursue it?’” Anderson repeated incredulously.
“If they aren’t pressed with a political choice, they simply want convictions.” Ward sniffed. “It’s not justice but-”
“’Not justice.’” Anderson interjected, reiterating Ward’s words again, this time mockingly and with unrestrained disgust.
“They care about process. It’s just a job.” Ward responded in kind. “What kid comes into this world saying, when I grow up
I wanna preside over murder and rape cases, I love working every day in the world of violence?”  Ward answered the question himself. “No one.” Then conceded, “It’s a calling for some. A few. They’ll all tell you they’re doing God’s work, but for most of ’em it’s just a paycheck to get themselves somewhere as far away as they can get from you.”
“This is an open and shut case.” Anderson carefully pounded his fist on the edge of the table.
“You got three guys caught and charged with the crime, murder-one and criminal sexual assault.” Ward reminded him, tapping a forefinger on the tabletop as a sort of rejoinder. “Believe me, that’s more than most people get.”
“I want these guys dead!” Anderson seethed again, unable to contain his rage.
“You’re not going to get that!” Ward quickly responded, then added, “The death penalty was abolished here in Illinois anyway, remember?”
“So that’s it?” Anderson threw his hands up with scornful resignation. “They’re going to say my wife invited them back for a party? And the jury is going to believe that?”
“Who knows with juries?” Ward promptly blurted in reply, but he had to take a moment before he answered fully because Anderson surely wasn’t going to like what he had to say. He shoveled in a couple mouthfuls of food then continued. “The first thing a juror says to themselves when they sit in that box is I don’t want to be here making this decision. It’s dirty business to right a wrong. A jury should be able to see through their lies if the prosecutors do their job. The problem is you’re asking the jury to get your justice for you. They see these guys cleaned up. They think I don’t want to hurt another human being. The defense, if they’re any good either, they’ll create a reasonable doubt even where there isn’t any. Try to find two people to agree on anything let alone twelve. They’ll have the jurors thinking their consideration of the evidence should be based on a standard of beyond all doubt. You have to hire me just to make a little sense of this mess. And they get free attorneys to assert their rights.”
“So what do I do?” Anderson asked, seeking some course of action.
“Nothing, your hands are tied.” Ward answered straightforwardly and finished the last of his coffee.
“I can’t just sit here.” Anderson declared, expectant that there must be an alternative to Ward’s view that he do “nothing.”
“You don’t have a choice.” Ward stated emphatically and with force. “Problem is you’re in a war. Just no one thought to tell you. War inside your head, your soul. You’re full of hate and anger right now. How long do you think you can maintain that?”
“Forever.” Anderson responded firmly.
Ward grinned ever so slightly at this. He used the back of his hand, wiped a falling bead of sweat from his brow. He was eating too fast. Talking too much. Getting too worked up.
Anderson watched Ward use the clean part of his napkin to soak up the remaining sweat in the forehead spaces on both sides of his particularly prominent widow’s peak. Anderson figured Ward’s rosacea was probably part genetic, part alcohol driven. Anderson also calculated he was probably going to end up looking like Ward at the rate he was going from the sheer volume of alcohol he was consuming. The alcohol, though, for himself was a Godsend. Without it he didn’t know what he would do. It deadened the pain, as it must do for Ward. His job must wear on him. By proximity alone he must pick up at least some of the stress of his client’s problems, carry some of the weight.
“Trial date should be…” Ward pushed the remainder of his breakfast into a pile and talked as he spooned it in heaps into his mouth. “…most likely, 3, 4, 5 years from now, if you’re lucky. You might have a right to a timely disposition of this case but the justice system is designed to wear you down, take away emotion. The defense wants it to be old news. They want witnesses to die, or fall away or question their own memories because everything’s gotten so stretched. Prosecutors always think they have a weak case and will want to secure more evidence. There’ll be dozens of motions and the judge will allow it all because he doesn’t want to be reversed on appeal, or be accused of favoring one side over the other. Hell, you’ve got a business to run. For you this is about closure, meaning of life. These other people, the ones you want to do the right thing by you, they just don’t want to know you.”
“So you’re saying if I’m nice about it, everybody will be nice and I’ll get fucked.” Anderson sourly summarized. “And if I’m not nice, everybody will be an asshole and I’ll get fucked?”
“I’m saying your job is to get through it, and go on with your life.”
“What life? I’m revisited every minute of every day by the memory of my wife and daughter, and what was done to them.”
“And that’s not going to go away, no matter what happens.” Ward had finished with Anderson, with his food, with everything. He picked up the check. “This one’s on me.”
And with that, Ward walked off to pay.
Anderson, reflective, looked out the window.
Father Cannova said he’d recover. Ward was saying forget it, it’s torment forever. Anderson thought to himself how Ward would make a lousy priest and Cannova would make a lousy private investigator. They were as different as night and day.



CHAPTER 12
         The two years that passed felt like the memory loss and “missing time” experiences that are symptomatic to those who claim to have been alien abductees. Anderson didn’t remember sleeping but remembered it was challenging. He hardly remembered being awake either. It was countless the number of times he would be driving and couldn’t remember if the light was red or green in that intersection he just passed through. It scared him how little he cared. He didn’t want to hurt anyone else. Just himself.
Anderson could only label the seasons as: an unrelenting sun-bleached beating - an ever darkening chill - a frigid permanent whiteout - and a fog that never lifted.
He would put in low-bids on his competitors in an attempt to stay busy. He didn’t go to the work sites. Roman was handling that. Anderson wasn’t ready to deal with all the personalities just yet, and he was sure they were just as happy to not have to deal with him also. Actually, Anderson hardly ever went in to the office, either. The few times he did go Joyce found a way to act like the murders never happened and glued herself to her office duties. She was no doubt thankful for his mostly absentee status.
He did remember being in the fetal position quite a bit, having drunk to excess, and wishing God, but more likely Satan would take him – somehow. It was a recurring event which was growing tiresome and made him think maybe he was in hell already.
He did also remember consciously trying to push away all thoughts of Karen and Tristan actually being murdered. The guilt would be overwhelming as the images tried to bang through his defenses. Even the slightest mental reconstruction of their slaughter would turn him homicidal with rage.



CHAPTER 13
         “All rise! The Superior Court for the County of Cook, State of Illinois, is now in session, the Honorable Harold R. Marr presiding! Whoever has business before this court will now be heard! God save the United States and this honorable court!“
It was the People of Illinois
             v.
             Derek Lysander
             Gabriel Lysander
             And Ruben Roney


And the shopping list of charges ranged in the indictments from two counts each of first-degree murder, home invasion, aggravated discharge of a firearm, possession of a controlled substance and aggravated criminal sexual assault for both Lysanders (except there was no firearm charge in Gabriel or Ruben’s case), all the way to two counts of first-degree murder, home invasion, and attempted aggravated criminal sexual assault for Ruben Roney.
The reason Ruben was also up on the murder charges, even though he was outside at the time Tristan’s “accident” occurred and when the fatal shot that killed Karen was fired, was due to the “Felony Murder Rule” which states that if you are committing a felony (in this case rape) and someone dies during the commission of the crime, whether accidentally or intentionally, you can also be charged with the murder even though you may not have even been present or had any intent or reason to believe someone would be killed during the course of the offense. It’s a bit controversial but it is the law in Illinois, nonetheless.
Bonds were set at a million each for Derek and Gabriel, $500,000 for Ruben. None of the three were ever released on bail before the trial.
Prosecutors were hoping the sheer weight of the charges would compel them to all cop to a plea, which did not occur. They offered reduced second-degree murder charges, which is considered an intentional killing but where there is no premeditation. It is more a heat of the moment murder and prosecutors were selling it as “it was understandable that you were fired from your job earlier in the day and you went to the home of the person who you thought caused it and things just got out of hand.”
Derek and the others were lucky to begin with that the gun was not theirs, but considering the rape evidence and the Felony Murder Rule, prosecutors brought a first-degree murder charge which carries a minimum sentence of 20 years in prison to a maximum of life behind bars. There are no “good time” provisions. It’s a Class X felony. The entire sentence must be served. Coupled with the home invasion, the forcible felony of sexual assault, and with “extended term” provisions for “exceptionally brutal or heinous behavior indicative of wanton behavior,” they were looking at a minimum of 30 years each.
If they took the deal, second-degree murder is a Class 1 felony which carries a sentence of 4 to 20 years (with even probation an option for up to 4 years), and prosecutors dangled prison terms of 19 years each for the Lysanders and 15 years for Roney. This was important. Sentences of 20 years or more would send them to a maximum security prison. These lesser terms, anything from an 8 to 19 year sentence, could be served at a medium security facility (and sentences of 7 years or less are usually served at a minimum security prison). It would make a difference. They were also given hope that they’d get out before they were really old men.
Roney was already climbing the walls. He didn’t want to do any more time. Most inmates get “turned-out” on the inside, forced into homosexual relationships, but Roney, unlike the Lysanders, was on the receiving end of the attacks, that is he had been penetrated and was therefore considered a “boy,” not a “man.” This meant he would be sold for sex, and was a pass around punk-ass bitch for a wolf or predator. He was the recipient of a “Covered Wagon” party his first night in the Cook County Correctional Center several years back for his other offenses and luckily had been avoiding the same fate on this go-around, so far. But only because of his association with the Lysanders.
A Covered Wagon is an assault where prisoners drape blankets over the bunk beds to obstruct the view of guards and then assault another inmate, usually a “newbie,” by knocking all their teeth out and forcing them to perform fellatio for everyone. It also includes being sodomized to the point that blood will literally pour from your anus. Roney never wanted to experience that again. He had been trying to prove his manhood ever since and that was how he began to hang around the Lysanders, meeting them in a bar one night, where all three of them had a gang-bang with a cocktail waitress. He just hoped to get their cast-offs.
Prosecutors early on also tried to get Roney to “turn State’s evidence.” They could sense his more frail nature, and offered him a sentence of 5 years on the lesser second-degree murder charge with 3 years probation to testify against his accomplices. He refused, flat out. He was far more afraid of the Lysanders and what they would do to him when they got out. Derek and Gabriel had mentioned repeatedly how a snitch, in their world, doesn’t ever deserve a beat down but should always be killed. Roney didn’t want to rely on them getting maximum prison terms.
The prosecutors knew they were shooting low, hoping to hit something and move on, but this time they missed. Derek and the others indicated through their public defenders that they were not interested in any plea deal. They were taking the gamble as well. They actually hoped to get an acquittal, and stranger things have happened.
Derek, Gabriel and Ruben also all agreed to be tried together. Their testimonies matched. There were no accusations of blame towards each other, no vast differences in who was where aside from Ruben who said he was outside when the fatal shot was fired, which was true. It was simply a very cost-effective way to try them considering that essentially identical witnesses were to be called in all their cases, with the same evidence being presented, and since they didn’t bargain, bundling the cases could possibly be appreciated at sentencing, should they lose. That was good lawyering as well, since the judge they drew had fifty criminal cases pending, and his calendar was not unusual.
There were the typical maneuverings and standard hearings before the trial itself ever began. There was even a defense motion to dismiss all charges claiming the indictment itself was incomplete. It challenged that “there was not even enough evidence to bring charges,” and “if there is an insufficiency in the charging instrument, a judge is compelled to examine the whole of the case, and if there is a deficiency anywhere, even concerning probable cause, then a motion to dismiss may be brought.” They did bring their motion. And the judge did deny it.
There was also an “In limine” motion before the start of the trial where the defense counsel asked the judge to bar introducing their prior convictions saying they were unduly prejudicial. Since the defendants were not testifying in their own defense, the judge agreed and therefore that evidence would not be presented to the jury.
The Lysanders “priors” wouldn’t have clearly shown a pattern anyway because the “unlawful restraint” convictions, for which they spent sixteen months apiece in Joliet Penitentiary, were “plead downs” from the much more serious attempted sexual assault. This was an aborted rape of a 19-year-old grocery store check-out girl who happened to go to the wrong dance club one evening.
Also, it was the dropped deviate sexual abuse charges against them, (if charges could be introduced into evidence which they cannot), that would have created the most damage against the Lysanders. Deviate sexual abuse is usually against a minor and was so in their case. It was against a 15-year-old girl who they had “met” when they were working as part-time drivers for a school bus company. The young girl came across them at a summer carnival where they brought her to their vehicle and forced her to orally copulate both of them. The parents of the girl went to the police and filed charges but some weeks into the process decided not to subject their daughter or themselves to the rigors of a trial, and promptly moved out-of-state. The parents had gotten especially nervous when they learned they needed a conviction or else there could be a lawsuit brought against them by the suspects for falsely claiming their daughter was sexually assaulted. The parents of the girl concluded they had all suffered enough.
As Ward predicted, the defense did ask for Anderson to be excluded from the trial because his presence would also be “prejudicial” and Judge Marr denied it. However, as Ward also foretold, in a subsequent motion they put Anderson on their witness list and claimed his hearing the testimony of others would taint his own eventual sworn statements and the judge allowed it. Therefore, Ward would have to give Anderson an accounting of events until Anderson took the stand.
The trial itself took place several weeks past the 2nd anniversary of Karen and Tristan’s deaths. That second remembrance had been an incredibly cold day in May, a record for the date. It was now mid-June and so hot the asphalt was spongy walking across the thoroughfares to the court building. The street surfaces reminded Anderson of that plushy carpet in the funeral home.
The court building always smelled similar to a petting zoo, like straw and animal urine with feces. Maybe it was because of the distasteful, beastlike nature of the business that was done there. Regardless, it smelled that way all year round.
Anderson waited restlessly for Ward to arrive in a corner of the vast vaulted lobby of the criminal courts building. They had already spoken in the parking lot of the Heart-O’Mine motel that morning. They had very few words. Anderson was anxious to get going with the trial, hoping with it there would be some measure of closure.
Ward was careful not to give any false hope but he was not downbeat, either. He also didn’t tell Anderson the trial could’ve been delayed much further, months, even years, but he heard the defendants were just as anxious to get at it because recent indications were, with the lousy economy and prison overcrowding, violent crime was not getting the usual hard look, especially at sentencing, even where homicide was concerned.
It took ten minutes standing on line for Anderson to get through courthouse security which was choked with attorneys, witnesses, victims, jurors, defendants free on bail, relatives of defendants, and the odd law student or spectator.
The sheriffs who were assigned as screeners growled commands at the sweaty, nervous inflow of courthouse arrivals. Anderson thought it felt like you were entering a prison of sorts. Everywhere it was dirty, like O’Hare airport during the Christmas rush, only this place was no doubt always filthy.
Anderson was going to be left to bide his time in the plaza while Ward would have the job of monitoring the trial proceedings and taking notes in the spectators’ gallery.
Right now, Anderson simply watched Ward move up in the queue where Ward finally got to empty the contents of his pockets into the plastic bins provided by security before he would be allowed to proceed through the metal detectors. There were several gang members immediately ahead of Ward, dressed banger-chic, off to attend some “associate’s” trial. They slowed things up, each gang member having to submit to an individual pat-down and hand-held wand detector search.
Ward eventually walked-through the large, upright rectangular metal detection portal without setting off the dreaded “beep” and collected his belongings on the other side of a long table. He disappeared into an elevator with a gaggle of lost-souls, low-lifes, and lawyers.
 
Judge Marr took his seat behind the bench in the courtroom in his flowing robes. He gave the gavel a tap on the sound board and said, “Let’s begin.”
Derek, Gabriel and Ruben were dressed in suits with ties. They had fresh haircuts. They were clean shaven and stone-faced as they sat next to their public defenders at the defense table.
The gallery had a spattering of spectators, including Al Ward who sat at the back.
The jury was comprised of six men and six women.
Judge Marr took some time to go through trial procedure for the jury, and delivered a reiteration of previous instructions telling them to “put aside all preconceived notions you may have about the case,” after which Opening Statements then took up most of the morning of that first day.
The lead prosecutor was a woman, Ms. Patricia Henklin, who had over a dozen years of experience toiling for the Cook County State’s Attorney’s Office. She had won more than her fair share of cases and even had some awards from victim’s groups. She was diminutive but had a bull-dog quality that made her seem tenacious and at the same time caring. She didn’t “find herself” in the prosecutor’s office, she “found herself.” Unlike most attorneys, it mattered greatly to her that she was on the side of right and so she resisted taking a position in a private firm where a partnership would surely await her.
Ms. Henklin went first, as per custom, and very diligently put forth the outline of their case and what they expected to prove, namely that this was a crime of rage and opportunity. The first words out of her mouth were what she hoped the jury would conclude at the trial’s end, “Mr. Derek Lysander, Mr. Gabriel Lysander and Mr. Ruben Roney are guilty of the rape of Mrs. Karen Anderson and the subsequent murders of Mrs. Anderson and her 14-year-old daughter, Tristan Anderson. And the evidence in this case is going to show how it all took place. We will show how they wanted to get back at the Andersons-”
“Objection, your Honor, argumentative.” A twenty-something male, who was the youngest member of the defense counsel, interrupted. “’Getting back at,’ I don’t see where the evidence is going to prove frame of mind.”
“Your Honor, we have witness testimony to support this.” Ms. Henklin explained.
“Overruled.” Jude Marr intoned, siding with Ms. Henklin and the prosecution.
“And we will show how their rage at having-” Ms. Henklin continued before the same young male member of the defense counsel quickly interrupted again.
“This is arguing, your Honor.” He protested.
“Can we get counsel up here?” Judge Marr ordered the opposing lawyers to a sidebar where he could speak to them out of earshot of the jury but still converse on the record.
It took a second, but as soon as the three separate public defenders and Ms. Henklin were assembled at the bench, the judge lowered his voice and spoke to them all firmly. “Look, these are opening statements which I hope we can get through without undue stoppages-”
“But-” The young public defender started to object again and was halted in his tracks by Judge Marr’s raised hand.
“A fairly wide berth is given during openings. Let’s keep our objections at this point to a minimum.” Judge Marr strongly suggested, essentially addressing this particular member of the defense counsel’s greenness and ending the sidebar.
Counsel returned to their respective places.
Jurors are much more attentive at the beginning of a trial. At the start of anything for that matter, but especially during an opening statement. It was always a good idea to hit them fast.
Ms. Henklin went seamlessly right back into her opening statement and told the jury exactly what evidence they could expect to see. She went over what “he’ll tell you” and “she’ll tell you” referring to the various scheduled experts and witnesses they would hear from that would support the State’s case.
Henklin did not want to be longwinded but did make sure she underscored and addressed the “abundant bruising present on Mrs. Anderson’s vaginal area to indicate rape” with the “fact that physical force is used in 85 percent of all rapes,” but she cleverly left out any mention of guns in the home at this point (which she hoped the defense would overlook) because while firearms are turned on the owners in many cases, statistics also point towards an extraordinarily high correlation between home ownership of a firearm and suicide.
In wrapping up, Henklin made it strictly personal when she bellowed, “Yes, the three defendants were working at the Anderson home earlier in the day, and yes, they were fired for lewd and lascivious behavior directed at Mrs. Anderson, but no one forced them to return later that same day to confront the Andersons where no good outcome could occur.”
She also ended by laying out the sensible scenario that had the defendants waiting their turns to rape Karen, not leaving out Ruben “whose fingerprints and hair were there, just not his ejaculate,” before she described how Tristan returned from her “grade-school graduation dance,” went around behind the house to investigate, and when the “daughter of Mrs. Anderson” saw what was happening, “the horrific sight of her mother being brutally violated by the very same strangers who played peeping tom earlier in the day,” the “innocent young Anderson girl” backpedaled from the window where she then tragically hit her head and fell into the swimming pool, “a life wasted for no reason.”
To an astute observer, opposing counsel did sink in their seats at this, albeit imperceptibly.
The prosecutor then followed that with a very emotional contention, her voice cracking, “…and each of the defendants is guilty of Tristan Anderson’s murder as surely as if they all three together slammed her head against that patio post!”
Ms. Henklin paused at that point because she knew she had driven home her assertions. You could hear a pin drop in the courtroom. After a moment, she commenced into her concluding statement, building at a steady pace, with increasing volume, towards the final crescendo.
“In the days to come you will hear every possible excuse by the defense.” Henklin lowered her head momentarily for a solemn effect, before taking a deep breath and continuing, “An excuse for why they were there. An excuse for why they ran, ‘we were just scared,’ what else can they say?” Henklin then walked directly in front of the jury box and made sure she made eye contact with each juror as she spoke.
“But that brings us to: why is the State here? Why are the good people of Illinois here, with all the resources we have as a free society?” Henklin asked this as if she were a member of the jury, “Because we want to make sure that justice is served. We’re not here to tell a story. We’re here to tell the truth. There are too many victims. And instead of a little girl being alive who should be dreaming about what high-school will be like and a mother wanting to make sure her daughter’s every dream is fulfilled, we will instead be talking about the ugly tragedy of their deaths, and always asking ourselves why? Why are they dead? And the answer is simply because…” Henklin pointed at the defense table, making sure her voice was high-pitched, and vengeful, “…these three defendants were fired from their jobs and wanted to express their rage!”
 
There was a short recess, after which the defendants sent Derek’s public defender to deliver their Opening Statement. He was also the one who made the objections at the outset of Henklin’s Opening Statement. His name was Bryce Calcote, a 28-year-old bright-eyed gangly go-getter, fresh out of a good law school, who was champing at the bit to get his first real trial court experience.
Calcote was actually pretty good, and after a nervous start, showed some stage presence. He used his hands with a flourish to make points, demonstrating a flair for the dramatic. He slowly strode before the jury box, not afraid to get close to them. He also wasn’t fearful of making eye contact, and had good personal grooming which is something that shouldn’t be discounted. He also had a slight limp, not from some temporary injury, that he carried with dignity and which gave him a sympathetic feature.
Calcote started with a nod to the prosecutor and how “Ms. Henklin” did a wonderful job outlining the State’s case where the “burden of proof” is on her to demonstrate, through the evidence, that these men committed these “alleged” despicable acts.
However, Calcote quickly negated that acknowledgment when he raised his voice perceptibly and said, “But that burden is uniquely formidable because the truth of the matter is that these three men are innocent! They did not get up that fateful day and say we want these two people dead! They merely went to work, and on that day their duties happened to be at the Anderson home, whereupon Mrs. Anderson’s husband came home for lunch and jealously called their boss to have them fired. Mrs. Anderson hated that that was her husband’s first response when he saw them together. She was upset at their treatment and told them so and invited them to return later that evening when she knew she would be alone.”
Mr. Calcote only mentioned the “invitation to return” directly just once in his opening. He didn’t want to overplay it, because this was the weakest, albeit at the same time the most vital, part of their case. At this point, accepting that premise at all was going to require the jury to do some throwing of logic out the window. Quite a few in depth studies have been done that show the vast majority of jurors make up their minds based on an opening statement and do not change their decision so it is critically important to start on the right foot. This would have to be one of those other third of cases that the jurors’ minds are won over later, through working the evidence and testimony.
“That is when the horrendous sequence of events occurred, on that fateful night.” Calcote continued. “The deaths that took place that evening were heartbreaking, but they were not caused by these men, but rather by a mother’s anguish at seeing what tragically happened to her daughter as a result of her, the mother’s choices. Fact is, it was a fateful decision, because when her daughter came home, she did not ring the doorbell, or use a key, but went around to the back of the residence where undoubtedly it was shocking for a daughter to see her mother engaged in adult activities.”
Ward shifted uneasily about in his place on the pew-styled bench. It was hard to hear everything that was going on because the gallery was separated by bullet-proof glass from the rest of the courtroom which itself was small and claustrophobic, as many were in the criminal courts building. The bullet-proof glass was also soundproof so spectators had to rely on an inadequate microphone placed at the judge’s bench to follow the proceedings. If you weren’t getting every other sentence because of the throat-clearing coughs of the courtroom participants you were lucky to get every other word in between the heavy nasal breathing of Judge Marr which was a result of the strain on his respiratory and cardiovascular system from carrying his corpulent frame. It didn’t matter because even hearing just a portion was enough to get one sick to their stomach if you knew the truth of the matter. Ward could only think of how glad he was that Anderson wasn’t here right now listening to this bilge from the defense counsel.
Calcote kept his tone measured, matter-of-fact at this point, and made himself face the jury. “And when Mr. Derek Lysander stepped out into the night air and saw Mrs. Anderson’s daughter floating in the pool he immediately ran back inside to get the others to help pull her body out of the water. This is when Mrs. Anderson realized what had happened and went into a whirl of guilt. She ran from the living room into the master bedroom and quickly returned with a gun. The defendants were stunned. They thought she was running to call 911. They didn’t know what she intended to do. It wasn’t their gun. They didn’t know if she was going to use it on them, blame them for what happened. They didn’t know how proficient she was in its use. Again, it wasn’t their gun. It was Mr. Anderson’s gun. Obviously Mrs. Anderson knew where the gun was, so she must have had some familiarity with it. But when they realized she was going to use the gun on herself, Derek Lysander even had tears in his eyes as he empathetically tried to reason with her not to do it.”
The veteran members of the court really had to bite their lips at most of this grandstanding lest they make the trial seem like an “ex parte” proceeding, which is a judicial process primarily conducted for the benefit of one party only. While they had heard it all in their time this “tears of Derek” line was particularly testing.
The jurors, if they were skeptical at all at this point, were not revealing.
When Calcote delivered the next line, he made sure to act it out. “As Mr. Lysander approached Mrs. Anderson he was able to grab her by the wrists and take hold of her gun hand, but sadly she was determined to pay for or make amends for her daughter’s death in some way, and she pulled the trigger in spite of Mr. Lysander’s efforts to stop her.” Calcote sagged his shoulders demonstrably, ruefully.
Derek even lowered his head somberly at the defense table as though he were reliving a painful memory.
The young public defender went on from that point also detailing some of the evidence that would be presented (except for the DNA evidence which they weren’t going to argue against). Calcote conceded that there were gunshot deposits on both “Mrs. Anderson’s hands as well as Mr. Derek Lysander’s hands but that Mrs. Anderson’s hands showed the greater density of residue.” He left out that by the time Derek was picked up and the test was administered it was hours later therefore much of the residue wore off or was washed off.
Calcote said that “there will be no evidence of a break-in because there was no break-in” and admitted “yes, they ran, and yes, they were frightened” but asked rhetorically “who wouldn’t be?” He followed that statement with, “It’s a horrible thing in life to be blamed for something you didn’t do.”
Ward snorted derisively at this reprehensible declaration. The other attendees in the gallery looked at Ward but luckily no one was the wiser about his outburst on the other side of the soundproof-glass.
Calcote wrapped up by again stressing the point favorable to the defense, “But it wasn’t their gun and they knew it wasn’t their gun so they decided to face the fact they would be forced to defend themselves. And they were completely compliant once they were confronted with this reality, as police witnesses will testify to, because the sad fact of the matter is owning a gun and having it in the home makes the likelihood of death by suicide greater by many times over…”
“Objection, your Honor, this is argument!” Prosecutor Henklin interrupted.
“Sustained.” Judge Marr ruled.
“But, your Honor, we will be presenting an expert witness who will testify to this very point.” Calcote countered.
“Then let it come out when you present your witness.” Judge Marr instructed him.
Calcote nodded, shaken out of his rhythm. He stepped to the defense table where he scanned some notes on a yellow pad.
Ms. Henklin was careful not to show the slightest emotion during all this, even when he mentioned the link between gun ownership and increased rates of suicide. She knew it would be a major element of their defense. Actually, she was completely expressionless throughout his opening, thinking she might stop him several times with objections but in the end, except for this one time, decided to let him run. She felt it might have made her look devious otherwise.
Calcote concluded his refresher and moved back in front of the jury box, bearing down for his finish. “Now you’re going to see photographs of all kinds of things, but seeing a photograph doesn’t prove anything. You’re going to see photographs that will be gruesome, but that does not prove anything. They are only going to show the deaths of Mrs. Anderson by a gunshot and her daughter by blunt head trauma which led to her subsequent drowning, but they don’t prove anything else.”
Derek, Gabriel and Ruben all set their jaws self-righteously.
Calcote extended his arm in a sweeping gesture towards the bench. “Just as Judge Marr stated during jury selection and reminded us earlier this morning, you need to put aside all preconceived notions and just look at the facts. And if you just look at the facts, I am supremely confident, after everything has been presented, that you will find that these three men are not guilty. Thank you.”
 
The first witness called that opening day by the prosecution was Police Officer Neal Davis, the officer who made the arrest of the suspects on the night of the “alleged” murder.
“I made contact with the suspects shortly before 11 p.m. during what was being treated as a high-risk traffic stop.” Davis recalled when asked by the prosecutor. “I had placed their vehicle under surveillance due to a call coming in several minutes earlier to be on the lookout for possibly three suspects in a tan LTD that may have been involved in a shooting death. I observed the vehicle swerving through traffic erratically, placed a call for back-up, and put my emergency lights on. The vehicle immediately turned eastbound on Cemetery Road and came to a stop as other officers responding to my call arrived on scene. The suspects were ordered out of their vehicle and promptly complied with commands.”
On a screen in the courtroom a video of the police cruiser’s on-board dashboard cam was played. It mirrored exactly what Officer Davis had testified to on the stand. The video showed Officer Davis standing in the open door of his idling cruiser, service weapon drawn, spotlights illuminating the LTD as other police cruisers skidded to a stop on the gravelly access road.
“Everybody out of the car! Hands where I can see them!” Officer Davis yelled as Derek, Gabriel and Ruben stepped dazedly out of the LTD, hands held high on the videotape.
“On the ground! Face down! Hands out to your side!” Davis continued as he advanced carefully on Derek, who had been driving, blood clearly smeared on one side of Derek’s face, neck and shirt.
Derek assumed the position, laid flat on the ground as the other arriving officers, with their guns drawn, helped secure Derek, Gabriel and Ruben, handcuffing them all.
Eerily, grave markers could be also seen through a chain-link fence in the background on the dashcam video since the stop took place on “Cemetery Road” which abutted a memorial park. It was just a coincidence. Still, the irony was not lost on many of those in the courtroom.
“I observed what appeared to be blood on one of the suspects, the driver of the vehicle.” Officer Davis continued to testify. “And all three suspects’ persons were thoroughly searched but no weapons were found. Since the suspects were compliant and under control we did not engage in a further search of the vehicle at the time of the arrest but a casual observation of the interior of their vehicle showed what appeared to be a small plastic bag containing pills in plain view on the front seat.”
Officer Davis also went on to testify that at the traffic stop the driver, Derek Lysander, appeared to be intoxicated from the effects of some narcotic and/or possibly alcoholic beverage and indeed, the two other occupants of the vehicle appeared to be in a similar impaired state.
The officer further stated for the record that Derek Lysander, in addition to possibly driving under the influence, was also committing numerous lane violations when he was pulled over, and was driving without a license, as well as driving without insurance and was operating an unregistered vehicle.
None of the officer’s testimony was challenged by the defense. There was “probable cause” that the suspects had committed a felony and while warrants were later issued to search the vehicle, the initial, immediate search for any weapons and/or the gun used in the alleged shooting (the arresting officer couldn’t know at the time that the weapon was in Karen’s hand) was legal and reasonable. Seeing the “plastic bag” clearly fell under the “plain view doctrine” which allows an officer to search a place and seize evidence or other unlawful objects, without a warrant, if such objects are discovered and easily perceptible during a lawful observation.
Davis concluded his testimony by saying all three suspects, “were taken without incident.”
 
Gabriel Lysander’s public defender, Ms. Rafaela Alcantara, a 30-year-old woman with too gentle looks for this line of work, was sent to cross-examine Davis. She basically had only one line of questioning, the three defendant’s compliance or lack thereof, from the time of their arrest to the hours immediately afterward. She kept it brief so as not to look as if she were unduly pestering the witness.
Officer Davis acknowledged the “suspects submitted” to “all searches, required tests and standard requests for information throughout the booking procedure.”
And when Ms. Alcantara then surmised for Officer Davis, “It seems to be fair to say all of the defendants were model prisoners for the time they were in your custody?”
He answered. “They weren’t uncooperative.”
 
The prosecution put two more State witnesses on the stand that opening day.
First up after the lunch break was scientist Wojtek Sliczynski from the Illinois State Police Forensic Science Center who testified as to the results from the gunshot residue, or GSR tests. Mr. Sliczynski stated that while Gabriel and Ruben tested “negative,” that is they showed no signs of having recently fired a gun, “Mr. Derek Lysander’s left and right hands did both carry unique particles that indicated the defendant either recently discharged a firearm, came in contact with a recently discharged firearm or was in extremely close proximity to a weapon when it was discharged.”
The court reporter asked Mr. Sliczynski to speak a little louder and he obliged her, finishing his interpretation of the report by saying, “Tests on Mrs. Karen Anderson’s hands showed a high concentration of unique primer residue particles from one of the same possible interactions with a firearm.” Mr. Sliczynski added that Mrs. Anderson’s test was done at the “Medical Examiner’s” and that her hands were properly protected with paper bags before transport to insure a proper “GSR” was administered.
Ms. Henklin asked if the residue on “Mr. Derek Lysander’s hands” could indicate the possibility “the defendant actually pulled the trigger and placed it in Mrs. Anderson’s hand” or “had his hands in control of the weapon and fired it in a struggle?”
The scientist answered, “Yes, it’s possible. Gunshot residue tests are extremely fragile and it is important that they be given within, at most, several hours of the weapon being discharged. To my understanding, the defendant took the test at least 2 hours later in which time much of the particles would have worn off, fallen off or possibly been washed off. It’s likely he had a higher concentration of residue earlier.”
On cross-examination Mr. Calcote attacked Mr. Sliczynski’s “speculations.” “We are not disputing whether Mr. Derek Lysander came in contact with fired gun that evening, but isn’t it entirely possible the defendant also was trying to stop the decedent from taking her life and by proximity alone picked up these particles?” Calcote posited.
“Yes, that’s entirely possible as well.” The scientist conceded.
Calcote peevishly reviewed the scientist’s credentials (something the defense team would do with each witness whether or not the prosecution already listed them). He asked the standard questions such as what training and education qualified him (or her, as the case may be) as an expert in his area of endeavor. It ended with the usual inquiry “and is this outside your usual area of competence?”
The defense team did the “education” review so as to not let any witness off the hook, even if the evidence was unchallenged. Sometimes it was done in hope of an inadvertent screw-up or a stammering nervous answer but, while nearly all of these experts were not new to this process, mostly it was done because public defenders are basically sworn to make the prosecution prove every element of the State’s case. They had to lay out a vigorous defense. The fear of any attorney is to get skewered by a defendant in appeal with the malpractice claim of “ineffective assistance of counsel.”
The prosecution, for their part, had to make sure they did everything by the book. They weren’t going to get caught in any Brady violations which occur when discovery is not fully disclosed by the State to the defense in a timely manner. They had to just lay out the evidence. No tricks. The defense had to know everything that was coming. Don’t allow any claims of prosecutorial misconduct down the line.
An old knock had it that a public defender was not in the same league as the prosecuting attorneys, but that is no longer the case. In Chicago, public defender’s now made even more on average than their prosecutorial counterparts. So, while an indigent client may be sorely limited in funds for expert witnesses to mount an extensive defense, it was closer to a “fair” fight in terms of representation and both sides could complain of burdensome case loads.
 
The last State witness the first day was a forensic chemist, Dr. Marius Vasker, who testified that Derek Lysander’s blood alcohol concentration was .172 percent, far in excess of the legal limit to drive at .08.
Dr. Vasker also testified as to the qualitative findings in a lab report concerning the chemical analysis of the “tablets inside the plastic bag taken as evidence from the vehicle occupied by the defendants at the time of their arrest.” He stated that the three tablets were identified as “Ecstasy” or “MDMA, clinically known as methylenedioxymethamphetamine from the sympathomimetic amine drug class.”
The court reporter asked him to repeat that last bit of testimony and he did.
Dr. Vasker then further swore under oath as to the composition and identity of “the two pills among the items in one of the defendant Gabriel Lysander’s pockets at the time of arrest” which were each “1 milligram doses of Clonazepam, a legal pharmaceutical in the United States, requiring a prescription.”
Ms. Henklin pointed out that the defendant did not possess a legal prescription and asked Dr. Vasker to give an assessment as to MDMA and Clonazepam’s effects and uses.
Calcote jumped in with an objection that the question and answer were “irrelevant.”
Henklin countered with the reason for its admissibility, saying, “Your Honor, the State needs to show the difference in the deceased’s toxicology tests with the assertion by the defense that the deceased possibly had a similar predilection for illicit or recreational pharmaceuticals or a predisposition for a lifestyle that could include recreational pharmaceuticals.”
Judge Marr quickly overruled Calcote and gave him an admonishing stare. Marr was a bit ticked off with Calcote who had already raised a pre-trial motion, in limine, to exclude this evidence and was denied. This testimony was no surprise. Calcote was just hoping to negate the effects of the doctor’s statements before the jury. There would be no drugs or alcohol found in Karen’s system (except what was naturally occurring), but Calcote hoped to make it appear the prosecution might be playing games.
Actually, both sides wanted to get through this portion of the trial fairly quickly. It was thorny.
The prosecution did want to show how different these defendants and their “lifestyle” were from the victims, specifically Karen, but they also didn’t want to give them an out, and open up the possibility of them using the “voluntary intoxication defense.” In effect, this would have them claiming they were so high or drunk or both that they didn’t know what they were doing.
Intoxication is no excuse for committing a crime but murder is a “specific intent” crime instead of a “general intent” offense which would have someone basically breaking the law but not having the all-important pre-planned deliberate design. It’s “mens rea” or “guilty mind” versus “actus rea” or “guilty act.” The defense could argue the states of mind of deliberation and premeditation could be negated by intoxication. Courts generally looked down on defendants using this tactic, and juries had a tendency to throw the book at anyone who tried to use it. Many think it should be considered an aggravating rather than a mitigating factor in a crime.
However, defendants using the “voluntary intoxication defense” have been known to get acquitted or have the charged crime and/or sentence reduced significantly if successfully argued. The intoxication has to be so extreme as to “suspend the power of reason and render someone incapable of forming a specific intent.” Using this argument, Derek and the others would be making an “affirmative defense,” essentially admitting the crime, but making an “excuse” for why they did it.
Derek and Gabriel could argue Karen offered them the beers they had that night which came from the Anderson refrigerator. Ecstasy tends to cause dehydration and she should have known mixing these particular narcotics has a nasty effect. They would of course leave out the fact that, in addition to taking the beers without asking during their heinous attack, Derek was the one who had noticed the six-pack earlier in the day when he took the liberty of grabbing a soda for himself out of the refrigerator, and it was also he who relayed that information to Gabriel.
The prosecution would counter-argue that they were clearly not so “extreme” in their intoxication. They were in command enough of their faculties to have sex and go through a retinue of booking procedures, and in Derek’s case, drive a car and not hit anybody or anything. They also didn’t make their impairment known to the police at the time of their arrest. It would have helped to tell the cops they were “so wasted” but they hadn’t formulated a secondary ruse defense at that point.
No, it was better for them to stick to their burden of proof path, make the State prove their case beyond a reasonable doubt, and if they lose big, use the intoxication defense possibly in appeal by claiming their public defenders didn’t properly advise them of the possibility (which they did) for such a defense and ask for a reversal due to counsel’s failure to disclose or request a voluntary-intoxication jury instruction. There were more than enough jailhouse attorneys to help Derek and the others down the line should they need it. Also, with such an appeal, higher court judges are many times more prone to tossing a conviction or remanding for a new trial once the emotional heat of the crime has passed and punishment has been meted out.
Dr. Vasker did continue and detailed Clonazepam’s primary prescribed use as an anti-seizure medication and sometimes use in the relief of panic attacks. He did add that it is also known as the “Dollar Date” drug, owing to its powerful anti-convulsant muscle relaxant feature that is used to immobilize people, usually women, much like the “Date Rape” drug Rohypnol is characterized.
The defense also let Dr. Vasker go on without interruption, detailing the uses, effects and lengthy deleterious side-effects for MDMA even though, on the face of it, it was damaging evidence. It sure didn’t help that MDMA commonly produces a “prolonged sense of euphoria, confidence, sexual prowess, and desirability.”
After the doctor finished, Calcote, on cross-examination, basically wanted to make one point, asking the doctor, “Don’t you work for the police?”
“No, sir.” Dr. Vasker replied.
“You are a forensic chemist employed by the Illinois State Police Crime Lab, are you not?” Calcote persisted.
“Yes, but-” Dr. Vasker answered evenly, having been in this position many times before.
“No, ‘but’, that’s who you regularly produce reports for.” Calcote hissed at the doctor, cutting him off while almost leaning into the witness stand.
Ms. Henklin voiced an objection for “badgering” the witness, arguing Calcote was attempting to bully the doctor by “looming over him.”
Judge Marr sustained the objection, and when the doctor tried to finish his answer, Calcote waved him off whereupon Ms. Henklin objected again saying the original question was “particularly leading” and that by not allowing the doctor to answer “Mr. Calcote is also misleading the jury, your honor, and has put the witness’s reputation and character in question.”
Leading questions are designed to discredit a witness’s testimony by formulating queries that require only a yes or no answer. While usually not allowed in the direct questioning of a witness they are generally permitted in cross-examination because an opposition witness is already considered hostile.
Marr again “sustained” the objection and ruled that the witness be allowed to “finish his answer.”
Dr. Vasker concluded by saying, “Yes, I work at the State Police Crime Lab where I am employed to make professional, independent observations and draw conclusions based on those observations.”
Calcote had no further questions.
Judge Marr said “thank you” and the witness stepped down.
Anyway, Calcote got his point across to the jury and, while not negating, at least tainted the effects of the doctor’s testimony. The doctor already was pedantic in his delivery, and at this phase in what was a long opening slog most of the jurors were nodding and ready for a rest. So it wasn’t entirely clear who won or lost the most by the day’s testimony.
The prosecution succeeded in making Derek and the others look creepy. Henklin would have loved to have used the non-DNA results of the blood draw but it can be a double-edged sword and there are arguments about whether involuntary drug tests of suspects violates due process making it fall under the 4th Amendment’s prohibition against unreasonable search and seizures.
All in all it could have been far more damaging to the defense. The drugs were there.
In Gabriel’s case it was an “active possession,” the drugs were on his person.
For Derek, because he was driving, the ecstasy pills were considered a “constructive possession,” in other words the narcotics were where he could easily reach or control them. They both had neglected to toss the pills out the window in their flight, mainly because being gainfully employed of late with the landscaping gig they had splurged for the more expensive ecstasy pills rather than their usual purchases of crystal meth. They just didn’t want to be wasteful. Having only a few pills still fell under crucial distribution limits anyway. It looked obvious the narcotics were only for their “personal use.” They knew the rules from their time spent dealing drugs. However, that dealing was done in very limited amounts. Even they were afraid of “getting in” heavy with real narcotic traffickers because actual practitioners of the drug trade don’t fuck around. If a trafficker even thinks for a second you’re screwing them, they’ll take you out. It’ll be a simple street execution that you won’t ever see coming.
No, the defense did do pretty good. They knew without Karen showing evidence of drinking or getting high it was best to get past the drug and alcohol testimony. They would have to use other ways to impugn her character. They were going to have to pursue their horny housewife defense from some other angle and Day 2, or another day, would offer a better set-up. But it wasn’t going to be easy. Illinois has a “rape shield” statute that prohibits using a victim’s sexual history against her (and there was no history here in any event). Even a deceased rape victim’s privacy is afforded the same protections as a surviving victim. But still there were ways.
The prosecution knew how to play the game as well. They weren’t going to spend it all opening day. These witnesses seemed to be more set up pitches by the prosecution. They were building to something. They wanted their big witnesses and the damning parts of their argument stacked later in the trial, too.
 
Ward met Anderson a few streets over from the criminal courts building.
Anderson paid for some hot dogs from a cart vendor and they sat in a small park by a dormant fountain that was shut down for maintenance. That was good. Anderson wanted to hear what Ward had to say. There were already enough city sounds and in the few trees scattered about the area there seemed to be a thousand birds waiting for bits of bun to be discarded.
Ward took a minute to wolf down the first of his two dogs. He took a long slug from a can of flavored iced tea and then gave Anderson the details. He didn’t hold back. Anderson would eventually get the transcript and would know exactly what had happened. Ward, when he finished his report, characterized the news by saying it was the “usual horseshit.”
Anderson, to Ward’s surprise, took it all in without showing emotion. When Anderson finally looked up from his shoes, he simply stared at the small tree branches overhead where a warm summer wind whipped the abundant, full leaves and made them glisten in the sunlight. Apparently, green things growing seemed to cover up a lot of shit.
Ward let him know what Day 2 should entail. There was also a chance Anderson could be called as a witness, but it was unlikely. Probably Day 3. Maybe Day 4, which might also be the total number of days spent on the trial.
Anderson nodded in acknowledgment, said he’d see him tomorrow, which he would in any event, and walked away.
* * *
         Day 2’s first witness came to the stand after a minor delay owing to a temporary medical condition, an upset stomach, by one of the jurors.
Ms. Kayte Conway, the mother who “drove all the girls home that night,” was incredibly nervous on the stand and, after getting sworn in, Judge Marr had to ask if she was alright. She said she gets “so nervous around these kinds of things” and added “I don’t even like going to get my license renewed.”
The jurors all laughed at this, and understood.
There wasn’t much she was expected to testify to except the time she dropped Tristan off “which was a little before ten.” Asked how she knew what time it was she answered, “Because I remember one of the girls had to be home by ten.”
Ms. Henklin asked her, “When you drove up, a short time before ten, to the Anderson residence and dropped off Mr. and Mrs. Anderson’s daughter, did you see anything that disturbed you?”
“Objection, leading and prejudicial.” Calcote protested.
“Sustained.” Judge Marr ruled.
“I’ll rephrase.” Henklin acquiesced and asked Ms. Conway simply, “What did you see when you drove up to the Anderson home?”
“Well, I remember…” Ms. Conway testified. “…seeing an old car parked in front of the house that just didn’t look right.”
The “didn’t look right” comment brought more objections from the defense for “speculation” and for making an “inflammatory statement.” The reasoning given by Calcote was basically what kind of car someone drives does not necessarily predispose them to crime.
These particular objections left a lot of discretion on the part of the judge to rule whether or not they would be disallowed. Judges don’t like to have to instruct the jury to “disregard” anything because while the jurors then won’t have the statement or evidence for review if the case should go all the way to deliberations, stricken from the record admonishments tend to “impress a thing” even more in a juror’s mind and open the door to calls for a mistrial. A good attorney knows to take a scintilla of breathing space and drive a truck through it.
Ms. Henklin argued successfully that “whether something seems out of place from normal, enough to make someone comment on it, or indicate a concern, is entirely relevant to this case” whereupon Judge Marr, who is the referee at the end of everything, ruled its “probative value (evidence sufficiently useful to possibly prove something) outweighed the danger of unfair prejudice” and therefore he was going to allow it.
This decision did lead to Mr. Calcote’s call for a mistrial, saying that permitting it was “highly prejudicial” and accusing Ms. Henklin (and he was right) of wanting to “get it out there and you can’t put the toothpaste back in the tube once it’s out.”
Judge Marr denied the motion, but made the standard cover your ass statement that he would reserve the right to rule on a mistrial even up to the time when the actual verdict is read. It was just posturing but he had to pay it lip service if only to avoid his own judicial reprimand down the line.
The judge then called both lead attorneys into his chambers and reprimanded both sides for gamesmanship. He also upbraided Calcote and reminded him he had the transcripts of the depositions the State conducted with of all its witnesses well beforehand, that Ms. Conway’s statements were not materially different, and he could have made clear his intention to object to this testimony in advance.
Calcote apologized, and said he must have “overlooked it.” That was not true. He was just backing off. Calcote had designs on working in the prosecutor’s office and was eager to show he knew his stuff right out of the gate. But why piss off a judge? They all talk, and you might be looking at working with him or her for a long time.
When Ms. Conway’s testimony resumed she was shown a photo of the LTD by Ms. Henklin and was asked if this was the car she saw when she dropped Tristan off.
“Yes, that’s the car.” Ms. Conway replied, and continued. “And it sort of bothered me because it didn’t look like any of the Anderson’s cars, so I asked Tristan if she wanted me to wait until she got into the house. And Tristan said ‘no,’ so I drove off.”
“Why didn’t you wait?” Henklin asked.
“I don’t know.” Ms. Conway replied, tears forming in her eyes.
“But you didn’t?” Henklin inquired but it was more of a statement.
“I just didn’t and I’ll regret it for the rest of my life!” Ms. Conway blurted, voice quavering as she began to weep openly, talking now in a tortured torrent in that way the witness stand tends to propel repressed emotions to the surface. “I shouldn’t have let her go in there alone! I knew that sweet little girl since she was five! She went to school with my little girl! They were in Girl Scout’s together! I knew Karen all that time! She was so wonderful and helpful! Both of them were just like angels! Nice to everybody! Maybe If I went in there with her maybe I could have stopped it! For them to be-” She wiped her tears, shoulders shaking, head sagging from shame and torment. “I’ve gone to therapy about this. My daughter, too. We can’t-” Ms. Conway couldn’t face the prospect of finishing that sentence, and finally just said. “I’m sorry. I’m just so sorry.”
Calcote didn’t dare stop her through all this with any objections, though her emotional display was hurting him and he knew it.
Several of the women in the jury were tearing up as well as a couple of the male jury members.
Judge Marr asked Ms. Conway if she would like a recess to gather herself.
“I’m alright. I’m alright.” Ms. Conway assured him, but it was clear she never would be and that the damage from this chapter in her life would be an etching of self-recrimination on her soul forever.
“Thank you. That’s all the questions I have.” Ms. Henklin finished and sat down.
Calcote stood up and went right at it as Ms. Conway dabbed at her tears with some tissues. He didn’t have the maturity yet to have real empathy or the ability to fake it.
“Ms. Conway, do you ever see old cars parked in your neighborhood?” Calcote inquired with an air of condescension.
“Yes.” Ms. Conway replied.
“Do you normally get upset when you see an old car parked in your neighborhood?” Calcote asked.
“’Upset?’” Ms. Conway repeated, confused.
“Do you think about calling 9-1-1?” Calcote clarified, staring down his nose at her.
“No.” Ms. Conway answered simply.
“Thank you. No further questions.” Calcote curtly concluded and sat down. He had made his point but was showing his irritation which wasn’t a positive trait. He kind of knew it, but he was young, and it was a mistake he figured he would self-correct with future witnesses. He was well aware of the old axioms: Never bully a witness and never look like a lawyer.
Ms. Conway was excused and the next three witnesses were gotten through with surprising alacrity considering the arcane nature of their testimony. In order they were: Lead Homicide Detective Wayne Crotty (who didn’t have to spell his name for the court reporter), Gunther Schauspieler, a forensic pathologist, and Dr. Khadeeja Azzam from the Medical Examiner’s Office who was the only one who took some sort of a grilling.
Detective Crotty, after the standard queries about his professional history and qualifications, went through what was encountered when he and the first patrol officers arrived at the Anderson residence. He testified that it was quickly ascertained that there were “two female victims, one minor, one adult who were DRT, dead right there.”
Crotty continued, relating how, after a complete check of the premises “found no other persons present” it then “turned into a situation possibly concerning public safety” and “dispatch requested an ATL, attempt-to-locate, due to the 911 call from an adult neighbor who reported hearing a gunshot and witnessed three individuals who may have been involved in the deaths fleeing the scene in a tan LTD. All units were advised to use caution, to wait for assistance if possible and treat any traffic stop as high-risk.”
Crotty went on telling those in the courtroom how the scene itself was then secured and access carefully controlled. There was the official pronunciation of death, and evidence was collected. He calmly answered questions from the prosecution and defense about the procedures his team followed for sample collection, proper record-keeping, storage, and chain of custody to securely protect the integrity of all the items being tested. It was fairly clear the police took reasonable protective measures to ensure the evidence collected from the Anderson residence and the LTD was the same evidence tested at the State crime labs.
Besides all the standard cross-examination questions required to be asked by Calcote, the one central question he had for Crotty that he made sure he highlighted was “who is the registered owner of the gun found in Mrs. Anderson’s hand?” Calcote had laid the foundation for this subject in his Opening Statement and was now making sure the focus was being placed squarely on “The Gun” by asking Crotty insinuating additional questions around this same theme.
“Detective Crotty, in your investigation did you discover a secure area where it looked like the gun was kept?”
“Was ammunition for the gun found?”
“Was possession of the gun a legal ownership? In other words, did Mr. Anderson possess an FOID, a Firearm Owner’s Identification Program card for the gun?”
Crotty answered the numerous questions on the subject of the gun to the affirmative without irritation but the same couldn’t be said for Ms. Henklin whose patience was tested.
Ms. Henklin especially got peeved when Calcote tried to slip in a couple extra times the core to his objective with follow-ups after other questions: “And this is the same gun owned by Mr. Anderson?” and “To be clear, this is the same .38 found at the scene that was registered to Mr. Anderson?”
Henklin jumped in both times with, “Objection, your Honor, asked and answered,” and she was “sustained” each time, but Calcote was still getting his point across.
Calcote wanted the jury left with one lasting impression. Crotty represented “law enforcement.” And when jurors in this case were to think about “The Law,” Calcote wanted the next thing called to mind to be “Gun Ownership” and the final impression to be “Mr. Anderson.”
Mr. Schauspieler was next on the stand after a prosecution team member’s “family home emergency” was “handled” during a short rest.
Schauspieler went through a mass of physical evidence using reports and testified as to the accuracy of the test results. It was his supplementary use of photographs, specifically Karen and Tristan’s remains, which sickened several of the jurors prompting an early dismissal for lunch. Many of the jury members just sipped sodas during the break.
When everyone returned, Schauspieler explained how trajectory rods were used to determine the angle and direction of the single bullet that took the life of Karen Anderson, the projectile’s path being altered somewhat by passing through the skull before embedding itself in the family room ceiling. He also went through a blood spatter interpretation and showed diagrams that laid out the crime scene.
Damning somewhat to Derek, Schauspieler related how there were shoe impressions in the soil around the exterior foundation of the Anderson home that matched Derek’s footwear. Additionally, there was evidence of “Derek Lysander’s fingerprints” on the exterior bathroom window leading to the master bedroom bathroom as well as latent print evidence on the interior latch and in the bathroom itself along with “several strands of the defendant Derek Lysander’s hair.”
Soil samples from the dirt outside the window also matched an ”abundant deposit” of the same soil “on the master bedroom bathroom floor,” the “base of the bathroom window frame,” and “in the bedroom itself continuing into an interior hallway leading away from the bedroom.” This evidence indicated a direction of travel and possible mode of entry “suggesting the defendant Derek Lysander could have entered the premises through the bathroom window.”
Ms. Henklin asked him if he could be more specific about these soil indentations and composition matches. It helped to diligently elucidate these details.
“Yes, as stated…” Schauspieler replied. “…only defendant Derek Lysander’s shoe impressions were found in this area outside the master bedroom bathroom window and the geological composition from the soil just outside this particular window had an abundance of pine needles, sawflies and larvae that differed from other areas around the residence but was consistent with the soil found deposited over the base of the bathroom window frame and on the bathroom floor itself, again suggesting that same person, Derek Lysander, stepped through that window frame.”
The prosecution was pleased. Schauspieler was skilled as a courtroom educator. He made it easy for the jury to understand the nature of his job and this was important testimony.
However, Calcote was ready for him on cross-examination. Derek had provided his public defender with diagrams and Calcote related the same to the jury showing how Derek had to cut through the bushes next to the house looking for an exterior outlet to plug in their “boom box radio music player.”
Calcote also got Schauspieler to agree their landscaping duties entailed “working in the dirt” which encompassed toiling throughout the whole side and back exterior portion of the house, and that since they had to use the washroom inside the residence wouldn’t it follow logic that “all the defendant’s footwear would leave multiple deposits of soil from the exterior inside the house?”
“Inside the house but not the bathroom.” Schauspieler responded.
“It only requires a yes or no answer.” Calcote sniffed.
“Then no, not in the bathroom but yes, inside the house.” Schauspieler replied, refusing to be lead.
Calcote chuckled disdainfully. “So the answer is ‘yes’?”
“Yes, more deposits at the point where someone would step into the home…” Schauspieler continued. “…and then decreasing amounts as you walked into the interior which was the case here.”
Calcote bristled and took a deep breath before challenging Schauspieler again from another angle on the same point.
“Isn’t it possible…” Calcote persisted. “…that since these men were all working together they could have picked up particles from similar soil or deposits from Derek Lysander’s shoes and also tracked them into the bathroom, leading to a build-up of this soil?”
“But only…” Schauspieler reminded Calcote. “…the defendant Derek Lysander’s latent prints and hair strands were found in this bathroom.”
“But isn’t it possible…” Calcote was really steaming now. “…the other two defendants could have walked in there, urinated, and left without flushing or using any other portion of the facilities and still not left behind any hair or latent prints?”
“Yes…” Schauspieler conceded. “…it was ‘possible’.”
“So it is possible…” Calcote waved a hand in victory. “…that all of the defendants tracked in this unique particular soil?”
“It didn’t rain that day…” Schauspieler detailed. “…so that would make it more unlikely because clumping-”
“But they water extensively…” Calcote interrupted. “…in performing their landscaping duties, do they not?”
“Yes, that would probably be true.” Schauspieler haltingly agreed.
“Not ‘probably’, you have to water grass and shrubs and whatnot. So the answer is yes…” Calcote cemented his point. “…it is possible all the defendants could have tracked this unique soil into the home?”
“Yes.” Schauspieler granted.
“And isn’t it is also possible…” Calcote sprang into this opening. “…that if Derek Lysander had dropped the cord to the music player in the soil around this portion of the exterior of the house as he was looking for an outlet, then when he was using the bathroom and opened or closed the bathroom window for privacy purposes or to let air in, he could have dropped these unique soil particles from his hands, and those soil particles could account for the deposits you mentioned that were on the base of the window frame?”
“It would be…” And it took Schauspieler a second to make the concession because this scenario was only infinitesimally attainable. “…remotely possible.”
“But ’possible’, thank you!” Calcote finished his questioning. “That’s all!”
Schauspieler was excused for the day.
Calcote let the taunt and qualifying modifier ‘remotely’ go without dispute because if he asked Schauspieler to remove it, Schauspieler might have instead expounded on it, and thrown out a rejoinder like ‘the odds are a thousand to one!’  (Really a million to one).
Dr. Khadeeja Azzam, a forensic pathologist from the Cook County Medical Examiner’s Office, was the last witness for the day. She exhaustively went through the process of designating the death certifications for Tristan and Karen.
There are three indications in a certification: “cause,” “mechanism,” and “manner of death.”
The cause is the instrument: “In this case, Karen Emberlynn Anderson perished from a single shot from a .38 Colt super semi-automatic pistol.” Dr. Azzam stated.
The mechanism is the pathological agent which produced the death: “In this case, Karen Emberlynn Anderson suffered a fatal exsanguinating hemorrhage from a perforating gunshot wound” and “destruction of the cranium from the mandible through the orbital plates to the calvarium leaving a partial evacuation of the brain.” In other words, half of Karen’s head was blown away and she bled out.
The manner of death, which is the way the death was caused, natural versus violent, is either classified as natural, accidental, suicide, homicide or undetermined: “In this case, after all facts and tests were considered I indicated Karen Emberlynn Anderson’s death to be a ‘homicide’.” Dr. Azzam deduced.
Al Ward, ever present in the gallery, always found it disconcerting when the full name of someone was uttered in a public setting. This was probably because he heard it mostly at the issuing of a divorce decree or a death pronouncement. Usually you never hear someone’s name in total unless that person is being Christened, graduating from something, getting married, getting divorced, being sworn into office, placed under oath, or is deceased. And they say dying is a natural part of life, but that’s really only true if you pass away in your sleep at a ripe old age leaving a legacy of love and loved ones. And divorce, well, that’s no fun either. Ward had too much experience in both of these negative endings.
“In the case of Tristan Leighton Anderson…” Dr. Azzam explained to the jury. “…the proximate cause of death for the pediatric decedent (‘pediatric’ because she was under 18) was determined to be blunt force craniul trauma” with the immediate cause of death certified as “due to drowning.”
The mechanism of death for Tristan was “asphyxia” and “cerebral hypoxia coupled with internal organ failure” while “the manner of death” was listed as a “homicide.”
Calcote immediately raised objections for both “homicide” certifications saying they were “unduly suggestive” and asked for clarifications.
Judge Marr knew what he was after and let the jury know “a homicide death certification is not meant to imply criminality or intent” because “those conclusions are always left to the courts.”
The defense obviously would have liked both deaths to have been considered equivocal deaths, in other words, left open to interpretation, and finally labeled as accidental, suicide or at least undetermined. Every homicide, or any death for that matter, is considered equivocal until all the facts and test results are factored into making the decision for the final death certification. Calcote didn’t like that not even the words “probable” or “possible” were used in Dr. Azzam’s “homicide” findings. Calcote would try to make up for this on cross-examination.
As far as collecting on the life insurance money for Karen, the official manner of death was inconsequential, even if it were ruled or had been changed to a suicide, because her death occurred well after the customary 2-year contestability exclusionary waiting period which began at the inception of her policy.
It was Peter Guishet (pronounced gu-shay), another prosecutor from the Cook County State’s Attorney’s Office, who stepped up for the first time and performed the direct questioning of Dr. Azzam. The reason? He was good at this. It was in his wheelhouse and being a trial veteran of 25 years he had, from the serious stare he casted over his bifocals attached to neck straps to that shuffling way he walked, the kind, respectful bearing of a longtime mortician. It was natural. His father and grandfather were real undertaker’s from central Illinois who ran a farmland funeral home for four decades. He also knew when to stop a medical examiner or coroner and have them explain things in layman’s terms, if need be, because autopsies, if they didn’t repel, had a tendency, with their overabundance of medical and Latin terms, to overburden and give juries a collective stress headache.
Dr. Azzam, during her testimony, detailed how she commenced her responsibilities by doing “an external examination of what was a well-developed, well-nourished Caucasian female understood to be aged 37. The body weighed 132 pounds, and measured 68 inches from crown to sole…”
When Dr. Azzam ultimately finished her summary of findings, after being stopped numerous times by Mr. Guishet to clarify conclusions, there were quite a few discoveries which stood out and undermined the defense explanation of events from that horrific May evening. This was true regarding the passing of Karen as well as for Tristan’s death.
First, Guishet had her explain how the routine toxicology studies were ordered but indicated nothing out of the ordinary, no alcohol (again, except for what was naturally occurring) and no drugs of any kind were found in Karen’s system (or in Tristan’s for that matter).
Second, the decedent “Karen Anderson” had “multiple injuries to upper extremities that were compatible with defensive wounds.” There were a significant amount of “fresh bruises” and “abrasions” on both “anterior forearms” with “the avulsed dermis inferiorly signifying that the direction is from distal to proximal” suggesting the decedent was protectively moving her arms in a “flailing motion.”
Thirdly, there were similar injuries to Karen’s “right lower leg” indicating she was likely kicking at her assailant.
Fourthly, if someone, in this case Karen, were going to commit suicide by blowing her brains out, normally they would want “to get the job done right.” There would usually be evidence of a “hard-contact wound” which occurs when someone jams the muzzle of a weapon against their skin causing the area at the entrance of the wound to be roasted and blackened by the hot combustion gases which are emitted when one discharges a weapon. That was not what occurred here. Karen showed signs of a “close-contact gunshot wound,” probably where the “muzzle was about an inch from the skin’s surface,” leaving a cleaner entry wound as well as allowing enough room for some gunpowder to be deposited on her body around where the bullet entered under her chin.
Asked during her testimony by Mr. Guishet why this was significant, and also requested to put things in layman’s terms, Dr. Azzam elucidated. “Usually when someone is going to commit suicide with a firearm they will place the weapon against their left or right temple or insert the muzzle of the weapon into their mouths. It is unusual to position the weapon under your chin, especially at an angle that isn’t aiming right for the brain.“
Dr. Azzam asked and was granted permission by Judge Marr to step out of the witness stand to demonstrate for the jury.
“Usually, you have the gun right there.” Dr. Azzam continued, using her index finger to indicate the gun barrel of the .38, pressing the tip of her finger into the skin under her chin. “A person senses if they don’t do it correctly it’s going to be a lot more messy and it could not work, too. In other words, it might take some time to die. Most times, when people get to that point, they want to get the job done right.”
Mr. Guishet, being about 6 inches taller and 70 pounds heavier than Dr. Azzam, which is about the same difference in height and weight between Derek and Karen (although Azzam is 5’3” and Guishet is 5’9”), stepped up beside the petite medical examiner to highlight their disparity in size.
“What would normally happen if someone my size was trying to stop someone your size from shooting themselves?” Guishet queried.
Calcote immediately raised an objection, saying that Guishet was, “asking the witness to speculate.” But Calcote was summarily overruled by Judge Marr.
Dr. Azzam continued, explaining, “Under that body size differential, it has been my experience that if the larger individual could not actually wrest the weapon away quickly they would at least succeed in altering the path of the bullet significantly. What occurred here, with the method and the spacing, and the fact that there was some evidence of bruising on the victim’s hands and the distal radius’, which are the wrists, it suggests to me that there was a struggle. The decedent was trying to pull away from an assailant attempting to position a gun under her chin and against her will.”
Guishet repeated back “against her will” making sure the jury absorbed this important point.
Lastly, regarding the irregular and incriminating aspects of Karen’s autopsy results, the fifth and most damningly important finding was the evidence that a sexual assault had occurred. Everything else flowed from that. It was the key to all the allegations, especially the home invasion and felony murder charges. While all three are Class X felonies you needed the sexual assault to be proven first.
Home invasion is basically defined as an individual (who is not a peace officer) entering someone’s home without authority knowing that one or more persons are present and intentionally causing any injury to any person or persons within such dwelling place. The most serious aspect of home invasion is the unauthorized entry, and even though Derek and his cohorts say they were “invited back” the court should apply at the very least the “limited authority doctrine” which asserts that even when someone comes to a private residence and is “invited in” by the occupant, the “authorization to enter is limited and criminal actions exceed this limited authority.” That is why the rape evidence is critical. Home invasion by itself carries a minimum of 6 years to a 30 year sentence, and with aggravating factors could lead to enhanced extended term sentencing of the defendants adding 15, 20 or more years to their prison terms. In their case, since the discharge of a firearm caused great bodily harm or death to someone within the dwelling, they could even receive mandatory life sentences.
Dr. Azzam indicated there were “no prior traumas or injuries present on the decedent,” that everything she was detailing in her report appeared to “pre-mortem” or “fresh.” She testified that there was “diffuse vaginal edema consistent with aspects of sexual assault” as well as “hemorrhagic discoloration of the clitoral hood, labia majora and anterior surface of the labia minora.”
She also went over the serology results which indeed showed that Derek had ejaculated inside Karen and Gabriel had left “a slight amount of pre-ejaculate fluid.”
However, she indicated that “no saliva of any of the defendants was found in the decedent’s mouth.” The inference and conclusion that could be drawn from this was that no kissing appeared to be involved before, during or after the sexual acts.
As far as Tristan’s autopsy results were concerned, Dr. Azzam presented one glaring anomaly at odds with the defense version of events.
Yes, it was a blunt force trauma that caused a “deep laceration of the scalp” and a “subarachnoid hemorrhage” (which is bleeding into the area surrounding the brain), but there was no skull fracture.
Yes, a review of the evidence indicated to her that the “pediatric decedent appeared to be backing away” and an “unforeseen collision with the 3-inch cross arm on the cast iron lamp post” did appear to “produce a loss of consciousness that resulted in a fall to the cement pool deck and another laceration to the area above her right eye” along with “a right cheek and shoulder abrasion,” but the comatose state should have been brief and “a mild-traumatic brain injury, by itself, has a nearly zero mortality rate, especially in someone so young.”
Yes, she could have awakened after several seconds or even several minutes, and dizzily tried to get up and stumbled into the pool where she subsequently drowned, but “it didn’t appear to be the case here.”
No, “It didn’t seem tenable…” Dr. Azzam asserted. “…after reviewing numerous photographs and Dr. Schauspieler’s blood spatter interpretation, that she would have rolled the six plus feet from the light post to the edge of the pool at which point she encountered the additional raised edge of a limestone bullnose border and continued rolling on into the water.”
What Dr. Azzam also chillingly explained was that “there was some pooling” of Tristan’s blood on the back deck from the lacerations indicating she was likely laying there for several moments unconscious. However, instead of there being the irregular, low-velocity passive blood splatter of someone eventually rising and staggering as they came to, there was “a cast-off alternating pattern that matched the head lacerations that continued in a swiping rather than a dripping style in a straight-line direction towards the water that suggested the pediatric decedent rolled or was rolled into the pool.”
Mr. Guishet made sure the jury understood this by using diagrams. He had Dr. Azzam act out how someone coming out of an unconscious state would usually try to rise to their feet, stumble a bit, attempt to get their bearings and then indicated how the blood spatter would be deviating, not linear as it was here.
The jury was tired but this testimony, if true, was so disturbing that it did keep them engaged until the very end of what had been a long day.
Derek was the cat that ate the canary through all this, expressionless. He merely stared into a void only the evil know and the good cannot fathom.
 
Al Ward and Anderson sat across from each other at a table outside a taqueria stand. Again, Anderson let Ward take the time to get some food in his stomach. Ward downed several flautas and two large limonadas before he gave Anderson the long recap.
Ward told him about the “irregularities” that seemed to bolster the State’s case, though he knew on defense cross-examination even the obvious gets clouded, if not eliminated, by procedure and lawyering. It was when he told Anderson about the Tristan death evidence testimony that Ward detected movement in Anderson’s heretofore intense but impassive demeanor. It was the flick of Anderson’s gaze that stopped just short of locking on Ward’s stare. It might have given Ward a hint of how Anderson was feeling. But it was gone as fast as it flared.
Anderson, as far as feelings go, learned from an early age to go by his initial gut reaction whenever he encountered someone or something. This was true regardless of whether he had met the person before, had experienced a similar situation prior to that moment, or if he were meeting someone or having an experience for the first time. Anderson was always struck foremost by essence or atmosphere. He either felt darkness or light. Right now, Anderson could tell instantly that gloom emitted from Ward’s every pore, more so each day the trial had progressed. Anderson wished he had a different interpretation.
Ward finally asked if Anderson had any questions.
Anderson didn’t.
Ward told him what to expect for the next day and to be ready to possibly testify.
Anderson nodded. He had already called the witness service line on the subpoena, and was prepared.
They shook hands under the still blazing sun and trudged back to their respective cars parked curbside in a shining sea of shattered tempered safety glass. The radiating mini-cubes of glass, the result of some side window smash and grabs to previous unwitting car owners, crunched under their steps.
Anderson noticed a used condom and a discarded syringe in the sparkling debris. He wondered how often Streets and Sanitation had a sweeper come by here. How many kids, or adults for that matter, would accidentally come in contact with this toxic waste and hazard? He didn’t think about it long. It wasn’t his problem. It was somebody else’s. He had his own problems to focus on.
Ward drove away to wherever it was he went.
Anderson returned to his personal hell.
* * *
         Day 3 would prove to produce the most fireworks. It didn’t start that way. There were a lot of “good mornings” tossed about. Seems everyone’s inner clock sensed that the bump had been traversed and it was clear sailing from here. The finish line was in sight.
The defense was ready to cross-examine Dr. Azzam. They sent Roney’s counsel, Nicholas Leesom, a 54-year-old attorney with a handlebar moustache who had spent nearly his entire career in the Cook County Public Defender’s Office to question the diminutive but forceful medical examiner.
It was important to both sides to send out as many people as you could because it looks to the jury like you are building a broad-based consensus opinion. Also, don’t get too hung up on one personality.
Leesom had little trial experience even though he had more than twenty years of service. He was still a Grade 4 attorney in the PD Office, commanding the highest pay scale, even though “merit” time in front of a jury was supposed to play a large part in reaching that level, along with seniority. It was just that he loved plea deals. They were easier and it helped him reconcile the fact that even though each defendant deserved a vigorous defense he privately doubted he had ever had an innocent client.
As for the details of his personal path, Leesom didn’t enter law school until his late-twenties as he came out of college with a history degree and not much direction. After passing the bar on his third try, he bounced around doing piecework for the in-house legal departments of various corporations. He still remembered how he had to slog endlessly through the downtown office towers dropping off a summary of his non-existent work history and having to submit to fruitless interviews until a friend with a “connection” got him the gig at the PD’s Office.
Nowadays those immense buildings that populate every city center, especially Chicago, still soared to the sky but every lobby directory bore the multitudinous listings of government entities, law firms, and the companies that supported them such as court reporting outfits, security contractors and temporary staffing agencies. Private industry had steadily gotten hip-checked out of the picture and Leesom gleefully watched its demise as he rode the lucrative boom in public service employee compensation that politicians showered on civil servants in exchange for votes which occurred all throughout his early career and well into the new millennium. It was a symbiotic relationship that still held sway but he had his finger to the wind now, ready at a moment’s notice to put in for retirement if the deal looked like it was going to change.
Dr. Azzam took the stand and Leesom tried to immediately put her on the defensive.
“Dr. Azzam, you are paid by the State to come here and testify, are you not?” Leesom darkly intoned.
Azzam was surprised by the aggressiveness of his manner. Leesom had obviously caught Calcote’s fervor but it was a specious query. All of them were remunerated by the taxpayers, from the prosecutors, medical examiners and forensic experts to the public defenders. They were all members of the same umbrella union. So the question was disingenuous and usually came from private attorneys. Maybe it was a rivalry thing, members of one local always thought the other locals had the most luxurious contract and cushy job. Or maybe it was because public defenders had to defend a lot of slimy characters and she was part of what he and others in his office had to consider the do-gooders. In any event, Azzam could take care of herself and ultimately didn’t take umbrage at his approach.
“I am paid in the manner and in the amount prescribed by law.” Azzam answered, which at more than $200 an hour was roughly the amount all the expert witnesses received.
“It simply requires a yes or no answer.” Leesom demanded.
“Yes.” Azzam tersely replied.
“And you are considered to be part of the prosecution team, are you not?” Leesom asked, intimating a dark and cozy collusive relationship.
“No.” Dr. Azzam flatly denied his assertion.
“’No’?” Leesom bellowed with a bit of baritone bravura. “Don’t you want to produce results that will please the prosecutors and the police?”
“No, sir.” Dr. Azzam didn’t take the bait, and calmly replied. “I always provide only my unbiased, objective opinion.”
“But your objectivity can be called into question?” Leesom stated this more like an accusation.
“Asked and answered, your honor.” Ms. Henklin had to intervene, though Leesom had already accomplished his job of putting suspicion in the air.
“Sustained.” Judge Marr ruled.
“Why would you say the deaths of Tristan and Karen Anderson were homicides rather than an accident and a suicide?” Leesom challenged.
“Because it was obvious there was the involvement of another person in both deaths.” Dr. Azzam stated unemotionally. “That the deaths were caused by the actions of another human being.”
“But it’s really just your opinion.” Leesom stressed.
“My expert opinion.” Dr. Azzam countered.
“Paid expert opinion.” Leesom sneered, but quickly struck the comment himself before Henklin could object. “I withdraw that, sorry.”
Judge Marr gave Leesom a reproachful gaze.
Leesom kept things in high gear, asking Dr. Azzam, “Do you ever get things wrong, Dr. Azzam?”
“Wrong?”
“Have you ever changed a death certification, such as from homicide to accidental?”
“If additional evidence is presented that causes that change, but it happens rarely, less than one percent of the time.”
“But you have done it, made mistakes?”
“I have changed findings, if warranted.” Dr. Azzam answered peevishly.
It was obvious Leesom was trying to show Calcote that he could stand up in a courtroom, too. When it was realized this case was going to trial, Calcote wanted to lead and Leesom gladly let him have the reins so now Leesom was trying to make it appear a joint effort. Leesom had done some homework, queried some colleagues for advice and wanted to impress. He didn’t want the kid to look like the lone champion of the downtrodden.
“So you don’t believe it was an accident that caused the daughter’s death?” Leesom continued.
“I believe that if fear or actual flight from a threat were not present…” Dr. Azzam plainly stated. “…she would not have hit her head.”
“And you don’t believe Mrs. Anderson’s death could be a suicide?” Leesom inquired.
“Considering there were no financial, emotional or health problems that existed.” Dr. Azzam responded. “No, I do not.”
“That you know of.” Leesom interjected.
“That I know of.” Dr. Azzam qualified her last statement. “And seeing how there were signs of a struggle, defensive bruising, I am confident in my opinion of Mrs. Anderson’s death being a homicide.”
“Can’t someone make an instant decision to kill themselves…” Leesom put forward. “…seeing the horrible results of what was their free choice to engage in sexual relations? That when Mrs. Anderson saw that she quite possibly caused, however indirect, her own daughter’s death, she just couldn’t live with herself?”
“I am not a psychologist…” Dr. Azzam stated and steadfastly maintained her position. “…but in my experience, it’s not normal.”
“But it’s possible?”
“I guess you could say it’s ‘possible.’”
“’Possible.’” Leesom repeated, luxuriating in the victory of her admission. “Since we’re on the subject of possibilities. You testified yesterday that you considered the evidence of diffuse vaginal edema, and other bruising to be indicative of sexual assault.”
“Correct.”
“But isn’t it also true that this could have resulted from rough consensual sex?”
“Yes, it is possible.”
“Even from rough masturbating?”
“Yes, but in my opinion it is very unlikely.”
“Could someone else have a different opinion?”
“Anyone could have another opinion.”
The prosecution did not like the way this was going but they were careful to not show their displeasure.
Leesom retrieved a report from the defense table and folded back some pages. He stepped back in front of Dr. Azzam.
“Now, regarding the serology results…” Leesom continued. “…besides the two defendants, Mr. Derek Lysander and Mr. Gabriel Lysander, there was no other semen or DNA detected in Mrs. Anderson’s vagina?”
“That is correct.” Dr. Azzam answered.
The prosecution team knew where Leesom was headed with this line of questioning and Henklin was livid.
“How long can semen be detected in a woman’s vagina?” Leesom asked Azzam pointedly.
“Several days.”
“My understanding is 3 to 7 days.”
“Usually no more than 5 days.”
“But it could last a week?”
“Depending on the cervical mucus and acidity of the vagina.”
“As is customary…” Leesom thumbed through the report. “…an elimination standard from a consensual partner was submitted. In this instance it was Mr. Noel Anderson who submitted a DNA sample-”
“Objection, your honor, immaterial and prejudicial!” Ms. Henklin jumped up and shouted her objection over Leesom’s not so veiled attack. “The victim is not on trial! Nor is her sexual history!”
The defense had brought up this matter pre-trial and Judge Marr did not want to be accused of applying the rape shield law improperly, and reservedly allowed them to raise the issue if they wished. It was a bit of a gamble on the defenses’ part to want to underscore Karen wasn’t overtly promiscuous, but it was deemed to be overriding to also insinuate she was not having much sex with her husband, either. They had to go all the way with the lonely but horny housewife theory.
“Your honor…” Leesom emphasized. “…the defense is not suggesting the deceased here had an immoral or unchaste past which the Rape Shield statute rightly prohibits from being brought into evidence.“
“Your whole defense is she was immoral and unchaste!” Henklin hissed indignantly, even though she knew all this was coming. She had to be vociferous in her response. Leesom’s insinuations were incendiary and deserved to be protested.
“We’re merely trying to establish spousal relations.” Leesom calmly asserted, trying to appear the more level-headed of the two.
“I’m going to allow it.” Judge Marr declared with a slight groan. “Overruled.”
 
During the short recess Judge Marr ordered right after Dr. Azzam was excused Al Ward tried to call Anderson to prepare and warn him that he would likely be targeted in the way that was just presented. It was to no avail. Apparently, Anderson was already in the Courts Building and had his cell phone turned off.
 
After the break, the lead attorneys, Henklin and Calcote, were back on their haunches as several non-expert lay witnesses were lined up. The prosecution had decided early on to just call everyone directly connected to the case because the defense likely would have called these witnesses anyway.
The Confrontation Clause portion of the Sixth Amendment to the Constitution asserts the right of a defendant to be confronted with those who are providing testimony against them. This guarantees that a defendant can cross-examine witnesses and any of their accusers face-to-face. So, while the government has some discretion as to whether they have to call all witnesses to prove its case, the prosecution wanted to, if anything, err on the side of total disclosure. They certainly did not want to be accused of knowingly concealing evidence that could be favorable, in other words exculpatory, to the defendants. That would be prosecutorial misconduct and tantamount to professional and moral suicide.
Joyce Breusler, Anderson’s secretary, was the first in this string of lay witnesses to be called by the prosecution. She calmly recounted how she took a message from Karen Anderson that fateful day in May and relayed that information to “Mr. Anderson” who was her employer.
Ms. Henklin made sure her testimony didn’t appear coached (and she wasn’t) but also made sure Joyce related how the call did seem disquieting and not only in retrospect.
“How many times would Mrs. Anderson call you in a normal week?” Ms. Henklin asked.
“A couple of times.” Joyce answered straightforwardly.
“So you could say this call was somewhat unusual?” Henklin wanted to know.
“I guess so, yes.” Joyce responded.
“Was there anything else about the call that struck you as being unusual?” Henklin continued. “The content of the call, her tone, anything?”
“It was short.” Joyce recounted.
“What was short?” Henklin probed.
“The call.” Joyce nervously riveted her gaze on her hands. “Normally we would talk for a bit, you know about our kids, something in the news, the weather-”
“But not this time?” Henklin queried.
“No.” Joyce shook her head. “Mrs. Anderson was really nice, but didn’t ask how I was or anything, just could I have Mr. Anderson call her, and thanks. That was kind of unusual.”
This was true. Karen did talk to Joyce frequently over the years, getting to know her family and sometimes calling Joyce just to chit chat. Karen, while careful in how much she revealed while interacting with people who worked for her husband, still was not guarded in any sense.
Henklin also had to make sure she presented the Andersons in the best possible light. She knew all along that the defense was going to try to change the focus of the case from the defendants to the victims and, since Karen was dead (Tristan being a minor was therefore out of bounds), Noel Anderson was going to be their particular whipping boy. It was all they had.
Henklin had to show a normal, loving relationship between Karen and Noel. She moreover had to be careful presenting it because if it were obvious it would look like they were uptight about it and play right into the defenses’ trap. However, she had to get the jump on the defense so to speak without having to wait to clean up on re-direct examination where it always looks like you’re deceptively trying to explain away damaging testimony that was already given.
“And according to phone records Mr. Anderson did ‘call her’ right back after he got off the phone with you.” Henklin offered, trying to elicit a beneficial response.
“Did he?” Joyce responded, looking back up. “That wouldn’t surprise me.”
“Why would that not surprise you, his calling her right away?” Henklin invited Joyce to elaborate.
“If he were ever in the office and I gave him a message his wife or daughter called, he would call them right back.” Joyce related with warm fondness. “His daughter usually called him direct, you know how kids are, she was a bit shy around me, but he always called his wife as soon as he got off a call or out of a meeting, whatever.”
Henklin secretly sighed with relief, pleased with Joyce’s answer, and ended her questioning.
Calcote, for his part, did not disappoint when it came his turn to cross-examine “Ms. Breusler.” He went right after her in an attempt to discredit Noel Anderson after throwing out some perfunctory questions to grease the skids and conceal his real intent.
“Why would Mrs. Anderson call you and not her husband directly?” Calcote asked pointedly.
“I wouldn’t know. I would imagine she does usually call him.” Joyce answered with a shrug of her shoulders.
“So why didn’t she just call him in this case?” Calcote queried as though he were completely flummoxed.
“Probably because he calls me a lot for messages or he’s in the office anyway.” Joyce replied. “I just think, ‘in this case’, she wanted to check with me to see if he was in an important meeting or something.”
“Was there ever a time she called her husband when he was at work and it was an emergency?” Calcote asked keenly, his brow furrowed, eyes intense.
Joyce had to think for a moment but then remembered, “Yes, one time, Tristan broke her arm pretty bad, riding her bicycle, I think.”
“Did Mrs. Anderson call you first?” Calcote prodded her to clarify.
“Oh no, she called Mr. Anderson, but she couldn’t get through for some reason. He was out in the field and couldn’t get service where he was at, so I had to send somebody out to tell him.” Joyce immediately responded.
“So, if Mrs. Anderson was so concerned about these men…” Calcote indicated Derek, Gabriel and Ruben as he stepped over near the jurors. “…if it was an emergency, something urgent or unusual, don’t you think she would have tried him first?”
“I can’t answer to that.” Joyce frowned, knowing she had been tricked.
But Joyce did answer by having no answer. Of course Karen called Noel many times directly, but Joyce couldn’t know it since the prosecution didn’t present the information, and the fact there was only one time Joyce could actually speak about, it made Karen and Noel’s relationship look cold, operated at an arm’s length, at least to the jury. For now, anyway.
Calcote was done with Joyce.
And she was excused by Judge Marr.
The next witness called was Langston Phipps, Anderson’s now 78-year-old elderly neighbor. Nobody liked to use older witnesses, for the obvious reasons, unless it fed into their case. In this instance, it worked for the defense. The obvious reasons why you don’t want to use an elderly witness are the vast spaces you can drive doubt through their testimony due to their diminished mental and physical capabilities. Yet, on the positive side of the ledger elderly witnesses tend to have more credibility. People don’t think they lie.
The prosecution had to call Mr. Phipps for the aforementioned purpose of disclosure and because this was the guy who saw the suspects running from the crime scene. Also, Ms. Henklin knew from pre-trial motions that the defense was interested in him because they did not rely solely on his witness statement but requested a personal interview with Mr. Phipps which she sat in on.
It was during this interview that Calcote showed particular interest wanting to clarify that “Mrs. Anderson was in her swimsuit when the workmen arrived” and also asked Mr. Phipps how reliable is his eyesight. Derek and the others had told their attorneys about the fact Karen was dressed in a swimsuit. It was obviously a point they were going to try and exploit.
Again, Henklin was stuck between a rock and a hard place. It would look deceptive if she passed over Mr. Phipps and the defense solely called him as a witness. This way, by having him on the prosecution witness list, outside of recalling someone to testify, it could also look like the defense didn’t have many of their own exclusive witnesses to call. Really they had only the one expert so far on their list: the specialist who was scheduled to testify about the suicide risks associated with having a gun in the home. They also had a couple of other witnesses the prosecution originally called along with Noel Anderson but that was only a ploy to keep Noel out of the courtroom.
When Mr. Phipps took the stand he thanked Judge Marr for keeping it so cool in the courtroom because it was beastly hot outside.
Ms. Henklin tried to be brief without being noticeably dismissive. She didn’t want to look like she was trying to minimize the importance of the testimony of her own witness, but she was trying to do just that.
Henklin basically got Mr. Phipps to quickly go over the extent of his macular-degeneration which was “not severe.” She had him describe how he “briefly” saw the defendants when they first arrived that morning for their landscaping duties. She then had him describe for the jury how later that night he heard the gunshot, went outside to investigate where he then saw two of the suspects running away from the Anderson residence where they joined a third suspect “who was waiting by a car.”
When Calcote stepped in to do the cross-examination it almost seemed as if he were licking his chops. He asked Mr. Phipps some corroborative questions to carefully exhibit that, while Phipps may be elderly, his faculties were sound.
Calcote asked him the standard opening questions which included having him confirm his age.
“Seventy-eight.” Phipps proudly declared.
Calcote said he noticed Phipps wore glasses and also asked him if he has any vision impairment.
“Only thing is I prefer reading large-print books now.” Phipps explained. “I’m getting used to those electronic tablet things. Getting books there are cheaper. I wear bi-focals, that I also use for driving, but there are no restrictions on my license. I even can still drive at night but I don’t because the other car lights do bother me.”
Calcote asked him what he was doing outside that morning.
“Watering flowers.” Phipps answered.
Calcote asked him if he remembered what time of day it was.
“Mid-morning, around ten-thirty. The sun hits the deck around 11 that time of year and I like to water the flowers before the sun hits them.” Phipps detailed.
Calcote then went on to say, “And it was around ten-thirty when you first saw the defendants arrive at the Anderson residence, is that correct?”
“Yes, sir.” Phipps answered.
“And when the defendants arrived that morning…” Calcote let his voice rise slightly and take on a suspicious tone as he inquired. “…can you tell us what Mrs. Anderson was wearing?”
“Objection, your Honor!” Henklin quickly protested. “Clearly prejudicial! The decedent is not on trial here!”
“May we approach?” Calcote wearily asked Judge Marr who motioned them to a sidebar.
Henklin knew she was going against the current. Only a few States, through their rape shield statutes, even addressed the inadmissibility of what a victim was wearing in a sexual assault case. The judge had the discretion here and judges like to adhere to the basic rule that all relevant evidence is admissible. A judge usually wants to rule to admit clothing or lack thereof into evidence because its likelihood to be of probative value to the defendant outweighs any prejudicial affect it may have on the victim.
Calcote argued that “what someone is wearing conveys a certain attitude and possible intent which could be relevant to the issue of consent.”
Judge Marr agreed and “overruled” Ms. Henklin’s objection.
When Calcote continued, he picked up where he left off and asked again what “Mrs. Anderson was wearing” and Phipps answered that she had on “a bathing suit.”
“You’re sure of this?” Calcote asked emphatically.
“Oh yes.” Phipps answered, the alacrity of his response embarrassing him. He obviously still had the image in his mind.
“And was it a two piece bathing suit or a one-piece?” Calcote queried.
“A one-piece.” Phipps tersely replied.
“And when the defendants arrived…” Calcote went on. “…Mrs. Anderson did not go running into the house to change into something more… or let’s say, something less revealing?”
“Not that I saw.” Phipps recollected.
“And isn’t it a fact, based on your witness statement…” Calcote set his jaw as he spoke. “…you saw Mrs. Anderson and the defendant, Mr. Derek Lysander, acting pretty friendly that morning?”
“I don’t know… ‘friendly’?” Phipps wavered slightly, thinking back.
“You said they were standing together for some time-” Calcote challenged him.
“Objection!” Henklin interrupted Phipps’ testimony. “The witness has already testified that it was only a brief time he saw the decedent with the defendants at all that morning.”
“Overruled.” Judge Marr bellowed but Henklin had made her point to the jury.
“They were standing together for some period of time…” Calcote continued. “…and Mrs. Anderson appeared to be comfortable just being there in her bathing suit?”
“I guess you could say that.” Phipps conceded.
“And Mr. Gabriel Lysander and Mr. Ruben Roney…” Calcote pointed to them at the defense table as he questioned Phipps. “…the two other men working at the house that day, I assume they were also about while Mrs. Anderson was in her bathing suit?”
“Yes, sir.” Phipps answered forcefully but the truth was he didn’t really remember, and he also didn’t want to admit that fact.
All memories, no matter what age you are, decay over time. Karen had indeed run in immediately and grabbed a cover-up after Derek surprised her in the backyard, but that was forgotten or never registered by Phipps. Also unmentioned, by both Phipps and the prosecution, in addition to the not small detail that she was in her own backyard by her own swimming pool, was the fact that there were also tall thick bushes on both properties that Karen believed afforded her some privacy.
Additionally, Mrs. Phipps, if she had ever been asked to testify, might have shed some better light on these not mundane details. But then again, maybe not.
In any event, the damage was done.
 
Ward tried again at the lunch recess to get in contact with Anderson but was unsuccessful.
 
By the time the subcontractor Tom Granger was sworn in after the lunch break it was a fait accompli that Judge Marr was going to let the jury consider lesser charges. Marr had flicked looks in Henklin’s direction all morning that on a sensory and telepathic level were letting her know (what she already knew) that he felt things were not going along swimmingly for the prosecution. They’d worked together many times before and Henklin knew that, while a judge is always fearful of a hung jury and far too often the knee-jerk reaction is for them to take the easy approach in letting the jury consider reduced charges, this time she had to admit Judge Marr might be right.
Henklin had Granger give details on how he had only recently hired the defendants that spring and further had him make clear that they were not model workers. That is they were “not hard workers.” He also had to admit they were not completely ineffective. They were “adequate.”
Henklin also made sure he recounted his reason for going to the Anderson residence.
“I was told they were looking in the windows, peeping tom at clients…” Granger related. “…and when I hear something like that, well, you can’t have that, you just have to take care of it, address the matter.”
“And what happened when you confronted them?” Henklin asked.
Granger told the jury how violent their response was when the defendants were told to leave the Anderson residence. “It was wild.” Granger elaborated, recalling as best he could. “There were swear words used like… is it ok if I use the actual words?”
“Yes, of course.” Henklin assured him.
“Well, there were swear words like ‘fuck you’…” Granger continued. “…and one of them, I think it was Derek Lysander had a shovel and was acting like he was going to use it on one of us. I was glad I brought some other guys who work for me along just in case there was a problem like that.”
“So based on that profanity laced outburst…” Henklin inquired. “…and their threat of physical violence you decided to terminate them on the spot?”
“Yes, I had to.” Granger answered resolutely.
Henklin then went on to ask Granger how long he had been doing sub-contracting landscaping work for Mr. Anderson’s construction company.
“More than ten years.” Granger responded.
“Did you ever have any other incidents like this?” Henklin asked.
“No, never.” Granger related, confessing, “I feel so responsible. I should have looked into their backgrounds more-”
“Objection!” Calcote almost shouted as he sprang to his feet. “Impermissible to suggest propensity!”
“Sustained.” Judge Marr ruled.
Granger, like the jury, didn’t understand what had just happened except that he knew, like every witness, that he was to stop speaking immediately whenever the Judge spoke or an objection was raised.
What just happened was Granger was being stopped from talking about their backgrounds as Granger had found out after the fact that they had served time. Of course, Derek and the others had lied on their applications but that was of no consequence here.
When Calcote finally had his chance at Granger on cross-examination he made sure he challenged him on the “intimidating force” Granger felt compelled to bring to bear on Derek and the others.
“These ‘other guys’ you brought to the Anderson residence…” Calcote asked. “…I would imagine, since your business would require a lot of manual labor, they were large men, with obvious physical attributes, muscular, powerfully built let’s say?”
“Yes.” Granger answered.
“And don’t you think…” Calcote aggressively pointed his finger at Granger. “…even you might feel threatened if you were confronted in such a manner?”
“It could have gotten ugly there, so-” Granger started to answer.
“It requires a yes or no answer.” Calcote stopped him.
“It’s not that simple-” Granger protested.
“Your Honor, the witness is not answering the question.” Calcote complained.
“Sir, please just answer counsel’s question.” Judge Marr calmly instructed Granger.
“Wouldn’t you feel threatened if you were confronted in such a way?” Calcote continued.
“Not necessarily.” Granger responded evenly, defiantly.
“You don’t think you were trying to intimidate…” Calcote disputed his contention. “…and send a message, go nose to nose?”
“I was trying to not have an incident.” Granger insisted.
Calcote let Granger have this one. He had already accomplished his task of tenderizing Granger for the real grilling. Calcote pensively paced in front of the witness box and went on, asking Granger, “Over the years Mr. Anderson has employed you for quite a bit of sub-contracting work, correct?”
“Yes…” Granger agreed. “…some times are more busy than others, but it’s been pretty steady.”
“It would be fair to say you want to please him?” Calcote surmised.
“I always want to do a good job with every client.” Granger declared.
“Did you know Mrs. Anderson?”
“Yes.”
“How long? Weeks, months…?”
“Oh years.” Granger figured. “Probably over ten years, the same time I’ve known Mr. Anderson.”
“And how would you usually come in contact with Mrs. Anderson?” Calcote casually queried.
“There were some company picnics.” Granger searched his memory. “She would visit a work site once in awhile…”
“So you had talked to her face to face?” Calcote asked straightforwardly.
“Sure, quite a few times.” Granger nodded.
“Are you married?” Calcote threw the question out like an accusation.
“Yes.” Granger responded guardedly, off-balance again from the disjointed nature of the questioning.
“Did you and your wife ever go out socially with Mr. and Mrs. Anderson?” Calcote inquired.
“’Socially’?” Granger relaxed. “Not that I can recall.”
“But you knew Mrs. Anderson well enough…” Calcote continued. “…that if you bumped into her on the street she would know you and you could have a conversation?”
“Oh sure.” Granger acknowledged.
“But you didn’t know the Andersons beyond your professional relationship, correct?” Calcote looked for confirmation.
“Correct.” Granger agreed.
“You said earlier you were called to the Anderson residence that day because there was a complaint that these men…” Calcote pointed at the penitent faces of Derek, Gabriel and Ruben at the defense table again. “…were looking in the windows at Mrs. Anderson.”
“Yes, I was.”
“Mrs. Anderson told you this?”
“No, Mr. Anderson did.”
“’Mr. Anderson’.” Calcote repeated and paused for a moment. “Didn’t you think to ask Mrs. Anderson about her complaint? How could you know if these accusations were true?”
“I trust Mr. Anderson.” Granger firmly responded.
“But you only knew Mr. Anderson in a professional sense.” Calcote reminded Granger. “Didn’t it occur to you that you just might be dealing with a jealous husband who thought these men were looking at his wife?”
Henklin jumped in with an objection citing the immaterial and inflammatory nature of the questioning but Calcote had achieved his goal. When Noel Anderson would take the stand as the last witness of the day the jurors weren’t going to look at him as a victim whose life was torn apart but rather the question in their minds would be “is Anderson possibly this neglectful jealous monster of a husband who didn’t even know his wife?”
Henklin’s objection was sustained and Calcote asked a couple more insignificant questions before Granger was excused. Granger left looking treacherous and smug.
Ward, for his part sitting in the gallery, could barely stand to watch when the next witness, “Mr. Noel Raymond Anderson” was called.
Anderson’s middle name of Raymond came from the surname of the doctor who delivered him at the hospital. Its etymology suggests it originated from the Middle Ages and was borne by many saints. Raymond means “wise protection” and “protecting hands,” among other things. Anderson could have used that protection now.
When Anderson had arrived early in the day, he took the stairs to get down from the 3rd floor of the multi-story above ground parking garage outside. This was because the elevator smelled like shit and it looked like there were actual finger-streaks of feces on the floor selection panel. It was in the same condition when he got there during the first two days of the trial.
Once Anderson was inside the Criminal Courts Building, the other elevator he eventually took to his fifth floor courtroom was imposing, rickety and well-worn, similar to everything else in the complex. He likened it to going further and further into a darkening, squalid labyrinth even though he was technically rising. Every breath became shallower with each advance because of the poorly ventilated, dank, fetid air, and you were always checking for exits, signs of the outside, sky, sunlight, because your thoughts were increasingly preoccupied on wanting to make a mad dash to somewhere else, anywhere else.
But Anderson had waited for this day. He wanted to again see the animals who tore his wife and daughter, and ultimately his life, from him. The prosecutors earlier asked him about his emotions and not so subtly warned him to just answer the questions when he got on the witness stand. He was going to see this through, follow their instructions, and do what they told him was the proper procedure for getting his justice.
Anderson was the first one every day to check in at his courtroom and then he got lost. He didn’t want to run into any of the other witnesses, especially Joyce, Granger or his neighbor. He didn’t want to be accused of tainting their testimony. Luckily, he found a place to loiter around the corner where there wasn’t a lot of foot traffic.
A courtroom deputy finally summoned Anderson who at once felt all his energy drain away as he stepped foot for the first time in the courtroom. Anderson had already experienced a sickening looming pall all the way in from the parking lot but if there was an actual black hole, a place where not even light escapes at the singularity and everything is sucked into nothingness, then this was it.
Anderson looked at the jurors first but they didn’t want to look at him. One woman seemed to show some pity but then looked down in what Anderson thought was shame.
Anderson chose to focus on the impassive Judge Marr while he was sworn in and didn’t look at Derek, Gabriel and Ruben until he took his seat in the witness stand. That was where Anderson had imagined he wanted to be for these many months and years, finally facing the perpetrators, seated among those other members of the tribe entrusted with dispensing justice who were eager to uphold their portion of the social contract. But it just didn’t feel right.
Derek and the others were careful. They didn’t look at Anderson. They stared straight ahead, not as though they were ashamed to look at the man whose life they ruined, but more an indignant expression of abhorrence, as if they rightfully shouldn’t set their eyes on the bastard who had wrongfully dragged them here.
Damn. It was a good tactic, Anderson thought. Derek and his cohorts must have been coached. It would be Anderson’s last sane reflection until he left.
The whole courtroom had that crazy planet feel. Anderson was used to feeling shunned, but this was different. It was like everything had gone nuts, and reason was on holiday. He didn’t even feel as if he were a part of the human race. Anderson remembered an Army colonel telling him following boot camp, (this after Anderson had let him know he was from Chicago, which was where the colonel was from), that we’re all part of the same family. The colonel related how he recalled being a kid in the 60’s and how he saw in the newspaper a story about a guy who had raped, tortured and killed eight nurses. The colonel said it made him sick to think about it because he felt he was a part of it. He was a member of the human race and so was this killer, so in some distant way they were related, the colonel’s thinking went. The colonel then said he remembered how thrilled he felt a few years later when Neil Armstrong landed on the moon, and he could look up at the moon and see it happening right on TV at the same time and he could say he was a part of that historic event, even if only for the same reason as being a member of the same species. The colonel said his purpose here on Earth from that point forward was, if he couldn’t himself actually do moon landings, at least he could help or inspire others to do the same, so at last he urged Anderson to “make us all proud.”
Right now Anderson felt like the nurse killer was loose. Anderson suddenly remembered having this overarching sense of treachery when he was reading some of the online newspaper items about his case and made the mistake of scrolling to the bottom of the story where “comments” from the public could be entered. Yes, there were sympathizers, people whose hearts went out to Karen, Tristan and also to him among the remarks. But a good half of the responders, usually more, expressed suspicion and anger towards him! Some of the negative postings included commentary like, “Hmmm, wife and daughter are gone! Anyone think to ask if Mr. Anderson was in on the killing? Got life insurance?” Another commenter said, “No one is just playing cards at a club. He had to be stepping out on his wife. Someone should follow him around to get the real story. Maybe he hired these guys to do it? Ya think?” Yet another poster responded with, “Does anybody really believe things like this just happen? The good builder probably pissed someone off and got what he deserved!” Still another remarked, “Think I care about this rich @%&hole. There’s worse murders on the south and west side every day and no one is shedding any tears! Who cares!”
When Anderson caught a glimpse of Al Ward’s intense stare through the glass partition it was the only anchor of sanity in the roiling sea of a courtroom.
Henklin did her job of questioning and detailing how Anderson’s life was ripped from him, but Anderson, being the stoic, self-reliant man that he is, didn’t fall apart weeping in the recounting so when Calcote took over on cross-examination it was easier to be aggressive.
In Anderson’s defense, though, Henklin was trying to rush through his testimony. It should have been a triumphant peak to have the sole surviving member of the family there for the jury to finally see with their own eyes, but the prosecutor naturally must have felt like she let him down and guiltily just wanted to be done with it.
Calcote didn’t go right at Anderson, but rather asked some benign questions that made it appear he wasn’t going for the jugular, so to speak, when in actuality, that was his every intention.
After the soft ball set-ups, Calcote hit him hard. He made sure Anderson affirmed the fact that “Mrs. Anderson knew about the gun” and “knew where it was” and “was familiar with it” and that, yes, he, Anderson had shown her “how to use it.”
Calcote then posed some seemingly innocuous questions about the nature of Anderson’s construction work, which was really an attempt to create some calm before the final assault when he inquired, “Mr. Anderson, you say your wife asked you to come home for lunch that day because these men gave her some cause for concern?”
“Yes.” Anderson answered succinctly.
“And you were also concerned once you saw them?” Calcote asked in a petulant tone.
“Yes.” Anderson responded.
“So worried you went off to a country club to play cards all night?” Calcote countered, throwing his hands in the air in a gesture of bewilderment.
“Objection, your Honor! Argumentative!” Henklin protested.
“Sustained.” Judge Marr agreed.
Calcote didn’t care, he had easily won that round and continued undeterred. “Did you know that when these men arrived at your house to commence their landscaping duties that your wife paraded about in front of them in her swimsuit?”
“Objection! Badgering!” Henklin argued, rolling her eyes in dismay. “Counsel is obviously trying to pull the witness into an argument!”
“Overruled.” Marr intoned.
“I’ll ask again, did you know your wife paraded in front of these men in her swimsuit?” Calcote resumed.
“It would never happen.” Anderson answered, staring hard and cold at Calcote.
“’Never’?” Calcote came back abruptly, trying to goad Anderson. “Or you hoped it would never happen?”
Anderson remained in command of his emotions and simply gazed stone-faced at Calcote.
“Wasn’t that why you were so upset…” Calcote asked, blistering with rancor. “…why you had them called off the job, because you saw her flirting with them?”
“No.” Anderson answered emphatically, evenly.
“How can you be so sure?”
“I know my wife.”
“Did your wife know you weren’t going to be home that evening?”
“Yes.”
“Mr. Anderson, would it be fair to classify you as a hard worker, 70, 80, even 90-hour workweeks not so uncommon?”
“I guess you could say that.”
“So how much did you know your wife? She had a lot of free time!” Calcote vehemently insinuated, placing the consideration further in each juror’s mind that there was some estrangement in Anderson’s marriage or at the very least neglect as a husband on his part.
“Your honor, this is incredibly unfair!” Henklin flew in with another objection. “Counsel’s remarks are purely argumentative-”
Calcote put up his hand as if to signal he knew he had gone too far, but instead of backing down he continued, “I am merely trying to understand how Mr. Anderson can blame these men when the sad fact is we’re looking at a tragic accident! Talk about unfair!”
“Objection!” Henklin shouted and heatedly stepped out from behind the prosecution table but Calcote was finished anyway and said, “I have no further questions.”
“Mr. Anderson, thank you for your time today, you may step down.” Judge Marr excused Anderson in a mildly consoling tone.
The tension in the courtroom was acute.
Ward knew it and so did everybody else.
Anderson should have been cautioned rather than comforted by Judge Marr because as Anderson headed out he threw a look in Derek’s direction. And that was a mistake.
Derek, ever so carefully, let a smirk come over his face.
Anderson took the bait and went ballistic, starting angrily for Derek at the defense table but with just enough self-control to give the courtroom deputy sheriffs a chance to step between them and hustle Anderson out.
Derek and the others cowered at the defense table, shrinking back as though horrified and stunned by the outburst.
It was all over in an instant, Anderson thought. Not the altercation with Derek. No. The testimony. His justice. His life. He knew that was done with in a flash.
* * *
         Day 4 saw the prosecution rest.
The defense dropped Anderson and all the other experts scheduled to appear from their list of witnesses. They were already seen and called by the prosecution and seemingly successfully cross-examined by the defense. Why press their luck.
The lone defense witness who appeared that morning was Dr. David Saklow from a local university hospital who had co-authored numerous articles for medical journals citing the dangers of having a gun in the home.
Dr. Saklow detailed how, by having a gun at home, the risk of suicide by firearm went up significantly, some studies estimating by as much as 20 times.
Calcote also made sure the doctor mentioned that whenever a gun is kept in a home, the most common cause of death in that home overwhelmingly becomes suicide.
Dr. Saklow also, at Calcote’s insistence, talked about the fact that in the majority of cases where “a person died from a self-inflicted gunshot wound it was also discovered that this person showed no previous signs of mental illness.” In other words, it was “an impulsive act.”
Saklow finished up by relating “a personal story.” He told the jurors about how his own 5-year-old child found his gun one day at home playing after school with a neighbor’s child. You could hear some of the jurors gasp, sensing what was coming next, as the doctor matter-of-factly described how his son then went out by the garage and had the other little boy place an apple atop his head in an improvised re-enactment of the William Tell legend. The hardest single thing the doctor said he ever had to do was “face the dead neighbor boy’s parents.”
Henklin did her best to counteract the damage on cross-examination by letting the jury know this expert testimony was only given “to introduce reasonable doubt” and what the doctor was saying was not untrue. It just wasn’t true in this case.
Dr. Saklow was excused and the defense rested.
Judge Marr called the prosecution and defense counsels into his chambers where it was agreed that lesser charges should be considered. He asked the opposing attorneys to try to avoid lengthy closing arguments.
Calcote said he would be concise.
Henklin also assured him she would be brief, and she was being honest because it’s in closing arguments where you can get hit with prosecutorial misconduct. You can say something that can get the whole case thrown out, especially if you’re trying to make up for what you believe might be a losing effort. Better to just sum up and appeal to reason, which is exactly what Henklin did when they returned from recess.
Once they were back “in session,” but before the jurors were brought in, Judge Marr asked the defendants if they wanted the jury to be instructed on the lesser charges (which included second-degree murder along with involuntary manslaughter) and at their defense counsel’s urging, they agreed to let the jury “be so instructed.” The defense wanted to hold to the first degree murder charge as the only one to consider but they knew it was a gamble that might land them with life sentences, so they approved.
Calcote just wanted to make sure Judge Marr also clearly instructed the jury on how “finding the defendants guilty of one or more of those felonies which involve the use or threat of physical force or violence would trigger the felony murder rule which would invariably lead to harsh Class X mandatory minimum sentences, effectively convicting them of first degree murder.”
Judge Marr agreed he would “so instruct them” but would use the word “significant” in place of “harsh” regarding the sentencing options. Marr was hoping the jury would nail Derek and the others, despite the availability of lesser charges, because otherwise he would be drastically limited in handing out extended terms for “exceptionally brutal or heinous behavior indicative of wanton behavior.”
Henklin, in her Closing Argument, passionately laid out the evidence for the State’s case and finished by telling the jurors, “The evidence in this case overwhelmingly supports the highest charges,” and added that she was “confident that you will do your duty and return with a guilty verdict.”
Calcote was a bit longer. Among other things, he said: “Summarizing the evidence of possible wrongdoing is easy in this case because there is no irrefutable evidence. There is not even a preponderance of the evidence. There just is no
evidence.” This last jab might have been a mistake because the jury knew something went on here. He also expressed a firm belief that the jurors would return with verdicts for the defendants of “not guilty.”
Henklin presented the State’s rebuttal to the defense Closing Argument and here made a more impassioned plea, talking about “the ridiculousness of Mrs. Anderson wanting to ‘party’ with 3 men she just met” and asked the members of the jury “to keep us all safe from the dark ages of rape cases where a victim was asked what they were wearing to provoke the attack” and “to resist the ludicrous idea that just because a woman is in a bathing suit, it doesn’t mean she wants to have sexual relations with someone!”
Once they were finished, Judge Marr lengthily instructed the jury on all the substantial features of the case. He submitted the lesser included offenses and carefully instructed the jury on each count, and how to apply the evidence. He mentioned again, as he did at the start of the trial, that the accused are under no obligation to introduce any evidence in their defense, the burden of proof is on the State to prove its case “beyond a reasonable doubt.” After all the theatrics that went on throughout the trial, Judge Marr also made sure he told the jurors that “what the attorneys say is not evidence.”
The jury, seeing how tomorrow was Friday, was glad for having a chance to go home for the Independence Day holiday weekend. Even though the trial itself was rather short in duration, all of them had been empanelled for two weeks now starting from actual jury selection. They were eager to go home.
The jury room they were sequestered in was small and windowless. Having the twelve jurors crammed in there was no picnic. A lot of the jurors sat with their arms folded in front of them, body language which would normally signal a lack of openness but in this instance was more a form of self-protection. Many were showing signs of emotional trauma which those serving on juries for horrific trials report experiencing.
That afternoon, the jurors only had time to pick a jury foreman. It took some more time to set up the procedure they would take for reviewing the evidence and the charges so there was no quick polling of the jury members. There were too many questions and they already knew they would be kept overnight in a hotel.
The next day, after asking for a couple of clarifications from Judge Marr, it took the jury most of the morning but they did finally come to a decision.
The jury foreman informed the deputy sheriff that a judgment had been reached, and the verdicts were read aloud to Derek, Gabriel and Ruben.
* * *
The courtroom emptied quickly after the verdicts were announced. Anderson had waited anxiously in the corridor outside the courtroom. He didn’t want to be there for the jury’s decision for a myriad of reasons, not the least being he didn’t want to lose his cool again. He had given enough of his soul to this process.
Al Ward filed out with a notepad in his hand and moved up to Anderson.
“Let’s go somewhere and talk.” Ward suggested.
“Talk here.” Anderson answered him. “What happened?”
Detective Wayne Crotty was among the spectators there for the jury’s decision. He spotted Anderson with Ward, and stepped over to them.
“Big Al! Noticed you inside. Didn’t get a chance to say hello.” Crotty said this as he extended his hand to Ward who only half-heartedly returned the handshake. “Been awhile.”
“Wayne, how are you?” Ward offered in response, but it wasn’t really a question.
Crotty shook Anderson’s hand firmly, and said, “We got ‘em. I know it’s not enough, it never is, but I think the State did everything they could.”
Anderson’s heart leapt with this news. ‘Got ‘em’? Good. He fixed on Crotty, expecting him to expand on his statement, but Crotty only said, “I wish you the best.”
Crotty then nodded good-bye to Ward, and walked off.
Anderson stared intently at Ward who gravely gave him the news.
“The judge let them consider lesser charges.” Ward explained. “I’m sure no one wanted a hung jury, especially the judge. It’s a waste of time and the taxpayer’s money to do a retrial. The one kid, Roney, is walking. They found him ‘not guilty’ on everything. He maintained he was out by the car the whole time and the Lysanders let him run with that from the get-go, probably in exchange for his silence. I’m sure the prosecution tried to get him to turn state’s evidence on the other two… Anyway, the jury obviously must have believed his bullshit story, too.”
‘Got ‘em?’ What happened to ‘Got ‘em?’ 
“They hit Gabriel Lysander with involuntary manslaughter.” Ward continued. “That’s a Class 3 felony that carries a sentence of 2 to 5 years with a possibility for probation, and you have to consider he’s been locked-up for over 2 years so there’s already some time served.”
‘Got ‘em?’ ‘Got ‘em?’
“Derek Lysander they hit with second-degree murder…” Ward went on.
‘Murder?’ Sounds more like it!
“That’s a Class 1 felony that carries a sentence of 4 to 20 years.” Ward detailed. “There’s even an allowance for probation here, too, but I don’t see that happening. The jury didn’t go for any sexual assault or home invasion charges which were needed as forcible felonies. That would have kicked everything up to murder one. I have to believe the jury couldn’t get past the fact it wasn’t their gun. They had to have a problem with intent, pre-meditation. And like I told you there was always an issue with the fact there was no forcible entry.”
So what the hell is he saying? Did we get ‘em or not?
“Oddly enough, they did find Derek and Gabriel guilty of possession of a controlled substance so they will do more time because of that.” Ward added. “It’s a Class 4 felony because they were holding less than 15 grams, but it carries a sentence of 1 to 3 years, and since they were both on probation they’re subject to re-sentencing. The judge can make a bit of a statement because of it when he hands down the punishment. Actually, it’s Gabriel who is going to suffer on that one. The jury couldn’t have known it but that will keep him from getting released right away. The judge will probably give him a maximum sentence but again, with time served, he’ll be out in another 6 months, no more than a year. Derek will likely get 7 or 8 years. Maybe 10. Either way, if he behaves, he’ll probably do 4 or 5 years — max.”
‘Got ‘em?’ Who got who?
Anderson listened silently through all this, not because he was lost in thought, but really it was just he felt like his insides were kicked out.
Ward knew it was a royal reaming. He could see that every word he said inflamed Anderson’s indignation once Anderson began to sort out what was really happening.
“You can do a victim impact statement. It could influence the judge, help to add some time to their sentences.” Ward offered, knowing it was little solace and more of the “usual horseshit.”
“So one guy just walks free.” Anderson finally spoke, deadly deliberate. “And you’re telling me the two guys who raped my wife, killed her, and are responsible for my daughter’s death… that one of them will be out in another 6 months or a year, and the other one will be out in 2 or 3 years, and this is supposed to make sense. Does this sound reasonable to you?”
“No, but I see it every day.” Ward answered, secretly angry at himself for acting like the typical apologist.
Anderson noticed Henklin laughing with fellow prosecutors over some shared joke down the corridor.
“So it was for nothing?” Anderson asked as he looked back at Ward. “My wife and daughter, their lives mean nothing?”
Ward didn’t know what to say.
And Anderson didn’t know where to go but he walked away from Ward without another word.
 



Humpty-dumpty sate on a wall,
 Humpti-Dumpti had a great fall,
 Threescore men and threescore more,
 Cannot place Humpty-dumpty as he was before.
 —Gammer Gurton’s Garland



CHAPTER 14
         Tristan waved to him from the living room window.
It was a sweet daydream in an ongoing nightmare as Anderson rolled up in his unwashed Mercedes, killing his headlights in front of his old house.
Anderson turned into the driveway in the encroaching darkness, and parked the car, concealing it in the long hanging untrimmed branches of a weeping willow. He exited the car carrying a cardboard box and walked up to the front of the house where many of the windows had been boarded up. Storms and rocks thrown by kids had knocked out much of the glass.
A tattered “For Sale” sign hung by a single hook & eye in a yard that was overgrown with weeds. Roman had kept the lawn mowed but dandelions and crabgrass now prevailed over the more pleasing bent variety of grass.
Anderson had a key for the padlock and deadbolt. The front door, the wood swollen from the excessive summer heat and moisture, caught a bit before he pushed it back. The storm door had been pilfered leaving the front door woefully exposed to the elements.
He walked trancelike through the graffiti-marred interior. Liquor bottles were strewn about as local teenagers had made this a haven of iniquity and youthful dares.
Anderson stopped, set down the cardboard box on the kitchen countertop. A kitchen drawer was half-opened, its track guides bent from someone trying to sit on it or smash it. He noticed something in there and pulled the drawer out, picked up Tristan’s trampled book “The Angel In Us” from inside and smoothed out its rumpled pages. Longing tore at his heart. This was the first time he had returned here.
Anderson pushed open a portion of a plywood barrier that used to be the sliding glass doors of the family room, and looked out over the neglected backyard. He stared into the pool that had beer cans floating at its bottom in shallow rain water made murky by windblown dirt. He was barely breathing. It took all his energy to fight recollections.
Minutes later, Anderson finished emptying a gasoline container in the interior of the house that he retrieved from inside the cardboard box he had carried in from the car. He lit a match and tossed it on the family room floor. The blaze spread quickly.
Anderson picked up the box off the kitchen countertop that now contained the only possessions he cared to take: Tristan’s book and some trampled photographs. He watched the fire spread throughout the rooms.
Moments later, back in his Mercedes, Anderson took one last look at his former home as flames began to visibly lick and leak out the edges of the plywood barriers. He rolled into the street in neutral, started the engine and drove away without turning on the headlights, unseen.
 
It was an hour later when Anderson had completed emptying out his desk at the office. He had a phone cradled against his ear as he placed the collected personal items in the box with the other things he took from his house.
“Al, how are you?” Anderson said into the phone. “It’s Noel Anderson…”
“How are you?” Ward asked, surprised that Anderson was calling, especially so soon after the verdict. Ward was sitting at his desk in his modest-sized office that was inundated with organizers and files. The space was also stuck in a kind of time-warp. Everything screamed the 1960’s or 70’s, from the cheap fake wood paneling to the brown shag rug, to the hanging lamp of a nude Grecian goddess seemingly bathing in the rain to the DayGlo Jimi Hendrix poster. Another peculiar accoutrement, in addition to the miniature medieval knight figures scattered about the room, were the displayed trappings of an actual knight which included a conical helmet, a chain of fealty, and a cruciform sword.
“I’m good.” Anderson answered automatically. “I was wondering if you could put something together for me, a sort of report on the guys who murdered my wife. I’d like to know where they live, that sort of thing. I’d feel better in the coming weeks, months, years, whatever, if I knew where they were.”
“Well, two of them are behind bars, but you know that.” Ward answered Anderson, trying to tug the knots out of the tangled phone cord.
“I understand, but one is out and the other is going to get out soon.” Anderson continued. “I’m a little worried about them coming after me.”
“My advice is don’t be.” Ward snorted confidently into the mouthpiece. “Criminals don’t usually revisit victims. Unless they knew them beforehand. Hell, they make enough enemies when they’re in jail or just plain livin’ to give any thought to you.”
“You’re probably right, but I don’t want to pass these guys on the street.” Anderson answered as he stared at a framed family studio photograph of himself with Karen and Tristan. “Depending on where they are, I might want to move.”
“The easiest way to track them is to put a GPS tracking device on whatever vehicle they’re driving.” Ward stated matter-of-factly. “You can follow ‘em wherever they go. All you need is an internet connection. Hell, you can do it over a phone as long as you can get on the web. That’s assuming these losers get a car. They’re not public transportation types so they usually get their hands on some type of vehicle, either through shacking up with a lonely heart and using her car or finding a junker and driving it without insurance or anything until they get pulled over for something and have to give it up. If you want me to, I’ll find out if the one guy has a car already and slap a tracker on it if he does, if it adds to your piece of mind.”
“Nah, just a report is good.” Anderson assured him, after giving it some thought. “I just want to know the general area where they’re living. Where they might be working.”
“I understand.” Ward stated as he eyed a framed photo of his own (circa the early to mid 1970’s) of himself in Marine dress blues standing with a pretty, shiny-faced young woman next to a Camaro. It goes without saying Ward cut a lean mean figure in those days. “Shouldn’t be too hard to locate the guy who’s out. The other guy who’s looking at parole soon, since he was in on a drug charge he will have to be set up with a halfway house or other re-entry location in advance. There’s also counseling he has to attend, and most of those offices are located downtown. I’ll find out what facility he has to release to. He’ll have to go there for at least a little bit of time. I’ll write you up a risk assessment, any known addresses, situations they’re likely to gravitate to, you know, where they hang out when they’re not in church.” Ward finished by attempting some levity.
“Right.” Anderson chuckled but he didn’t really think it was funny.
Ward didn’t think it was all so humorous either, he was just anxious talking to Anderson. He felt really bad about what had happened to him.
“Just don’t worry about it.” Ward assured him. “I’ll get on it right away and get something over to you.”
“I appreciate it.” Anderson thanked him. He told Ward he’d talk to him soon and hung up.



CHAPTER 15
         Music emanated from a dance club that had its main entrance down-market chic style in an alley. Ruben Roney exchanged a bag of ecstasy pills for a hundred-dollar bill from a fidgety college kid who stood in the shadows with a short-skirted long-legged girl.
“Thanks, man.” The college-kid said, trying to sound cool as he led the leggy girl back to a BMW where another couple was waiting expectantly.
“Thank you! I aim to please!” Ruben retorted, giving them a deep bow and a hand flourish, trying to act even cooler. He grabbed his crotch, gawked at the leggy-girl’s ass as she climbed into the BMW. “Sweet thing!” Ruben muttered to himself.
Ruben pulled a whiskey bottle out of his coat pocket. He took a swig, watched the BMW speed away. It was a decent night, money-wise, so he decided to head for his dilapidated GM Saturn parked a short distance away.
He had only just started off when the sound of footsteps made him turn. It was even darker away from the lights of the club, and he was buzzing a bit, but whoever it was didn’t jingle-jangle like a cop and Ruben sure as hell wasn’t going to refuse another customer.
“How ya’ doin’? Lookin’ to score?” Ruben breezily asked the approaching figure. “You’ve come to the right place.”
* * *
Squad-car floodlights illuminated the interior of the Saturn where Ruben’s motionless head was slung back against the front seat headrest.
5-inch tubing fitted over the muffler ran all the way to an end piece wedged through a crack in the front driver’s side window. A rolled up towel jammed in the remaining window opening made sure no fumes could escape.
Chicago police and detectives were already on the scene going methodically through a death investigation. Photographs were being taken from all angles on Ruben. Yellow police tape had been strung across both ends of the alleyway. An investigator from the Medical Examiner’s Office was stepping out of a protective “bunny suit” as a wagon backed up to collect the body.
A detective, with a distinct upper-body brawny build discernible under his dress shirt, finished interviewing a couple of club employees.
The detective’s partner, a 40-ish Irishman with reddish-brown hair, also in a dress shirt and tie, leaned back out of the front passenger side with Roney’s wallet in one of his latex-gloved hands, cell phone cradled against his ear. “All right, thanks.” He muttered to someone on the phone and closed it up with his free hand.
The two detectives, handguns and badges visible on their hips, met up next to their unmarked cruiser.
“No one saw anything.” The well-built detective reported to his partner.
“M.E. said he’s not dead long.” The Irishman nodded, relaying his news, bored with it all already. “Looks like he was drinking. There’s also some pills, money in the car.” He gestured with the wallet, flipped it open to show the deceased’s identification. “His name is Ruben Roney. Just got out of County not long ago after beating a murder rap.”



CHAPTER 16
         Anderson climbed the stairs outside the Our Lady of Sorrows rectory. He stopped a passing nun on the steps.
“I’m looking for Father Cannova.”
“Father is over in church.” The nun answered him and continued on.
The church itself was built over a hundred years ago by Polish parishioners and had survived many changes in the vicinity. It now served a hearty mix of nearly every ethnicity in this working-class neighborhood.
Anderson walked up to the imposing front staircase. He could hear the thumping of music booming from behind the doors of the church.
Anderson found it odd there would be any late services or the music would be so loud for a wedding rehearsal. It was after dinner and he was just hoping to get a minute with Father Cannova. He was unprepared for what he was about to encounter as he swung open one of the entrance doors and found himself instantly a part of an intense new world…
The place was rocking, filled with swaying people who were clapping, singing to the thundering beat of “Heaven Is In My Heart.”
A dancing woman just inside the entrance gently took Anderson by the arm and drew him inside the vestibule.
“Welcome! Praise God!” She shouted over the din.
Another dancing couple each took a side of Anderson and shepherded him into the nave where he advanced down the center aisle through the pulsating crowd as if carried on a thundering wave of raw emotion.
Anderson scanned the pews teeming with singing churchgoers, their hands held up, eyes closed as they all swayed back and forth in the throes of holy ecstasy.
The aisles were all crammed with people laughing like children, dancing, weeping, praying. One man roared like a lion.
A 10-year-old girl thrashed about on the floor in the center aisle where a woman prayed over her, tears running down her cheeks. Anderson stopped as the woman shrieked, “God is in her!”
Other parishioners spoke in tongues.
“Yo co pala neyo moway!” Said one.
“Keela keela peeto ayeeee!” Said another.
“Me pikka tool nomee!” Cried yet another.
Father Cannova stepped up to a microphone located in front of the ornate altar where a five-piece rock band was playing.
“Oh Lord, give us a sign of your power!” Cannova implored into the ether. “We ask for the angels of heaven to embody us!”
Anderson locked his gaze on Jeannie, the young woman he encountered earlier who was working in the church rectory when he donated the insurance checks. She was squeezed into a pew between other congregants, clapping, swaying, and deep in spiritual rapture.
Jeannie opened her eyes, looked about and realized Anderson was staring at her. There was a flash of initial joy on her face that was quickly covered up with a glare of defiance and she turned away.
“I feel the angels of heaven here tonight!” Father Cannova shouted into the microphone as he unhooked the mic from its stand. “I feel the presence of God!”
There were shouts everywhere of, “Praise the Lord!”
Father Cannova spotted Anderson among the throng.
“Mr. Anderson, is that you?!!” It was an inquiry of real surprise and delight.
Anderson sort of ducked his head down out of embarrassment but then looked back up to face him.
“Come forward! Come forward!? Cannova urged him.
All eyes focused on Anderson.
The congregants in the aisle parted for Anderson who was now forced to make his way to the altar where Father Cannova embraced him.
“Are you here to receive the loving grace of God?!!” Cannova asked, his voice booming to the rafters.
Anderson was clearly uncomfortable, but caught without an escape.
Cannova embraced him again, and then shouted into the mic to the dancing throng. “This man’s family was taken from him in an act of violence, yet he has come to receive the healing power of our Lord Jesus Christ!”
Voices in the crowd shrieked, “Praise Jesus!” and “Alleluia!”
“Brothers and sisters, quiet please!” Cannova commanded the congregants.
The band kicked the tempo down into a slow steady rhythm.
Cannova turned to face Anderson and placed his hand on Anderson’s shoulder.
“Do you want to be healed?” Cannova asked evenly, as he then turned the mic toward Anderson for his response.
“I, uh… yes. Yes.” Anderson responded timidly into the mic’s mouthpiece.
A group of people pressed forward at the front of the altar to pray at Anderson.
“I ask everyone here to pray for you.” Cannova summoned the whole assembly before turning back to face Anderson. “And I am going to ask you to do one of the most difficult things you have ever done. I am going to ask you to pray out loud for the healing powers of our Lord Jesus Christ to enter you. Say out loud, LORD JESUS, HEAL ME!”
“Lord Jesus, heal me.” Anderson stated reservedly.
“You can do better than that!” Cannova shouted.
“Lord Jesus, heal me!” Anderson declared again, a bit stronger.
“Oh, come on!” Cannova beseeched him.
“Lord Jesus, HEAL ME!” Anderson bellowed, finally getting into it.
The praying people at the altar formed a semi-circle about Anderson in order to perform a ritualistic laying on of hands.
Another large man scooted around behind Anderson into a catching position as Cannova set the mic back in its stand.
Cannova raised his hands heavenward in supplication and placed his palms gently on Anderson’s forehead. He pushed Anderson softly back into the waiting arms of the large man who lowered Anderson gently to the floor.
Other congregants surged forward and writhed about on the marble floor next to Anderson.
The band started playing full throttle again, rocking the house.
The whole place erupted into a cheering, dancing mass of humanity.
“If you doubt that the Holy Spirit lives, look no further than this man!” Cannova cried out.
Anderson slowly rose to his feet and stared intently at the boisterous, teeming assemblage.
“You are now ‘Slain in the Spirit’!” Cannova exclaimed to Anderson. “Let the Holy Ghost be your guide! You have a family now! You are a member of the family of God!”
 
Father Cannova stood at the bottom of the stairs bidding good-night to the service attendees as they streamed out of the front doors of the church.
Anderson descended the stairs and moved up to Cannova. Several parishioners patted Anderson on the back and shook his hand as they moved past him.
“I hope we’ll see you again.” Cannova warmly inquired of Anderson.
A crying woman pressed a bouquet of flowers into Anderson’s hands. “Peace be with you! I pray for you!” She said as Anderson smiled at her and she drifted away.
“Church has changed quite a bit since I used to go.” Anderson said bemused as he turned back to Cannova.
“Yes it has.” Cannova agreed.
“I’m praying for you!” Another man with a limp told Anderson as he hobbled past.
“We have the more traditional masses you could attend.” Cannova offered. “If that’s what you prefer.”
Anderson just stood in non-committal silence for a moment.
A few more people moved past them and said good-night, expressing sympathies to Anderson.
“I need help, father. I need you to pray for me.” Anderson asked Cannova.
“You don’t even need to ask.” Cannova reassured him. “I already pray for you. And as you can see, everyone else does, too.”
“I appreciate it.” Anderson solemnly expressed his gratitude as he nodded, shook Cannova’s hand and headed off into the parking lot.
“God does have a plan!” Cannova called after him.
Anderson reached the edge of the lot where a darkened dormant building was located. It was another piece of church property, a grade school that was closed-down by the Archdiocese due to insufficient enrollment. As he reached his car he could hear a couple arguing in the shadows.
“What have you been doin’?” The man raged. “I’ve been waiting out here for fucking ever!”
“Get away from me!” The woman shouted back. “I don’t have to tell you anything!”
Anderson stepped up to find it was Jeannie who was in the middle of a screamfest with a long-haired, leather clad dirtball. His name was Jack Trax, and he looked like a reject from Spinal Tap.
“I’m under a lot of pressure!” Trax yelled as he grabbed her by the arm. “And you’re fuckin’ around over here!”
“What pressure?!!” Jeannie snorted, putting a key to the door lock on her 1996 rusted-out Impala.
“You don’t know nothin’, you stupid bitch!” Trax spewed as he decked her with a hard slap across the face.
Anderson trotted up to Trax as Jeannie, hands over her tear-filled mascara streaked face, looked up, embarrassed.
“You want to try that on me?” Anderson challenged Trax.
“Get the fuck out of here.” Trax answered with irritation, shoving Anderson aside.
Anderson grabbed Trax and ran him headlong into some trash cans. Trax went sprawling, spread-eagled atop some rubbish. Anderson easily gathered him up and punched him in the stomach.
Jeannie sprang to her feet and pulled at Anderson.
“Leave him alone! Leave him alone!” She screamed, pushing herself between them.
Trax fell to his knees, wheezing.
“Are you crazy!” Jeannie shrieked at Anderson. “Get out of here! LEAVE US ALONE!”
Jeannie kneeled down and comforted Trax who gladly took her aid.
Anderson, puzzled, backed away.
“I’m sorry, baby. I’m sorry.” Trax muttered to Jeannie shamelessly. “All I want is to be with you. I’m sorry.”
Anderson just shook his head, got in his car and drove away.



CHAPTER 17
         It had just stopped raining outside the Eisenhower Public Library when Anderson exited with some books he had just checked-out.
He cut across a courtyard and approached his Mercedes in the parking lot when the sound of squealing tires made him turn.
A Chevrolet Caprice skidded to a stop next to Anderson and Al Ward jumped out.
“Al, how are you?” Anderson casually greeted him.
“Fuck you! You trying to make an ass out of me?” Ward spewed. “I’m not finding out where those guys live so you can kill them!”
“What are you talking about?” Anderson questioned him, perplexed.
“You know exactly what I’m talking about…” Ward stormed. “…and I know what’s going to happen. You’re going to fuck it up, tell them I helped you and they’ll put my ass in prison, too!”
“Helped me what?” Anderson asked innocently.
Ward chuckled scornfully, and did an angry pivot as if he were trying to cool himself off.
“Ruben Roney!” Ward said fiercely. “You killed him!”
“He’s dead?” Anderson queried with earnestness.
“You think I’m stupid?” Ward fumed.
Anderson just stared at him.
“Cops aren’t stupid either.” Ward continued. “And they ain’t gonna give you a pass just because you pay your taxes.”
“Al-” Anderson started to protest but Ward didn’t even give him a chance to deny it anymore.
“Okay, so the first guy is dead…” Ward sneered. “…they’ll chalk it up to he’s a scumbag. He got what he deserved. Nobody’s gonna give a shit. Second guy dies…” Ward pointed his finger at Anderson. “…everybody’s looking at you. And they’ll put you away for the rest of your life!”
“Al, please, slow down-” Anderson held up a hand in an attempt to placate Ward.
“You think you can kill three guys?” Ward asked mockingly. “Forget it! You ain’t that smart and you sure as shit ain’t that lucky! Don’t get me wrong, I’d die a happy man if I lived to see you do it. Most people just suck on it and forever they’re the walking wounded. But one’s gotta be enough!”
“I swear I didn’t know.” Anderson insisted.
“That’s good. Lying is good.” Ward snorted cynically. “But I hope you’re studying criminology in there because you’re gonna need the knowledge of twenty detectives and still have airtight alibis, and there’s no such thing!”
Anderson fished in his pocket for his car keys.
Ward grabbed several of the books Anderson was cradling and scanned the titles: “When Bad Things Happen to Good People,” “Getting Over Tragedy,” and “A Course in Miracles.”
“You better find a better act than this. They’ll pull this beard right off.” Ward scornfully instructed him, and then pointed at the library. “And if you’re using their computers, they got cameras in there, too, they can trace any websites you’re looking at if they really wanted to investigate.”
“Look, I’m sorry for the guy…” Anderson tried to recall the name. “…uh, Ruben-”
Ward threw his hands up in a helpless gesture as if Anderson were impervious to reason.
“But I’m just trying to deal with what happened to my wife and daughter.” Anderson continued as he took back the books and got in his Mercedes. He turned the engine over and put down the car window. “That’s it, nothing more.”
“You can’t think about the past.” Ward loomed up over the window, blotting out the sunlight. “If you’re going to go through with it you gotta become a predator. Think like those fucking killers think. You gotta become an animal. And an animal has a vague idea of yesterday, an intense awareness of the present, and no thought of the future.”
“I really gotta go.” Anderson calmly nodded. “I appreciate you letting me know.”
And with that Anderson backed out and drove away.
Ward stared after him until the Mercedes left the lot and disappeared into traffic.



CHAPTER 18
         Our Lady of Sorrows church had a capacity crowd again. People were on their feet, clapping and dancing as the band played an up-tempo supportive Gospel strain for a “witness” who was presently on the altar giving “testimony.”
“I’m telling you the devil had me in his grip!” The slender, malnourished-looking man at the mic said. “I got so drunk one time I hit a little boy on a bike!”
A collective groan rolled across the assembly.
Anderson was tucked into a pew towards the side rear doors. He was clapping along with the other worshipers who were entranced in Holy ecstasy, but he still was not yet fully immersing himself in the ritual.
“The Lord took that boy!” The slender man shouted as he shook a fist at his demons and started to cry. “And I prayed the Lord would take me!”
Voices in the crowd cried out:
“Oh no, Lord!”
“Help him, Jesus!”
“Mercy, Lord!”
Anderson looked about and spotted Jeannie in another pew directly across the aisle.
Jeannie was swaying side to side, arms undulating like a belly dancer’s.
Anderson leaned forward to get a better look at her and their eyes met. Again, she quickly averted her gaze and edged her way out of her pew.
“The devil screamed in my ear, kill yourself!” The slender man continued.
More shouts of horror.
“Oh, no!”
“No, Lord!”
“I got a gun and put it to my head!” The slender man shakily attested, pointing an index finger at his temple.
“Say it isn’t so!” A parishioner screamed.
Jeannie exited the church.
Anderson sidled out of his pew and followed her.
“But then I saw our Lord Jesus Christ come to me on a cloud and I was saved!” The slender man yelled out as he broke down and sank to his knees on the altar.
Jeannie, walking briskly outside in the church parking lot, tossed glances back over her shoulder at Anderson who kept pace behind her. She took out her car keys as she moved up to her Impala. Suddenly, she turned abruptly and angrily confronted him.
“Why are you following me?!! What do you want?!!” She hissed venomously at Anderson who stopped dead in his tracks and stared at her. “WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT?!!!”
Anderson took a moment to answer, then pointed to his Mercedes that was pinned-in by her Impala. “I want you to move your car so I can get out.” Anderson had left the church once already, before the services had ended, only to discover Jeannie had conveniently parked her car in the center of his aisle.
In her defense, it was a common practice for late arrivals to create these temporary parking spaces, it’s just that she had not left enough room on his side of the aisle to back his Mercedes out. He had remembered her Impala from the night he mistakenly tried to rescue her from the slapping boyfriend Jack Trax. It was not a difficult car to remember. So he decided to return to the church and wait until she left. Which was now.
Jeannie turned, looked at Anderson’s car and realized her mistake. Her shoulders sagged, and she muttered apologetically under her breath. “Oh shit. Fine, fine, just give me a minute, okay?”
Anderson shrugged and waited.
Jeannie manually adjusted the exterior driver’s side mirror on the Impala and then seemed to count off four paces to the front of the car, before she tapped on the left-front headlight three times.
“Look, I do stuff before I get in my car. It might look weird but it has a purpose.” She explained.
“Take your time.” Anderson told her patiently.
She then retraced her four steps back to the side-view mirror, adjusted the mirror again and put her car key to the lock. She had trouble inserting the key, it caught oddly in the cylinder. She had lost the fob to activate the power door locks long ago. Still, the car door actuator was broken too so it wouldn’t have made any difference. She finally got the key to insert all the way and opened the car door.
It was dark in this area of the parking lot, but the Impala’s interior lights gave enough illumination for Jeannie to quickly ascertain she had been robbed. Wires now hung from a hole in the center of the console where her in-dash car stereo unit used to be mounted.
“Oh Christ!” Jeannie fumed.
“What’s the matter?” Anderson inquired.
“My radio’s gone! That’s just great!” Jeannie stared skyward.
“I hate to say it, but there’s not a lot of security on these old cars.” Anderson commented.
“Thanks, that really helps me. Thanks a lot.” Jeannie muttered as she got behind the wheel and slammed the car door shut. She started the car, letting out a little sigh of relief finding the engine still worked, and drove away fast.



CHAPTER 19
         Victor Sanchez, standing high on a ladder, used a cat’s paw nail-puller to pry away the last nail from the masonry before he carefully handed down the sign for “Anderson Construction” to his uncle Roman Ayala. Victor was the young Peruvian worker who Anderson had Al Ward help with his immigration problems. Thankfully, those problems had been ironed out.
Roman leaned the sign up against the exterior office building wall and held the ladder steady as Victor climbed down.
A Crown Victoria sedan pulled up on the apron near the edge of the road. The driver threw the car in park and got out. It was detective Wayne Crotty. He pulled himself into his suit jacket but his badge and handgun were already clearly evident.
Victor was instantly anxious, not only upon seeing the obvious municipal-type sedan but also when he eyed Crotty himself who had that authoritarian air about him – in spades.
Roman shot Victor a look that told him to stay calm.
Crotty soon strolled up, angling around so the sun was at his back as he spoke to them.
“Hi.” Crotty said, unhurried. “I’m looking for Noel Anderson.”
Victor breathed a silent sigh of relief.
Roman relaxed too and said, “I own the business now. What can I do for you?”
“He sold the business?” Crotty asked, greeting the news with some curiosity. “When?”
“A week ago.” Roman answered.
Crotty nodded thoughtfully. “I have to talk to him personally. Do you know where I can find him?”
 
Anderson was holding a basket of folded laundry and a carry-out bag when he walked up the sidewalk to the entranceway of the Heart O’Mine motel. This had been his permanent home for well over two years now. Some birds flew down in front of Anderson thinking he might discard bits of a bun but he had plans to eat in his room today.
Wayne Crotty stepped out of the motel office as Anderson strolled into the driveway that led to the interior courtyard of the motel. The courtyard was where the room access and all the parking spaces were located. It had been originally designed as one of those enclosures which provided a sanctuary for guests from the hubbub of the city streets but now it was noisy anyway and just seedy from neglect.
“Mr. Anderson? Lieutenant Wayne Crotty.” Crotty announced as he flashed his badge and credentials. “I was the supervising detective at-”
“I remember you.” Anderson responded, stopping.
It had been nearly three months since Anderson saw Crotty at the criminal courts building after the verdict but Crotty wasn’t the type to assume anyone ever remembered him.
“Do you have a minute?” Crotty asked, but it wasn’t really a request.
“Sure.” Anderson replied casually, leading the way.
They walked in silence all the way to Anderson’s room.
For Crotty that was standard procedure. Don’t engage in small talk right off, let the other person sweat and fill the dead spaces. They might say something interesting.
Anderson opened the door and set the basket of laundry down on his bed in his second-story motel room. It was the same room he always kept. He thought about moving to one of the other rooms but this one gave him direct access to the staircase to the parking lot and that way he could hear foot traffic. While it was noisier he sensed it would be just too damn lonely staying in one of the out of the way rooms.
Crotty stepped in behind him and scanned the space while trying to not be too obvious taking a good look around.
Anderson, though a bit nervous at Crotty’s presence, covered up the fact nicely. He extracted a coffee and a breakfast sandwich from the carry-out bag.
“If I knew you were coming I would have ordered two.” Anderson sort of broke the ice as he held out the coffee to Crotty. “You’re welcome to it.”
“No. Thanks.” Crotty declined.
Anderson had not added any personal touches to the space. The few things he had remained boxed for the most part, ready to move at a moment’s notice. This was not lost on Crotty.
“Nice little setup you have here. Not a lot of attachments.” Crotty remarked as he not so casually gazed about and wheeled on Anderson. “I guess it takes awhile.”
Anderson nodded, met his stare.
There was a long pause that Crotty again was in no hurry to fill. He obviously wanted to create some tension.
“Thinking of getting a regular place?” Crotty finally asked.
“Some time.” Anderson nodded.
“I went by your business.” Crotty started looking around again. “They told me where to find you.”
“Right. I sold it.” Anderson offered, figuring Crotty already knew.
Crotty nodded, then said, “Tough time to sell, business climate and everything. Get a good price?”
“It was fair.” Anderson curtly informed him.
“So, how are you getting by…” Crotty turned and looked at him. “…moneywise?”
“I’ve got some other savings.” Anderson answered as he bit into his sandwich.
“But now you’re…“ Crotty asked, fixing him with a pointed gaze. “…unemployed?”
“Is it against the law to be out of work?” Anderson asked a bit edgily. “Because if it is you must be really busy locking people up.”
Crotty smiled and picked up an Anderson family photograph from the cardboard box on the dresser. It was a picture Karen asked someone to take when she, Tristan and Noel were all attending a first day back to school for Tristan. Probably the sixth grade.
“I’m really sorry about your wife and daughter.” Crotty solemnly sympathized as he stared at the photo. “Beautiful family.”
Anderson smiled tightly, acknowledging his compliment, and took another bite of his sandwich.
“Yeah, it’s tough…” Crotty continued. “…you build a nice life, then something always seems to happen to knock it all down.”
“You a cynic, Lieutenant?” Anderson asked.
“Guess so.” Crotty snorted. “Comes with the territory. I deal with violence every day. People trying to run a game on me… lies. And everybody thinks you don’t care. There’s this nightmare I have all the time, cop’s dream… some juiced-up junkie is shooting at me and I feel like I’m being hit all over… then I realize it’s just blanks.” Crotty sighed then explained, “You’re around death long enough it just stays with you. Sometimes I have to soak a handkerchief in aftershave, hold it up to my nose for days at a time, just to get rid of the smell.”
“As you say, it comes with the territory.” Anderson commiserated with some consideration, then added sharply because Crotty sure wasn’t getting to the point of his visit, and this obviously wasn’t a well-being check, “So, what can I do for you?”
“Oh yeah.” Crotty said this as if he just remembered. “I thought it would be proper to inform you that one of the men present at your, uh, wife’s murder, was found dead recently.”
Crotty finished his sentence simply but was clearly searching Anderson’s reaction as he spoke.
Anderson displayed no emotion. A pensive stare maybe. Nothing more.
Crotty held his gaze.
Anderson leaned over and tapped the power button on the remote control that was affixed to a nightstand next to the bed. He wanted the TV on to fill the gaps in Crotty’s silences. A talk show came on dealing with mothers who abandon their babies.
“What?” Crotty asked as Anderson picked up his coffee and pulled the lid off.
“Huh?” Anderson responded.
“I thought you were going to say something?” Crotty presumed.
“No, nothing.” Anderson shook his head. “It’s just… how did it happen?”
“Aren’t you going to ask who it was?” Crotty suspected a misstep.
“It had to be the only one who was out…” Anderson surmised. “…the one who was released.”
“Yeah, Roney. Ruben Roney.” Crotty confirmed, staring right at Anderson. “It looks like he killed himself. Carbon monoxide. They also found Clonazepam in his system and it was crushed up in his whiskey bottle.”
“Clonazepam?” Anderson deliberated for a moment then inquired with a good deal of seriousness. “Wasn’t that one of the drugs they had on them when they were arrested?”
Crotty was taken aback. Anderson had asked this last question somewhat impudently and Crotty was wondering if Anderson was seriously trying to go toe-to-toe with him.
“Yeah, it’s a cheap roofie.” Crotty continued. “It’s used in date rapes sometimes. Some take it for its sedative effect.” Crotty expounded but he was only playing along hoping Anderson would reveal a clear sign of guilt.
“Lot of dealers use their own product, don’t they?” Anderson asked.
“Was he a dealer?” Crotty responded with a challenging air, hoping for a breakthrough or breakdown by Anderson.
“I don’t know.” Anderson ventured a guess. “I would think a lot of people who have drugs on them tend to get into dealing. It would just seem to follow.”
“Yeah, happens.” Crotty shrugged. “I was not surprised that he was found dead in an alley. That’s exactly how I would expect to find someone like him…” Crotty paused a moment before adding, “…I was surprised it was a suicide.”
“Maybe if the State had given him more counseling.” Anderson suggested.
“I don’t get you.” Crotty responded, truly perplexed now.
“People need counseling, help to get through these things.” Anderson said evenly as he stared right at Crotty. “I mean, he was in jail for 2 years for something he didn’t do.”
“Yeah…” Crotty returned his stare. “…well, we lock ‘em up, and what they do after that we have no control.”
“I know, you’re one of the good guys.” Anderson stated flatly.
Now Crotty was really confused. He sure didn’t know how to take this last comment. Was it a compliment? Didn’t sound like one. Crotty took a moment, but couldn’t get a read on Anderson, and finally said, “Anyway, good riddance to bad rubbish.”
Anderson took a long slug of coffee as Crotty straightened his tie in the mirror above the dresser.
Crotty eyed the stacks of court transcripts next to the cardboard box and the self-help books with the Eisenhower Public Library labels. He also spotted Al Ward’s name and telephone number on a notepad.
“Al Ward.” Crotty picked up the notepad, and read Ward’s name aloud with some interest. “He helped you at the trial.”
“Yes.” Anderson nodded. “He explained some things after the verdicts. It’s complex, the legal system. He sorted out the process for me. I met him through my business.”
“Do you ever see him anymore?” Crotty asked.
“No. I sold the business. And the trial’s over. I have no reason to hire him for anything.” Anderson replied, turning away to put a creamer in his coffee.
“Right.” Crotty grunted, clearing his throat as he lifted a single photograph of Anderson from the cardboard box on the dresser and tucked it into his pocket while Anderson’s back was to him.
Anderson sensed something amiss and glanced back over his shoulder warily at Crotty.
“He’s really a resourceful guy.” Crotty continued. “He used to be a cop, then-” Crotty abruptly stopped himself from revealing anything more about Ward, only adding, “Well, talk about a guy hauling around extra baggage.”
“How do you mean?” Anderson wanted to know.
“I’m just talking…” Crotty replied dismissively. “…anyway, I better be going. Gotta catch some bad guys.” Crotty made this last statement while bouncing his eyebrows up and down, trying to add some lightheartedness to their strained encounter but levity was not one of his strong points. He started for the door but then stopped, acting as though he were remembering something he had wanted to say. “Oh, you know your house burned down.”
“I know.” Anderson replied.
“Looks like the fire might have been set deliberately.” Crotty said, pausing to reset the tension and to hold a questioning gaze on Anderson.
Anderson just stared back at him.
“If we ever find out who did it, whew, arson is a serious offense.” Crotty declared ominously, but he was clearly after something bigger.
“I understand it’s a tough crime to prove.” Anderson commented.
“If we don’t get them there, they always fuck up somewhere down the line…” Crotty offered, and then locked right in on Anderson’s eyes as he said, “…unless they never do anything bad again.”
The silence after he said this was deafening.
“Thanks for your time.” Crotty finally broke the uneasy quiet as he smiled, and shook Anderson’s hand. “You be good now.” And then exited the room.
Anderson closed the door behind him.
As soon as Crotty heard the latch click shut behind him he turned, looked back at Anderson’s motel room door, no affability in his features now. He was purely contemplative, eyes keenly set. After a moment, he continued on down the exterior staircase and got into his Crown Victoria.
Anderson peered through a crack in the curtains in his room, watched as Crotty backed the Crown Victoria out of a parking space and drove away.
Once it was clear Crotty was gone, Anderson walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, drained and deep in thought. He looked at the TV where the talk show featuring the mothers who abandon their babies was just ending.
The studio audience was wildly applauding as the credits rolled for the tabloid-like sensationalistic program. A graphic appeared seeking guests for a future show which included an “800” number that interested parties could call. An announcer’s voice essentially mirrored what was displayed on the screen:
“Hey, how would you like to be a guest on the next ‘Kari’ Show?
Are you the forgiving victim of a violent crime? Give us a call at…”
Anderson just stared at the TV deep in thought.
 
Gabriel Lysander, looking leaner and meaner if that was possible, let the daylight wash over him even though it was a cloudy autumn day. Natural light always felt different on the outside.
The two prison guards that released him hoarsely laughed like hyenas as he walked away.
Gabriel smirked at them and took a deep breath of fresh air.
Gabriel had heard about the death of Ruben Roney during the time he was allowed to finish out his sentence post-conviction at the Cook County Jail. The news of Roney’s death particularly bothered him because Reuben had been giving him the $50 a week he needed for payoffs to maintain his status as a “neutron” or a non-street gang member in prison.
Street gangs ran everything in the more than two-dozen adult prisons in Illinois even though officials didn’t like to admit it. Gabriel, because of his ferocity, had managed to avoid once again having his ass-busted, that is being on the receiving end of a rape and this way, by paying off the gang leadership, he was permitted to have his own little fiefdom on his “deck” or row of cells.
The cramped cells at Cook County were meant to house only 2 inmates but always had 4 assigned prisoners. The payoff money let Gabriel lay claim to a bottom bunk and never have to sleep on the floor where the spit, sperm and cockroaches resided. It also allowed him to be the “man” with his “boys” wherever he hung his hat.
But when Roney died a month or so before his release and the money stopped, Gabriel took a shank to the neck fighting off a gang-rape and luckily ended up in the protective custody medical unit with a non-life threatening injury for the remainder of his stay.
Gabriel’s brother, Derek, meanwhile had been sent to the Stateville Correctional Center just south of Chicago, a Level 1 facility usually reserved for maximum-security inmates but which also housed its share of medium-security inmates and that was what Derek was deemed after Judge Marr imposed a 10-year sentence on him. Stateville was also where that nurse killer from the 1960’s was housed before he died and where the serial-killer John Wayne Gacy was eventually executed.
Derek maintained his non-gang affiliated status but only because Ruben was also funneling him $50 a week for payoffs and only for a short while after Roney’s death due to his strength and the fact he kept himself exceptionally dirty and smelly as most inmates did. After a while though, once the payoff money dried up, Derek was ordered to service a notorious gang leader (albeit only in front of a couple of the leader’s underlings) and had to promise to help the gang leader with his long-running appeal in order to remain “protected” but independent. It was the first time Derek had sucked a dick since his juvie days and it really made it hell for Derek’s cellmate when Derek took him up the ass.
Derek did file his own appeal right after his sentencing and did claim he was denied effective assistance of counsel. He was leaning on the assertion that his public defender did not inform him of the involuntary-intoxication defense (which again Calcote did), and that it was “clear reversible error” because he was not apprised of the option nor was the jury given instructions with regards to this defense.
It was always problematic to claim you were so whacked out under the influence of drugs and/or alcohol to therefore not be held liable for your actions. Also, Calcote had done such a thorough job for the defense that it was clearly a desperate bid to have the conviction set aside but what the heck, it was worth a shot, Derek figured.



CHAPTER 20
         Anderson shook hands with Father Cannova as he left the evening services with the other attendees. It was a crisp fall night right before Halloween and a beautiful full moon was evident above the main spire of the church.
“Another lively service, father.” Anderson said as he drifted past.
“Thank you, Noel.”
“Good night.”
“I’m always delighted to see you here.” Cannova called after Anderson genuinely pleased to see him attend so many masses, although he felt Anderson still was more an observer than a participant.
Anderson headed off into the parking lot where he found Jeannie fuming in front of her Impala. The hood was up on her car.
“Fuck! Motherfuck!” Jeannie groused.
“What’s the problem?” Anderson asked but he could already see what had happened.
“Somebody stole my battery.” Jeannie seethed, putting her hands on her hips and giving him a look as if he were something foul. “Am I somehow in your way again?” She asked, referring to the time not so long ago when she pinned-his Mercedes in with her lousy park job.
“No.”
“Good.” She said, throwing glances in every direction as if she were scanning for a tow truck or some friend who was coming to help her, neither of which was occurring. “Shit!” She spewed, shaking her head back and forth with irritation.
“What are you going to do?” Anderson asked bluntly.
“First I’m gonna find out who fucking did it and then I’m going to fucking kill them!” She hissed contemptuously. “What the fuck do you think I’m going to do?!!”
“I’ll give you a ride to get another battery, if you want.” He offered patiently.
“’A ride’?” Jeannie asked suspiciously, implying he was just a lecherous creep with ulterior motives.
“A ride.” Anderson repeated disdainfully, now dishing her surly attitude back at her. “But first I have to get something to eat because I’m starving.  Okay?”
 
It took a good five minutes of riding in silence before Jeannie relented and apologized.
“I’m sorry I yelled at you. It’s not your fault.” She muttered as she continued to stare out the window, arms folded tightly. “Okay?” She snarled as she turned her head and looked at him directly using the same condescending intonation he used in saying the word in the parking lot.
“What kind of food do you like?” Anderson asked evenly, accepting the peace offering.
“Seriously? You want to know?” She responded derisively.
Anderson just kept driving, not taking the bait.
“I got a mouth on me, I know.” Jeannie acquiesced and explained. “But it’s just, you know, I use it to like weed out the creeps, that sort of thing, scare them away.”
Anderson nodded, unperturbed. There was no offense and none taken as far as he was concerned.
Jeannie softened a bit and brightened as she caught sight of a place to eat, and pointed. “That’s a good place right there!”
 
The restaurant Jeannie had selected was the Metroville Diner, an old railcar-like eatery that played music from the 1950’s located in a gentrified area of the city where you could see the Chicago skyline in the distance.
Jeannie sat in a booth and was completely absorbed at the moment as she picked up the salt shaker from the Formica table-top and quickly set it down… then did the same thing with the pepper shaker… before continuing the identical pick-up-and-drop procedure with the ketchup bottle… returning to the salt shaker and continuing the odd ritual in rapid succession a series of four times in total before finishing with two light taps on the corner of the table.
Anderson waited patiently and simply stared at Jeannie impassively from his seat opposite her in the packed restaurant.
Jeannie took a packet out of her small purse, tore off the top, removed the towelette inside and washed her hands. She finally looked up and smiled.
“You think I’m crazy.” She said, self-consciously. “See, there’s three bottles on the table so I look under each one four times which is twelve, then I touch the edge of the table two times, that’s fourteen, plus adding the three bottles again is seventeen, but I have to count the bottles again, 3 times 17 is 51, but you add in the fact that I washed my hands twice equals 53. Five plus three is eight which is a good number.”
Anderson just looked at her after she finished her explanation.
“I know it sounds complicated.” Jeannie conceded.
“Sounds like a colossal waste of time.” Anderson opined.
Jeannie had heard this before and was not insulted. “Believe me, it’s not as bad as when I was a Buddhist. You had to chant the same thing over and over. It was the pits.”
“You were a Buddhist?”
“Yeah, then I did yoga, at some temple, but they burned all this incense, it gave me a headache.” Jeannie recounted, making a face. “Have you tried aromatherapy? I did that for awhile. That’s pretty good. I’m thinking now of following the Dalai Lama, emancipation from desire, I like that.”
“I thought you were a Charismatic?”
“Right, well that, too. I am.” Jeannie nodded. “I’m just not real comfortable with the whole Jesus thing yet. I feel like God, He’s judging me all the time. I dream about some day, you know, getting to a place where I don’t have to feel bad about myself. I feel like the devil is there all the time, you have to pray constantly. I hate it the most when the devil does things to kids, makes there be a bad thing happen, then they feel bad forever, when they’re just a kid, you know? I mean, they’re just a kid, then they ruin their lives, never do anything, just hide because they think people will find out the bad thing they did or they think they just don’t deserve anything good. Do you believe this is a school, that everything that happens you somehow wanted it, it’s supposed to teach you something?” She suddenly slapped her forehead when she realized her mistake. “Stupid! Stupid! Stupid! I didn’t mean you wanted what happened to you! I guess it’s sort of a dumb idea.” She sighed apologetically.
“No, it’s interesting.”
“Are you rich?”
“Not really.”
“You gave all that money to the church. What do you do?”
“I was a builder.”
“’Was’? What about now?”
“Now, I’m nothing.”
“You’re not going to stick me with the check?” Jeannie inquired directly, sitting up, not even taking the time to measure his statement. She had her body leaning sideways with one foot slung out of the booth like she was going to leave “It’s just I don’t have that much money on me and I’d like to know now. I’m not the smartest person in the world and there’s people who take advantage of that.”
“No, it’s my treat. I promise.” Anderson calmly assured her.
Jeannie sat back, relaxed again.
They stared at each other for a moment.
“You’re sort of inside yourself.” Jeannie observed, fixing him with a studious look.
“I didn’t know it showed.” Anderson admitted ironically and grinned.
“Oh, big time.” Jeannie said as she fluttered the fingertips of one of her hands at him. “Yeah, there’s this whole negative energy thing going on with you. Like at church, you kinda watch everybody, like you’re judging, like you sorta don’t really want to fit in.”
“I’ll take that as a compliment.” Anderson thankfully accepted her appraisal.
“I don’t get you.” Jeannie stared at him askance.
“There’s a lot of society’s rejects floating around over there, don’t you think?” Anderson asked.
Jeannie sat up again in her seat and stared intently down her nose at him.
“It’s the ‘Island of Misfit Toys.’” Anderson continued. “Former addicts, former homosexuals, former convicts, former prostitutes-”
“I don’t think because someone has found our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ they are somehow… rejects!” Jeannie defiantly challenged him.
“There are a lot of lost souls in that place.” Anderson stated emphatically.
“So what are you doing there?” Jeannie shot right back at him.
Good question. Anderson didn’t have an answer. Anderson chuckled slightly and carefully considered her. He obviously didn’t have a ready reply but he appreciated Jeannie’s straightforward approach.
Jeannie leaned thoughtfully forward, locking in like a laser on his stare to force an answer from him. She put her face under the overhead light to try to compel him to match her action, not hide in the shadows as a waitress moved up to their table.
“Good evening. Sorry for the wait.” The bright-eyed waitress apologized, fanning herself with the menus before dropping them in front of Anderson and Jeannie. The waitress mirrored the perky energy of her sock hop outfit that was complete with a pink satin jacket. “Something from the bar?” The waitress asked.
“Nothing, thanks. Water.” Jeannie answered, sitting back.
“I’ll have a double Jack on the rocks.” Anderson made his request.
“Sounds good.” Jeannie interjected.
“Order one.” Anderson suggested.
“Can’t. I was in A.A. Pretty bad, used to have blackouts.” Jeannie revealed, unashamed. “You don’t want to know.”
Anderson was already looking at the menu, so the waitress inquired, “Would you like to order your dinner now?”
Anderson looked over at Jeannie who gestured for him to go ahead.
“I’ll have the steak sandwich.” He said, closing the menu and handing it back to the waitress.
“You can’t eat meat!” Jeannie exclaimed. “You’re eating the animal’s fear! Animals aren’t stupid, they know they’re going to die and their brain blasts them with some internal chemical just before they’re killed so you’re just eating their fear!”
“Medium rare.” Anderson confirmed his order to the waitress, stone-faced.
Jeannie opened her menu but she already knew what she wanted and quickly said, “I’ll have a dinner salad.”
“Aren’t you hungry? Order something.” Anderson urged her.
“Why, so I can owe you?” Jeannie answered, closing her menu and handing it back to the waitress who bit her lower lip and politely moved away as though she heard nothing untoward.
There was an uncomfortable silence, then:
“Your name is Noel, right?” Jeannie asked, but it was more a statement. “’Noel,’ that’s an unusual name.”
“I was born on Christmas Day.” Anderson answered indifferently.
“Cool. I’m Jeannie.” She said, seductively making a head movement like a veiled dancer. “I was named after ‘I Dream of Jeannie,’ you know the old TV show, Barbara Eden.” Jeannie modestly pulled down the very top of her tank top blouse revealing a tattoo above her right breast of a blonde female genie rising out of a bottle on a wisp of smoke.
Anderson gave the decently executed body art a sweeping glance.
“I probably wouldn’t have gotten it if I knew how much it costs to get it off.” Jeannie groaned, referring to the application of the tattoo, then proffered an explanation for how she got it in the first place. “I used to hang out with a lot of rock and rollers.”
“Groupie?” Anderson asked.
“Nothing like that.” Jeannie answered, a bit offended. “I was more of a roadie, helped out. I like music. I work in a vintage record store – ‘Rave.’ We sell clothes, too. It’s decent. I’d really like to be a physical therapist. I heard that pays pretty good but you gotta go to school and train and I’m so old now there’s not really a lot I can do.”
Anderson stared intently at Jeannie’s overall features as she ruefully sighed. He figured, looking past the piercings and dark dyed hair, she was still comfortably short of thirty.
“How old are you?” He queried.
“You’re not supposed to ask that.” She giggled in reply but he was irritated by her coyness. “Okay, I’m 27. No, 28.” She admitted after the slightest hesitation.
“You can have a fifty percent better life with ten percent more effort.” He stated flatly.
“If you say so.” Jeannie grumbled skeptically.
“I’m saying it.” Anderson not so subtly asserted.
“I’d just like to stop being so, you know, dreadin’ the future.” She wistfully commented. “See, I think about time a lot. Like it’s slipping away. Not that I’m like super hung up on getting older, just that it’s like some rope that’s sort of slipping through my fingers.” She made this remark regretfully, her voice trailing off before she rallied and asked, “You don’t know of any way to stop the aging process, do you?”
“Kill yourself.” Anderson answered automatically, without thinking.
Jeannie’s face went slack and ashen.
Anderson had answered so simply and deadpan but it was clearly a rhetorical question and she wasn’t really expecting an answer. Especially that one.
Tears immediately formed in Jeannie’s eyes and she looked at him with acute seriousness. “Don’t say that. That hurt my feelings.”
Anderson was struck momentarily mute. He obviously misjudged her vulnerability.
Jeannie fixed him with a frown of pure dread.
“I’m sorry. I don’t want to hurt you.” Anderson assured her with real concern. He reached across the table to gently touch her hand when Jack Trax, the Spinal Tap reject, suddenly sat down in the booth next to Jeannie.
“Hey, Snowflake.” Trax slimily chirped in greeting to Jeannie.
Jeannie instantly became her gnarly old self again.
“Get the fuck out of here, Jack.” Jeannie responded, instantly antagonized.
“So, who’s the Jesus boy?” Trax gaily asked Jeannie, remembering Anderson from the parking lot altercation.
Jeannie folded her arms in front of her protectively.
“You buyin’?” Trax inquired of Anderson, turning his head in Anderson’s direction but not meeting his eyes.
Jeannie was obviously embarrassed. She sighed and stared glumly up at the ceiling.
Anderson, for his part, was trying to get a read on the situation. He wanted to wait for a clearer cue from Jeannie as to what to do, considering the last time he stepped in and tried to come to her aid with this creep, she ended up screaming at him and comforting Trax.
Trax picked up two breadsticks from a metal basket next to Jeannie and started drumming on the edge of the table.
“Thought we’d go do the clubs. Check out some of the bands.” Trax said, biting the end off one of the breadsticks and pointing it in her face.
“Fuck off!” Jeannie snapped as she slapped the breadstick away.
“Do that again and I’m going to shove that breadstick up your ass.” Anderson squarely warned Trax without any hesitation now.
“What’s your problem, Jesus Boy?” Trax asked scornfully.
“What’s yours? Afraid I’ll steal her away?” Anderson countered.
“No, man, I just don’t want her picking up your loser karma.” Trax snorted.
“Don’t fucking do this!” Jeannie upbraided Trax.
“Shut up, cunt!” Trax spewed, pointing the breadstick in her face again.
Anderson grabbed at Trax lightning fast but Trax was anticipating Anderson’s chivalric response to his use of the “c” word and jumped out of the booth.
“Whoa! Hey, love they neighbor, huh, Jesus Boy!” Trax sneered at Anderson as he stepped a safe distance back from the table.
The other diners around weren’t really aware of any hostilities and Anderson had to measure his response. But he sure would have liked to mop the floor with Trax and Trax would make a good mop.
“Let’s go.” Trax commanded Jeannie.
Jeannie, after a flick of a look in Anderson’s direction, mechanically slid out of the booth.
“You don’t have to go.” Anderson protested.
“Yeah, well, I better.” Jeannie sighed. “I’ll see you.”
“Come on, whadaya need, a fucking drumroll?” Trax hissed and strode triumphantly out ahead of Jeannie who dutifully, if not desultorily fell in step behind him.
Anderson could only stare after her in bewilderment.
Anderson followed their progress through the diner window where outside he could see Trax remove the lock and chain from his motorcycle and kick-start the engine. Actually, it was hard to label it a motorcycle since it was really only one notch above a moped.
Once the engine was running, Jeannie sat down behind Trax on the slender seat cushion and put her arms around his middle as Trax tucked away the chain, wheeled the single-cylinder motorcycle about and they sputtered away.



CHAPTER 21
         The roar of the jet engines was deafening as Anderson’s flight set down on the runway at LaGuardia Airport. All in all, it had been a smooth flight and they were riding the jet stream.
The pilot reversed thrust on the engines and the plane rumbled to a low rolling speed where the pilot then tapped the brakes and headed the lumbering aircraft towards its assigned gate.
Anderson looked pensively through the airplane window at the Manhattan skyline in the distance. It was between Thanksgiving and Christmas. The dim winter sunlight made it hard to tell what time of day it was. He had caught an early morning flight from Chicago and it was still barely mid-morning here with the one-hour time change.
New York’s first snowfalls of the season were followed by several above-freezing days, but frigid days in the last week had refrozen the melting drifts and now the ground was covered with mostly soot-covered ice.
They say a person’s favorite time of year is the time around their birthday and Noel was no exception. He didn’t care for the cold weather in the North at that time of year but he did enjoy the mood. That is, he liked it when he lived in hope and had a family. Now it just gave him a nauseous feeling of dread, like a constantly lowering ceiling.
Since Karen and Tristan’s deaths, Anderson decided to mark the “holidays” differently, if only to keep his mind off what used to be and have a chance at “surviving the season.” He looked at things in terms of “light” or the “return of the light.”
Yes, the shortest day in the Northern Hemisphere occurred on the winter solstice around the 21st of the December each year. However, the earliest sunset happened about a week or so into December and the latest sunrise took place around a week into January.
Anderson saw that in the Roman Catholic Church the Feast of the Immaculate Conception (the celebration of the belief that the Virgin Mary was born free of original sin) was celebrated on the 8th of December or what was around the same time the sunsets would cease occurring earlier each day.
He also saw that the Epiphany (the celebration of the manifestation of Jesus’ divine nature to the Gentiles) had its Feast on January 6th or around the same time that the sunrise would once again be starting earlier each morning. This was no coincidence as far as Anderson was concerned. These feasts, and that included Christmas, had to have their origins in the primal desire for illumination.
Choosing to have Christmas on December 25th had to have been because it was a few days past the shortest day of the year. The connections to pagan solar festivals were probably accurate. When it keeps getting darker and darker, light is a wonderful thing to hold out hope for and as far as Anderson was concerned that was all he could hang on to during the dark half of the year.
Having a birthday on Christmas was always awkward for Anderson anyway. Karen and Tristan loved Christmas and also got so excited over his birthday, even if he wasn’t so keen on either celebration. They made sure he received separate gifts for each occasion, both Christmas and his birthday, and he even learned to like the day a little, but now, since they were gone, it was a non-event all the way around.
Anderson had double-checked the almanac that morning and saw the time of sunset had finally leveled off and was going to start occurring later each day now. The light was returning. If only partially true. He just might make it through another “season.” Today, he felt he could see past winter’s grey haze as the plane docked with the passenger jet bridge walkway that would allow him to disembark.
Inside the airport terminal, Anderson held only a carry-on bag and had several books under his arm, which included the Revised Standard Version of the Bible, as he stepped through the milling passengers searching for his “ride.”
Anderson edged through a knot of travelers and found a fidgety chauffeur holding up one of those dry-wipe erasable display boards that had the “Kari Show” embossed on top with “Anderson” written below it in black marker.
 
Marsha, a pale guest sitting on a raised stage on the set for the “KARI” Show, had tears streaming down her face as the studio audience applauded wildly. Marsha was looking and feeling ashamed as she recounted her “story” to the show’s bouncy female host Kari Taylor.
“He shot him in cold blood because he was playing his music loud.” Marsha recounted, sobbing. “He’s sick and I know he needs help. I want to forgive him but it’s hard. I have to go on with my life!”
The show’s director in the video booth ordered, through his headset, one of the studio floor cameramen to push-in tight on Marsha as she broke down on the stage.
On a monitor in the booth the graphic beneath Marsha read:
“Marsha – forgives ex-husband who murdered her son.”
This caption would eventually be seen by millions of viewers when the taping of this syndicated show was aired in two weeks time.
Subsequently, it was just before Christmas when Derek had one of the surprises of his life as he watched TV in his cell at the Stateville Correctional Center. The graphic under the next guest after Marsha on the “KARI” show read:
“Noel – forgives man who murdered his wife.”
Derek, doing bicep curls using the dead weight of a dirty laundry bag, almost choked on his peanut butter packet as he sat up on his lower bunk. He turned up the volume on his TV to hear over the clamor that was a part of life in the Roundhouse, or notorious F House, a five-story circular structure that housed the segregated population of “The ‘Ville,” as prisoners liked to refer to the installation.
“Turn that fuckin’ shit off!” Derek shouted at his cellmate who was laid out on the upper bunk listening to hip-hop on a radio. The cellmate quickly complied and rolled over to grab an earbud, uninterested in whatever the reason was that Derek had wanted for quiet.
“Now Noel…” Kari inquired as she paced in front of Anderson who was now seated on the cushioned low back chair on the raised studio stage, “…several years ago your wife and daughter were murdered by three men who were doing work at your house, is that correct?”
“No.” Anderson answered emphatically. “Just my wife was murdered. My daughter’s death was the result of an accident.”
Derek leaned his sweaty face right in front of the small TV to see and hear better.
“You lost me already. I’m sorry.” Kari responded with bewilderment.
“Only one man was charged with the actual murder of my wife.” Anderson answered with a cool evenness. “Another was convicted of involuntary manslaughter, which was also in relation to my wife’s murder. And one was cleared of all charges. But what happened is not as important as what must take place now, and that is healing.”
“Aren’t you angry about what those men…” Kari asked, then corrected herself. “…or rather this particular man did to your wife?”
“No amount of anger is going to bring my wife back.” Noel replied, his voice remaining dispassionate. “Do I feel pain? You bet. But I try to transform that energy to a positive place. The world is as you perceive it. Good or evil will expand in your life dependent on your thoughts. Forgiveness is the surest path to divinity, so I pray for this man who actually committed the murder, and the men who were with him when this horrible event took place. It can’t be easy for them, either. In God’s eyes their lives are just as precious as my wife’s life or even my daughter’s life…”
The studio audience grew increasingly belligerent with every passing utterance of beliefs which Anderson professed.
Even Kari herself, the normally expressive host, was dumbstruck at the moment and just stared blankly at Anderson.
“I just pray that maybe something someone says or that I say will touch their hearts and souls in some way.” Anderson declared as many audience members hooted and hollered.
Derek, for his part, continued to gape open-mouthed at the TV screen in his cell, like a catatonic ape.
At the same time, 40 miles away, in a seedy bar on the South Side of Chicago, Gabriel Lysander was deep in a game of pool. He took a slug off his beer bottle and was lining up a bank shot when his gaze shifted to the TV that was playing over the bar. He almost dropped his cue stick as he gazed entranced at the Kari Show that was currently being broadcast over the TV screen and where Noel Anderson was in attendance as Kari’s guest.
“I just want to make sure of something…” Kari said, holding her hand up to Anderson to stop him as she looked for confirmation. “…’touch their hearts’? You’re talking about the men who were involved in your wife’s murder?”
“Yes.” Anderson answered earnestly.
“Wow, Noel, this is incredible stuff!” Kari gushed as she turned to the boisterous studio audience behind her. “And as you can see, the natives are getting restless!”
Kari stepped quickly up a center aisle and put the microphone in front of a fist-waving burly male member of the audience who sprang to his feet.
“I’m sorry about what happened to your family…” The burly man said as he angrily spoke into the mic while fixing on Anderson. “…but if that happened to me I’d kill those guys!”
The studio audience erupted into raucous cheers and collective applause.
Gabriel Lysander, mesmerized, never took his gaze off the screen as he walked around the pool table and stood right under the TV to get a better look.
Kari Taylor, on the TV, moved across the studio aisle and held the microphone in front of a wild-eyed female audience member who jumped up, eager to get a turn at the mic.
“So, if they were here right now…” The female audience member incredulously asked Anderson. “…you’d tell ‘em you forgive them?”
“As much as it is in my power I forgive them, yes.” Anderson confirmed and voiced an entreaty. “I would hope they’ve seen the wrong they’ve done. I would hope that they’re sorry, and I would ask how I could help them.”
“Help how?” Kari asked, truly puzzled.
“Whatever way I could.” Anderson answered, searching for the correct words to convey his message. “Spiritually. Emotionally. Financially-”
“Give them money?” Kari interjected.
“Possibly, sure…” Anderson tolerantly explained as the audience grew even more unrestrained. “…as long as they were trying to do something positive with their lives. As long as they would put it to productive use.”
“I’ll be damned.” Gabriel muttered to himself as he grinned up at the TV screen.
Meanwhile, inside the Rave Vintage Record Store, Jeannie had been watching in rapt amazement the same Kari Show on a TV behind the counter. Jeannie, at the moment, was absently folding and sorting some second-hand clothing while a quivering, bone-thin woman in the studio audience fiercely put her mouth right up to the mic Kari Taylor was holding:
“You’re really stupid!” The bone-thin woman shouted, throwing back her stringy hair.
The studio audience exploded into a foot stomping frenzy.
“People like you give them scum more power!” The woman continued. “You acting this way makes these creeps just run rampant!”
Kari shrugged in Anderson’s direction and nodded in agreement with the woman if only to remind the screaming audience members that she was merely a conduit for his controversial message.
“We need to look at the larger picture.” Anderson calmly stated. “Instead of just asking why, maybe the question we should ask is did we need it?  Maybe life is a school. Maybe I wanted this to happen for my personal growth. Maybe my wife and daughter reached perfection and were ready to go to the next realm. Maybe they learned everything they needed to learn in this life and possibly left to teach me something.”
Lyndsey, a fellow young Rave employee, adjusted the position of a small Christmas tree on the counter and moved up to the spellbound Jeannie who continued to watch the Kari Show in stunned amazement.
“What’s with you, you look like you’ve seen a ghost?” Lyndsey asked, pushing her tongue through a wad of gum in her mouth.
“He goes to my church!” Jeannie said as she pointed to Anderson on the TV screen.
“Really? Wow. Cool.” Lyndsey grinned, impressed.
Kari hustled around the front of the studio audience and climbed the steps of a side aisle where she put the microphone in front of an older man.
“I just want to say…” The older man deliberately poked his finger at Anderson for emphasis as he spoke. “…your wife deserved to live and your daughter deserved to live!”
The studio audience wildly applauded the older man’s impassioned statement.
“I believe they do live.” Anderson proselytized. “I am confident that they rest with God.”
The image of Noel Anderson was frozen on the TV monitor inside the office of detective Wayne Crotty who was staring at the screen with his feet up on the desk. Crotty had been watching a downloaded copy of the Kari Show that featured Anderson.
Detective Gene Peterson, Crotty’s partner, entered the office with some reports in his hand.
“You watchin’ that crap again?” Peterson good-naturedly scolded Crotty about his repeated viewing of the ‘Kari’ Show. “I’m starting to worry about you.”
Crotty threw his hands up as if to say “you caught me.”
“Going to have to drop your boy from the list of candidates for that arson.” Peterson matter-of-factly informed Crotty as he gestured at the image of Anderson on the TV. “It’ll be hard proving a financial motive. He donated all the insurance proceeds and the land to the city. They’re going to make a children’s park out of it.”
“I still got a feeling about this one.” Crotty held up a mug shot of Ruben Roney and pointed at Anderson on the TV monitor. “He killed him.” Crotty firmly declared, referring to Anderson’s culpability.
“How? He poured the sedative down his throat and then put him to sleep in his car?” Peterson incredulously proffered the supposition, then added, “Roney would know what he looks like from the court case and everything. What’d this, uh, Anderson guy do, wear a disguise?”
“Maybe.” Crotty contemplated the possibility. “When I went to talk to him, I just got a feeling that this one’s different. He isn’t your usual victim.”
“We got lots of cases that deserve our undivided attention. This guy isn’t up to anything.” Peterson insisted.
“Allow me to have a little fun.” Crotty croaked. “I’d feel really bad if this guy was trying to get revenge and then he got caught.”
“Then look the other way.” Peterson said, probably a bit too quickly and seriously for Crotty’s liking.
“What if he gets killed?” Crotty posed as a scenario.
“That’s his risk.” Peterson shrugged. “He’d probably prefer it and that’s his choice.”
“I know we’re not supposed to think like this…” Crotty persisted. “…but if your family was taken away from you and you had nothing, really… what would stop you from killing the guys who did it?”
“I got six by eleven reasons.” Peterson answered referring to the size of a standard jail cell.
“I mean this guy’s got absolutely nothing now.” Crotty sniffed like a bird dog. “Try to get inside his head.”
Peterson closed the office door and stepped in front of his partner’s desk.
“If he did it…” Peterson whispered. “…personally I could give a fuck.”
“Professionally?” Crotty asked.
Peterson had to be careful with this one. While they had been partners for a long time, Crotty was still a hard-ass and a superior. Crotty was no doubt testing to see if Peterson really meant it when he suggested Crotty look the other way or when he said personally he didn’t care whether Anderson might be on a vigilante quest.
“I guess I’d give a fuck.” Peterson reluctantly responded.
“This guy Anderson is a special case.” Crotty sank back further in his chair and stared off, deep in thought. “He’s smart.”
“You really think he’s capable?” Peterson asked incredulously. “He’s Joe Citizen. Builds houses. No criminal record, no mob background, nothing to suggest a mental make-up that would predispose him to cold-blooded killing.”
“He was in the military.” Crotty mentioned matter-of-factly.
“So what?” Peterson rejected the correlation.
“So it makes you more comfortable with killing.” Crotty surmised. “You’re trained for it.”
“Maybe.” Peterson conceded, but he wasn’t convinced one necessarily followed the other.
“Did he impress you as a holy roller?” Crotty put it to his partner plainly, indicating the frozen image again of Anderson on the TV.
“Not particularly…” Peterson responded. “…but that doesn’t mean a thing either. Maybe he’s just trying to hang on by his fingernails, so he doesn’t blow his own brains out.”
“I checked on Gabriel Lysander, the brother of the douche bag who actually pulled the trigger on Anderson’s wife.” Crotty said, dropping his feet down on the floor and picking up a file off his desk. “He was released from prison a month ago after serving out his involuntary manslaughter rap-”
“Yeah… and?” Peterson interrupted.
Crotty stared pensively at the file without answering.
“He’s still breathing?” Peterson continued sarcastically.
“I’m wondering…” Crotty waved the file thoughtfully.
“You’re thinking of warning him?” Peterson asked, realizing what Crotty was contemplating.
“Not Anderson.” Crotty shook his head.
“I know who you’re talking about!” Peterson exclaimed, agitated.
“We’re sworn to uphold the law.” Crotty forcefully reminded him.
“To the best of our ability.” Peterson contended. “And that doesn’t include warning people about crimes someone else may or may not commit.”
It was clear Crotty wouldn’t relent.
“What? So you want to go up to the douche bag brother who just got out and say…” Peterson cupped his hand next to his mouth and whispered mockingly, “Hey, douche bag, be careful! This guy, you know the one who you murdered his wife with your other douche bag brother, well, this builder guy, he just might be after you!”
Crotty finally seemed to acquiesce to the absurdity of the notion.
“You’re obsessing.” Peterson said, then in a conciliatory gesture pointed to Gabriel’s mug shot in the file Crotty was holding. “Tell you what, if this second guy dies you can say: I told you so.”
Peterson added the documents he was holding to the case file in Crotty’s hand, opened the door and walked out of the office.
Crotty looked back intently at the freeze frame image of Anderson on the TV monitor as Peterson’s footsteps receded into the stationhouse buzz.



CHAPTER 22
         Jeannie sorted some old vinyl LPs in a display bin as a beautiful snow could be seen falling softly outside the Rave Record Store window. It was one of those snows that made everything seem quiet and peaceful. Even in a bustling city.
She suddenly looked up at a customer who was staring at her from the other side of the display. It was Anderson.
Jeannie smiled.
So did Anderson. There was an awkward silence, then:
“I saw you on TV. That was really brave.” Jeannie gushed. “I couldn’t go on a talk show. God knows I’d like to, show all those shits.”
“What ‘shits’?”
“Just people.”
Jeannie threw a look over at her co-worker, Lyndsey, the other twenty-something Rave employee who was presently locking the entrance door.
“We’re closing.” Jeannie informed Anderson.
“I know. I thought we might try to have that dinner now.”
“What dinner?”
“That one where you thought I might stick you with the check.”
“Oh yeah.” Jeannie nodded, remembering, and kind of excited about the prospect of going out with Anderson again. “Are we going to the same place?”
“We don’t have to. I’m open to suggestions.”
“Can you wait a minute?” Jeannie gestured at the clothes she was wearing and pointed towards the dressing rooms. “I’d like to change into something else I have in the back.”
 
The Black Knights Restaurant and Bar was one of those inner-city honky-tonks that really comes alive on weekends and holidays. It was a couple of days before Christmas so it was particularly busy.
A 4-piece cover band was on the small stage grindingly playing their way through the bluesy “Cocaine” that was made famous by Eric Clapton.
Revelers jammed the dance floor and shouted the lyrics along with the lead singer.
Jeannie, dressed provocatively in a body stocking, breasts almost spilling out her top, stepped up with Anderson to the crowded bar.
“I told you you’d like this place!” Jeannie shouted to Anderson through the din as she pressed against the bar counter. The bartender immediately recognized her.
“Merry Christmas!” The bartender warmly greeted Jeannie as he chewed on a bar straw exposing his not so great teeth. “Haven’t seen you in awhile. Where’ve ya’ been?”
“Here. There. Everywhere adored!” Jeannie answered, giggling like a little girl.
“The usual?” The bartender asked.
“Yeah, why not.” Jeannie approved.
The bartender looked to Anderson for his drink request, but Jeannie jumped in and ordered for him.
“Double Jack on the rocks.” Jeannie yelled, pumping her arms in time with the song.
Anderson watched the bartender reach back and grab a bottle of tequila along with a bottle of triple sec as he set about making the “usual” margarita for Jeannie.
“Think you should?” Anderson asked her with some concern, nodding to the salt rimmed glass that was being set in front of her.
“I can have one.” Jeannie replied plaintively, holding up an index finger.
The bartender quickly blended her margarita and filled Jeannie’s glass. He then poured out the Double Jack order in a small tumbler glass and slid it to Anderson.
“Hardly recognized you with your hair like that.” The bartender shouted over the din, staring at Jeannie’s hair.
Anderson pushed some money across the bar to pay.
“No, it’s on me.” The bartender said, shoving the money back to Anderson and moving off to fill another drink order.
Jeannie smiled as she put her hands about the broad-bowled stemmed margarita glass and blissfully sniffed its contents. She took a drink as though it was mother’s milk and purred.
The band finished their rendition of “Cocaine” with a chaotic guitar flurry.
There were cheers and appreciative applause from the crowd.
The lead singer thanked the crowd for joining in but added, “Please, don’t bring me any cocaine!”
People shouted comebacks but the band quickly transitioned into a wildly energetic reworking of “What I Like About You,” an anthem made famous by The Romantics.
“Great song!” Jeannie exclaimed, bouncing to the beat with her drink in hand. She took another long sip.
“What did he mean about your hair?” Anderson asked as he sat down on the edge of a bar stool.
“Oh, I used to have my hair green, red… purple.” Jeannie explained. “I’m really a blonde but I dyed my hair so much I like shocked the roots. Now it just grows out brown.”
Anderson gazed at her hair and wondered what she would look like as a blonde.
“You must miss them terrible, your wife and daughter.” Jeannie speculated out loud and took another drink.
“Don’t think about it that much.” Anderson replied, sipping his whiskey.
“Do you cry a lot?”
“No.”
“Never?” Jeannie asked with disbelief. “God, I’d be hysterical all the time. Don’t you want a family, a home again?”
“I don’t want anything.”
“Nothing? That’s interesting.”
“I just try to think about now.”
“Very Zen.” Jeannie commented, and nodded. “I know I’m never going to meet someone. I failed at it and its okay. I just have to stop thinking about it all the time. I had fun…“ She shrugged her shoulders, unashamed. She took another drink and, starting to feel the effects, slipped a bit.
Anderson reached out and steadied her.
“Whoa! Watch that first step!” She shouted somewhat woozily.
Anderson gestured for her to plant herself on a bar stool but she didn’t want to sit.
“Probably should tell you…” She took a deep breath and then stated forthrightly. “…I’ve had quite a few boyfriends.”
“Telling me about your old boyfriends is one sure way of killing a romantic evening.” Anderson warned her with a cool but good-natured look of irritation.
“Oh…” Jeannie came right back to him, blearily brightening. “…is this going to be a romantic evening?” She laughed, tried to do a smooth twirl in place that turned out wobbly and ended with her spilling some of her margarita down her front.
Anderson handed her his dry cocktail napkin and scanned for more napkins on the bar counter.
“Excuse me.” Jeanne said, embarrassed. She woozily set her drink down on the bar and staggered off towards the ladies room.
Anderson, concerned, followed her. He maintained a small distance between himself and Jeannie as he watched her work her way unsteadily through the crowd, round a corner and enter a hallway. He scooted up just in time to see her put a stiff-arm to the door of the ladies room and disappear inside.
Jeannie braced herself on the edge of a bathroom sink as she grabbed paper towels from a dispenser and dabbed at the wetness on her chest. She looked in the mirror and rolled her eyes as she tried to get her bearings.
Anderson watched as other women entered and exited the ladies room. He figured Jeannie was safe for the moment and went into the nearby men’s room.
Anderson stepped up to one of the urinals inside the old plaster-walled washroom and began to relieve himself. He could hear someone enter right behind him and didn’t pay much attention to it until Jack Trax ambled up to the urinal right next to him. Anderson looked over. What’s with this fucking guy!
“Hey, how ya doin’?” Trax chirped in his inimitable smarmy style. “Out with Jeannie again?”
Anderson quickly decided not to show any emotion. Why should he? This Trax was an asswipe. He just stared blankly at Trax as he spoke. Also, Anderson was in mid-pee and wanted to finish.
“Lookin’ for a good time, she’s the girl.” Trax continued disparagingly, taking the time to urinate also. “Yeah, everybody gets their wish with Jeannie, if you know what I mean. Million stories, man…”
Anderson just kept peeing and staring.
Trax laughed out loud and then snorted gleefully as he remembered an uproarious incident regarding Jeannie. “Did she ever tell you…” Trax went on, “…about the time they wouldn’t let her on the tour bus unless she went down on this other chick?!!” Trax laughed again. “We videotaped it! Fuckin’ intense, man!!”
Anderson simply continued to silently and stoically stare at Trax.
“Should know you’re swimming in dirty water.” Trax offered with mock seriousness before he belly laughed again as he recalled an even funnier episode concerning Jeannie. “I mean, she defined the term ‘backstage ass’!”
Anderson finished urinating and zipped up his pants.
“Another time…” Trax continued, still peeing. “…there was these guys in from this record label, about seven of us altogether, and she-” Trax didn’t get the chance to finish recounting this particular experience on the subject of Jeannie.
Anderson wrenched Trax’s arm behind his back, grabbed him by the hair and laid him out on the sink.
Trax thrashed but he was no match for Anderson’s strength or anger.
Anderson ripped off the globe reservoir of a wall-mounted liquid soap dispenser and poured the pink gooey hand cleaner contents into Trax’s mouth.
Trax gagged, flailed about as Anderson held him in place. Liquid soap ran down Trax’s face, got in his eyes.
Anderson dragged Trax into a stall, dunked him face-first into a toilet and flushed. Trax gasped for air, tried to free himself, but Anderson pushed his head into the toilet another time and flushed again.
Anderson finally released him and backed out of the stall.
Trax spewed, choked, his feet slipping out from under him as he tried to stand. He fell weakly back on the bathroom stall floor.
Jeannie, a bit steadier on her feet, almost ran into Anderson as he exited the men’s room.
Another male restaurant patron moved up the hallway and noticed Anderson’s slightly ruffled and splattered state.
“You okay?” The restaurant patron inquired of Anderson.
“Yeah.” Anderson answered and casually warned the man, gesturing back in the direction of the washroom. “Just, um, some guy is sick in there.”
The restaurant patron nodded thanks and cautiously entered the men’s room.
* * *
The two-story apartment building where Jeannie lived was in one of those porous border, largely un-policed melting pot neighborhoods where they put the alcohol and drug addiction treatment clinics. The City even dropped plans long ago to put an off-track horse betting parlor there because it was too downmarket and too dangerous.
Anderson didn’t like leaving his Mercedes on the street but hoped the gang-bangers would figure it for a bait car and leave it alone. Luckily, or not (sometimes it’s looked at as a dare), Anderson also saw there was a POD (Police Observation Device), a large video surveillance box with a flickering blue light affixed to the top of a nearby light pole that was meant to view and record crime in high-risk areas. He thought this could maybe further add to his chances his car would still be there when he returned.
He and Jeannie walked up to the dimly lit first floor open-air entrance as she tipsily searched for a key on her keychain.
“Need any help?” Anderson asked her.
“No, I’m fine.” She answered, finally finding the right key which she inserted in the heavy steel mesh metal security gate that leads to the interior of the “garden” complex.
She swung the gate back, carefully walked through the entrance and held the gate open for Anderson.
“This is it, my little world.” She said dreamily as she watched Anderson step through the opening. “Wait, you didn’t go through the doorway with your left foot leading.” She scolded him with some anxiety.
“Don’t worry about it.” He nonchalantly assured her.
Jeannie let the entrance gate clang shut and stumbled as she turned, still unbalanced from the effects of having to quickly finish her margarita (which the bartender had refilled) before they left the restaurant.
Anderson reached out and steadied her. She nodded thanks and tottered up the exterior stairs leading to her second-story apartment, stepping on the various tiles in a bizarre hopscotch pattern known only to her.
Sensing she needed help again, he grasped her arm.
“Don’t do that!” Jeannie protested, restarting her ritual. “Now I have to go back to the beginning! I touch the third tile from the right railing on the second step two times. Then I touch the fourth tile from the left-”
Anderson put his feet in her way.
“Come on, I have to do this before I can go up the stairs.” Jeannie whined.
“Or else what?” Anderson asked.
“I don’t know.” Jeannie whined. “Something bad will happen. God will get me.”
Anderson swept her up in his arms and carried her up the staircase, two steps at a time.
“God can get me.” Anderson proclaimed upon reaching the top landing.
“But now I have to get in my apartment.” Jeannie mentioned almost threateningly as she dangled out her keys.
“Is it going to take long?” Anderson asked with playful annoyance.
“Maybe not.” Jeannie coyly answered then boldly asked, “Are you going to carry me over the threshold?”
“If that’s what it takes.” Anderson guaranteed her.
Anderson leaned in and Jeannie met him halfway. Their lips converged. It was a kiss in the moonlight. A nice first kiss but it didn’t last long. Anderson looked out of the corner of his eye into the dark corridor just beyond where they were standing.
“I think we’re being watched.” Anderson announced without breaking from the kiss.
“Jack?” A young girl’s voice called out from the shadows.
The young girl got up from where she was sitting on the corridor floor. She stepped out of the dank walkway and it was soon clear in the dim light that she was probably not past twenty-years-old yet. She likely would pass her twenties looks-wise in one leap at the rate she was going. A modern day waif. Scorched brain. Too much meth. Too many amphetamines, period.
Anderson set Jeannie down.
“You’re not Jack.” The young girl grumbled after giving Anderson the once-over.
“Who’re you?” Jeannie asked scornfully.
“A friend of Jack’s. Are you Jeannie? Jack said I could sleep here tonight.” The young girl declared with complete authority.
“Did he?” Jeannie responded derisively. “Far fucking out! Well, Jack doesn’t live here anymore!”
“No shit?” The young girl sagged. She checked the address on a scrap of paper in her hand.
Jeannie opened her apartment door, marched inside and quickly began throwing heaps of clothing out into the corridor, specifically Jack Trax’s clothing.
“But he did leave a few of his things. And…” Jeannie fumed to the young girl as she flung his clothes. “…if you’d be so kind…” She tossed more clothes. “…to let him know…” She heaved ever more clothing and it was really piling up. “…where he can find them!”
Jeannie tossed the last articles of Trax’s clothing against the opposite wall of the corridor where they cascaded down on to the pile. Jeannie found a bottle of tequila among Trax’s remaining belongings but decided to keep it. She did, though, pitch Trax’s guitar, small amp and guitar picks on to the clothes pile.
“Oh, and one other thing…” Jeannie pointedly addressed the young girl in closing. “…when you fucking see him, tell him his fucking lease ran out!”
With that, Jeannie pulled Anderson into the apartment and slammed the door shut.
Anderson was impressed. Not with the apartment. It was a real dump. No, he was impressed with how fast Jeannie got rid of the young girl and Trax’s possessions.
Jeannie quickly bolted and chained the door.
“What do you call a musician who breaks up with his girlfriend?” Jeannie asked, and then answered the joke’s set-up line herself. “Homeless.”
“So he was your boyfriend?” Anderson asked her.
“He fucking wishes!” Jeannie sniffed, holding out the tequila bottle. “Drink?”
“Why not.” Anderson sanctioned the suggestion.
Jeannie looked at the label on the bottle, turned up her nose but grabbed two shot glasses off a table. She filled both glasses and handed one to Anderson.
They toasted, clinked glasses, drank and kissed.
This time he pulled her tight, kissing her intensely and she devoured him in return. She tore at his shirt. He yanked down her top. She jumped into his arms, straddling him and he ran his hand along her thigh, gripping it forcefully.
They were on her bed making love within minutes.
“That’s right, that’s right, a little to the left…” Jeannie instructed Anderson as he pumped away atop her. “No, no, you’re hitting the wall…” She complained, regarding his penis angling uncomfortably on the pelvic floor of her vagina.
Anderson shifted, altered the slant of his thrust.
“Oh yeah, feels great right there! Just steady!” Jeannie moaned, then directed him again. “Okay, now straight in…”
Anderson complied, centered his body, and continued to ardently make love to her.
“Yeah, yeah…” Jeannie cooed, but then promptly protested again. “Oh, too fast. That’s too fast.”
Anderson slowed the pace of his pelvic thrusting.
“Massage my breasts.” Jeannie suddenly ordered him.
Anderson rubbed her full, heaving tattooed bosoms, but at the same time he was growing more and more aggravated at her continual instructions.
“Ooooh, feels great!” Jeannie pleasurably groaned as she reached down between her legs. “Lean back a little bit. I have to get my hand in…”
Anderson arched away while still kissing her.
“No, don’t kiss me because then I can’t do my thing.” Jeannie complained.
“’Thing’?” Anderson asked.
“Manipulate my clitoris. I want to go, too.” Jeannie groaned.
Anderson slanted to the side, annoyed but compliant.
“Little slower.” She coached, then muttered, “Oh perfect… Oooooh, yeah! And it would feeeeel so-o-o good if you ate my pussy right now.”
“You want me to check the oil and washer fluid, too?” Anderson asked facetiously
“No, just keep doing what you’re doing…” Jeannie sighed with delight, in a world of her own.



CHAPTER 23
         The light of day exposed the yellowed, decrepit interior of Jeannie’s one-bedroom apartment. The only reason you’re here, in a place like this, is you’re making your way or you lost your way. You’re trying to crawl up out of the muck or you’re fucked. Even brand new no one could kid themselves this was nice. The sun didn’t even want to come in the bedroom where Anderson awakened next to Jeannie who was still deep in sleep.
He smiled. She was really snoring. She looked so vulnerable. He noticed, for the first time, one of her wrists had the faint remains of a vertical scar.
He sat up, brushed the edge of the thin covers back and saw her other wrist showed indications of a scar, also.
Jeanie sleepily shifted position revealing her lower back tattoo where Anderson could see several whip-like disfigurements on her hip area, the result of self-mutilation or the residue of some S&M relationship.
He affectionately ran his fingers over the scars, first her hip, then one of her wrists, and poked her gently.
“Hey.” Anderson whispered. Nothing. He nudged her again. But she was out like a light.
Anderson sat up as he threw his legs over the edge of the bed. He yawned, stretched and got up, moved off in search of a cup of coffee.
When Jeannie finally awakened it was to the sound of a power drill.
She curiously emerged from the bedroom dressed in a nightshirt to find Anderson squatting at the front door of her apartment installing new deadbolt locks.
“What are you doing?” She asked.
Anderson opened the door for her to see the word “CUNT!” written in heavy marker on the exterior of the door. Trax’s belongings were gone.
“I got you a new phone.” Anderson said, indicating a brand-new cellular phone that was sitting on a coffee table getting charged. The box it had come from was sitting on the coffee table as well next to some donuts. “I noticed you don’t have a landline. This phone has unlimited minutes and this way if I’m calling you or you’re calling me you won’t have to use any of the minutes on whatever plan you have now. You should probably just get rid of the phone you have anyway. I’ll pay whatever termination fee you get charged. And don’t give this new number to that asshole or anybody he knows. I insured it so you don’t have to worry about losing it but try not to. I’d get you one of those phones that has the internet but there’s too many creeps around here and I don’t want somebody sticking a gun in your face for a phone, it’s not worth it. Anyway, this phone is probably a generation or two better than what you’re using.”
Jeannie just stared at Anderson as he changed drill bits to a hole saw and made an opening for a second deadbolt lock in the door.
“So what do you use now?” Anderson inquired since she was mainly silent.
“Huh?”
“Who’s your carrier?”
“I don’t have a phone.”
“You have a pre-paid phone.” Anderson surmised, sure that her answer would be “yes.”
“No. I did, but I used up the minutes too fast.“
“How do you call 9-1-1?” Anderson asked with disbelief.
“Scream.” Jeannie stately simply and shrugged.
“You can get a free phone just to call 9-1-1.”
“Really?”
“Keep this phone with you all the time.” Anderson instructed her and sighed wearily.
“I can’t afford a phone. I hardly have-”
“I’ll take care of it.” Anderson told her as he finished installing the lockset. He had already set the strike plate and with a few more minor adjustments had completed the entire job.
“But how do you expect me to pay you back for this?” Jeannie asked flirtatiously.
Anderson sighed again, handed her the new keys for the deadbolts.
“And be careful who you give these to, also.” He not so gently warned her.
Jeannie shut the door, bolted it and took one of the keys off the cheap temporary wire ring that came with the lockset. She pressed the key into his palm as she walked him the short distance across the room, pushed him back on a sofa and sat down in his lap, straddling him.
She kissed him unlike she had ever kissed any other man before.
 
“Happy Birthday!” Jeannie shouted, remembering Anderson had told her about his birthday falling on the 25th of December. “You and the Baby Jesus!”
Anderson and Jeannie spent the holiday together. She didn’t seem to have any family commitments. He asked if she had plans for the holidays. She said no, just being with him, if that was all right. He didn’t want to ask where she came from. He hated it when people asked him that question. So he let it be.
She’d never really used her apartment stove much before. “It smoked a lot, setting off the fire alarm a couple of times” she told him, so they decided to go downtown, look in some of the display windows decorated for Christmas and eat in one of the hotel restaurants that had to stay open for their foreign and out-of-town visitors.
The weeks that followed were filled with long nights out and early breakfasts. Jeannie anticipated the days, didn’t dread them. Anderson seemed somewhat contented, too. The light was returning, possibly in more ways than one.



CHAPTER 24
         It was a cold January day when Crotty strolled into the Eisenhower Public Library. Chicago was the last place on earth you wanted to be the first month of the year. Crotty stomped off the salt and slush from his shoes, padded up to the information counter.
He waited for the librarian to take care of several people in front of him and then flashed his detective’s badge. The librarian, a grey-haired middle-aged woman, straightened and was a little frightened. Crotty was used to this reaction and applied it to his advantage.
“How are you? I was wondering if you could answer a question for me…” Crotty addressed her, casually unaffected as he held up the photograph of Anderson that he had taken from Anderson’s motel room. “…have you ever seen this man here?”
The librarian pushed her glasses back on her nose, leaned forward slightly and carefully eyed the photograph. It didn’t take her long to answer.
“Yes, I’ve seen him.” The librarian firmly declared.
Crotty nodded and tucked away the photo, asking her, “Do you know what kind of books he’s checked out?”
“I can’t tell you that, it’s illegal.” The librarian stammered, wondering if this was a trick or random spot inspection to see if she was performing her job correctly according to privacy guidelines.
Crotty squinted cryptically.
If the librarian knew better she would be able to tell he didn’t like her answer but not for the reasons she believed.
“I mean, I think I could tell you if there’s a valid court order or subpoena or if you were from Homeland Security or something like that.” The librarian continued as if she were guessing the answer to a question on a quiz. “I think there would have to be a search warrant.”
“Well, can you tell me…” Crotty asked as he fixed his gaze on her but carefully maintained his patience. He was here on his own time and there was no reason to become incensed. Anderson’s case (as well as any seemingly associated events in its aftermath) and Anderson’s subsequent actions were just something that gnawed at Crotty. “…because I’m doing sort of a pre-pre-investigation of something, and I don’t believe this is ‘illegal,’ can you tell me where he spends most of his time when he comes here?”
The librarian hesitated only slightly, moved around the counter and led Crotty methodically past a central reading area to a row of bookshelves on the far side of the ground floor.
“I haven’t seen him in awhile but he usually spends a lot of time in this area.” The librarian disclosed, pointing to one of the aisles. “Particularly these stacks.”
“Did he use the computers here?” Crotty asked.
“No, I don’t think so.” She answered thoughtfully. “You can ask some of my co-workers.”
“Thanks for your help.” Crotty nodded.
The librarian smiled tightly and returned to her duties.
Crotty walked into the aisle and started scanning the titles of the books in the section which the librarian indicated that Anderson occupied. There were mainly military history books on one side, but it was the books on the shelves on other side of the aisle that caught Crotty’s curiosity.
The titles there that Crotty scanned included: “Homicide Investigation” and “Anatomy of a Murder” and “Cop Tales” and “The Idiot’s Guide to Criminal Investigation”…
Crotty scrutinized some more of the titles but they were of a similar ilk. They all seemed to deal with crime, punishment, law enforcement or murder scene investigation. What was Anderson up to, he wondered?
Crotty slid one of the books out of its spot on a shelf. He opened it, flipped through several pages and stared off, deep in thought.
It was just before her break when Crotty asked the librarian if she had a minute again to answer a couple more questions. He held the photograph of Anderson up in front of her.
“You said this man…” Crotty inquired, thumbing the edge of the photo. “…spent a lot of time when he was here over in that one particular spot.” He gestured to the section of the library she had taken him to earlier. “And this was when?”
“Oh, last month, a lot.” The librarian thought back. “The month before that… and I think the month before that.”
“That’s it?”
“Yes. I think.”
“What about six months ago?”
“No, it wasn’t that long ago.”
“A year ago? A year-and-a-half?”
“Definitely no.”
“How long have you worked here?”
“Fifteen years.” The librarian answered proudly.
“Any work interruptions, leaves of absences in the last year or two?”
“No.”
“Long vacations?”
“No. A week, here and there.”
“Thank you, I appreciate your help.”
The librarian moved away and Crotty turned the photograph around and stared at Anderson’s image. It was a picture of Anderson standing in front of his office building on a sunny day. He wasn’t smiling, but he wasn’t unhappy. It was just a quick snapshot someone asked him to take. Probably Karen.
 
It was around this same time in January that Anderson walked up to the door of his room at the Heart O’Mine motel, opened it and found a manila envelope had been stuffed under the door. He picked the envelope up, stepped into his room and shut the door behind him.
Anderson used his room key to cut open the sealed end of the envelope and slide out the 3-page stapled document that was inside. The document heading read, “RISK ASSESSMENT – SUBJECT: Gabriel Lysander…”
Anderson’s cell phone rang. He checked the Caller ID but it was some odd area code and number with which he was not familiar. He answered nevertheless.
“Yeah?” Anderson carefully spoke into the mouthpiece.
“You received my report?” The voice on the other end of the line asked.
It took a second but Anderson finally realized it was Al Ward speaking. Anderson figured Ward must be using one of those “burners”, a pre-paid throwaway phone and number often used by criminals who don’t want their illicit activity traced back to them. Anderson didn’t want to respond but Ward knew he was listening.
“Anyway, I like to finish the jobs I’m paid for.” Ward stated flatly but firmly. “I hope it adds to your peace of mind.”
Anderson didn’t say anything right away but then told Ward, “You have the wrong number.” And hung up.
Anderson walked to the room window next to the door and edged back the curtain to look down into the courtyard parking lot.
He was just in time to see Ward driving off in his Caprice.



CHAPTER 25
         “If I have faith so as to move mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing…”
Jeannie was standing in the pulpit of Our Lady of Sorrows church “reading” a passage from the Bible. Her hair was now dyed blonde (which matched her skin tone) and she was wearing decidedly less make-up. Gone was the heavy eyeliner, as was the nose ring and most of the earrings. She looked radiant.
“’If I give away everything I own…’” Jeannie continued to the packed congregation. “’…hand my body over so that I may boast but do not have love, I gain nothing…’”
Anderson was among those in attendance at the evening service. Father Cannova actually watched Anderson’s reaction from his seat on the altar as Jeannie spoke. Cannova had sensed they were in a relationship before Jeannie actually told him and was pleased that they had “found” each other.
“’Love is patient, love is kind.’” Jeannie went on. “’It does not seek its own interests, brood over injury. It does not rejoice over wrongdoing but rejoices with the truth. Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things…’”
Anderson descended the front steps of church with Jeannie and the other attendees after the services had concluded. It was a crisp winter evening and the condensed water vapor from everyone’s breath billowed like blasts of steam. Lips were instantly made numb and it was so cold people laughed at the icy contrast because they knew everyone else was in the same boat.
“You didn’t exit with your little toe pointed towards the third Valley of the Sun.” Anderson mentioned as he playfully held Jeannie back on the stairs. “Or is it your left knee in transit with Jupiter?”
“Who cares?” Jeannie responded gaily.
They reached the bottom of the stairs and headed for Anderson’s Mercedes in the parking lot when they were intercepted by a lean, smiling young man in an expensive full length cashmere coat.
“Noel Anderson?” The young man asked as he pulled off his leather glove and extended his hand. “Hi, Glen Steig, I’m a producer for the Byron Burke Show.”
Anderson shook his hand as Jeannie’s eyes grew wide at the mention of the “Byron Burke Show.” Burke was the undisputed new king of daytime tabloid trash TV and had singlehandedly revitalized the struggling format. Saying you worked for Burke was tantamount to saying you worked for The President as far as Jeannie was concerned. And so it was for everybody else in America for that matter. The last year had seen a meteoric rise in Burke’s fortunes. Every bus stop and magazine cover had his face plastered across it. Burke stepped out of the shadows and separated himself from his slew of talk show competition when he got a congressman to admit during an actual live interview that he was a cross-dresser. Adding to that, the congressman’s favorability numbers actually went up and he made a successful run for the U.S. Senate seat in his home state. Burke also juiced his own numbers when he lead a triumphant televised raid of a sex slave operation in Texas, even suffering a serious knife wound to his leg in the process fending off one of the human traffickers.
“I had a chance to catch you on the ‘Kari’ Show and I was impressed.“ Steig remarked, wasting no time getting to the purpose of his visit. “We have twice the viewers and we’re syndicated to over two-hundred stations…” Steig rapidly continued, trying not to make it sound like the spiel that it was, as he smoothly removed a business card from a thin leather case. “…We’re based here in Chicago. I’d love to have you come in for a pre-interview, see if we can’t get you on the show, give you another chance to get your message out. What do you think of that?”
Anderson only had the business card in his hand for a second before Jeannie grabbed it and scrutinized it in detail, awestruck.
 
The pre-interview took place a week later in one of the producer’s offices at Protect The Dreamer Studios located just outside of the main downtown business district of Chicago. Protect The Dreamer was the name of the production company which housed the sound stages where The Byron Burke Show was taped.
Anderson was greeted in the lobby by Glen Steig. After going through a metal-detector and a pat-down that was more thorough than anything he ever experienced at the criminal courts building, Anderson was then lead by Steig through a series of security doors and deposited in a waiting room.
The waiting room or “Green Room” was packed with guests and back-up guests to be used as needed to fill the hour-long show currently getting ready for that day’s taping on “Obesity – A Mental Health Issue?” Needless to say, Anderson was the thinnest person in the room.
Since Steig had disappeared, Anderson decided to slip out into the corridor and bide his time there until he was summoned. Staffers and assistants darted in every direction like they were on speed.
Anderson could see Steig’s back in what looked like a control room doorway so he drifted in that direction. Moving up, he could hear the booming voice of Byron Burke, the hyper 40-year-old star of the show who was watching a bank of monitors and eating Chinese take-out.
“Look at the moustache on this broad!” Burke bellowed in reaction to a close-up of a large woman on the studio stage who was being prepped for the show’s opening. “Have make-up take care of that! And please, no more shows on fat people after this!”
An assistant with a headset instantly relayed Burke’s instructions to the studio floor.
At this same moment, Steig peevishly noticed Anderson and the fact that Anderson had impudently abandoned the Green Room.
“Yeah Byron, this is Noel Anderson, the guy I told you about.” Steig interrupted.
“Oh, right.” Burke responded, looking at an electronic notepad, then addressing Anderson like he was hard-selling him something (which he was – though he was unabashed and didn’t try to cover up the fact like Steig). “Glen told me about your story. Now Noel, we really want to probe the issue of forgiveness, and we want to do a piece with you and we’ve got some ideas. I think what would really lift the show and give you finality, closure, an end to your pain is this: we do a telephone hook-up with the jail, get a shot of you talking on the phone to the man who murdered your wife. And understand, we don’t go in for that circus crap, we’re different. We’re going to do this tastefully. How does that sit with you?”
Actually, when Anderson called Steig the day after the church parking lot encounter, and after Jeannie’s ringing endorsement, Steig ran this same idea by him and let Anderson know what he should expect if they got the “go-ahead” to produce the segment. He told Anderson they would need the usual: a whole history, photographs, signed release, and a voice-over which Anderson felt would be stagy and overly theatrical but which he agreed to do anyway. But all this was only necessary if the Burke “meet” went well.
Burke must have liked Anderson’s presence because Steig said this face-to-face was part of the process of getting the permission to proceed and Burke wouldn’t give Anderson “two seconds” if he didn’t like his “energy” right away. And Anderson wasn’t being dismissed.
“Actually, I was thinking…” Anderson said, and he had thought carefully about this. “…maybe I could meet with him in person, if that could be arranged.”
Burke stopped scooping chow mein noodles into his mouth and stared with astonishment at Anderson.
“Would you do that?” Steig butted in, stunned. “Meet with him? Eye to eye?”
“Sure. I’d like to tell him I forgive him. Sit in the same room. I thought I might wash his feet.” Anderson calmly suggested (to their continued stunned amazement) and added, “Jesus did that for his disciples as a way of symbolizing a cleansing from sin.”
“FUCKING DYNAMITE! I LOVE THIS GUY!” Burke howled in approval, throwing his arms in the air, plastic fork in one hand and chow mein container in the other as if he were signaling a touchdown.



CHAPTER 26
         The sally port at the Stateville Correctional facility was a foreboding holding area. It was where the featureless white van containing Anderson, Steig, a soundman and a cameraman had to be checked meticulously by a pair of guards using mirrors on poles to inspect the undercarriage before they were even allowed to remove their gear.
It had taken another three weeks after the Byron Burke “go-ahead” to get permission and coordinate the logistics for getting Anderson in front of Derek Lysander.
The sally port guards ran hand held metal detectors over Anderson’s group and they were systematically given pat-downs beneath the 33-foot high concrete walls topped with razor wire. Gun-toting sentries stared menacingly down at them from their tower perches.
“How do you feel, Noel, now that you are about to have this meeting with the man deemed responsible for your wife’s murder?” Steig asked Anderson after the soundman held out a microphone and the cameraman steadied the video camera on his shoulder for a quick shot to be used as part of the intro to the eventual aired segment (the cameraman had already jumped out and grabbed a cover shot of the exterior of the prison when they first drove up to the facility).
“I feel apprehensive, I have to admit…” Anderson answered a bit tensely, casting a look at the prison walls behind him, before looking back to the camera. “…but also hopeful that something positive can occur here today.”
“Any other feelings?” Steig queried.
“No, just that maybe that I sense God is walking with me today, and I also have my wife and daughter here.” Anderson elaborated, smiling nervously after taking a deep breath.
“Beautiful, thanks.” Steig snorted flatly, in another voice entirely, after drawing his hand across his throat which gave the cameraman and soundman the cue to cut the recording.
The warden at Stateville, Arturo “Art” Cassano, an angry-looking bear of a man who resembled the actual meaning of his given name, was buzzed through a double-set of security doors flanked by a pair of chiseled-veteran guards. Stateville had its share of movie shoots and television “specials” over the years. They had to allow themselves to be somewhat accessible to the “public.” The employees of ‘The ‘Ville’ were mainly irritated by this nonsense because they were always shown by the media as the bad guys, never portrayed the way they liked or felt they deserved. So, starfucking aside, since Byron Burke himself wasn’t going to be here, this request was viewed with annoyance. But, in these challenging economic times, with Illinois broke like most states, the check from Burke’s production company soothed their displeasure and made the State Prison Oversight Board think they were amenable to alternative funding initiatives.
“Gentlemen, I’ll need you to sign these, please.” Cassano rasped as one of his attendant guards handed a clipboard and pen to Anderson for him to be first to affix his signature. “It’s a release of our facility from liability should you suffer any personal harm during your visit.”
Anderson applied his signature in the indicated space on the top form as he let a guard rifle through the pages of the Bible he brought.
Anderson finished and handed the clipboard to Steig to sign his release while the cameraman and soundman continued to quickly offload their equipment.
“You’ll have twenty minutes and that’s it.” Cassano informed the group.
That’s all any of them wanted.
A guard posted at a security checkpoint just inside the sally port hit a button to open a heavy steel-reinforced trundle-gate.
The two chiseled guards lead the way for the warden, Anderson and the others to move into the prison.
“Only Mr. Anderson will be allowed inside the cell with the prisoner!” Cassano barked over the banging and shouts which resounded everywhere now. “The camera stays outside!”
Clamor was the only constant here. Day and night. Inmates were required to use earphone plug-ins for all audio/visual equipment (or else that item would be confiscated per the rules) to keep the noise down, but they mostly ignored the regulation and more than made up for it with yelling which was also against the rules but impossible to enforce with hundreds of prisoners in each cell block. The constant racket drove many to insanity.
Anderson flinched as the gate slammed shut behind them and the locking mechanism was shot home.
Cassano quickly escorted Anderson’s group through this, the imposing center of one of Stateville’s vast cellhouses. Cassano moved much more jauntily inside, not wheezing, like his lungs had suddenly become two well-timed pistons that fired perfectly in order to not take in too deeply the rancid, peculiar smells of the prison.
Derek had been moved temporarily for the “interview” to a solitary cell in X House, the Protective Custody Unit where usually, mostly openly gay inmates who required shielding were sent. It would be quiet enough there for the most part.
However, first Anderson and the group had to travel through this daunting five-story structure to get there. The prison just had its sixth lockdown in as many weeks due to inmate fighting, and all the prisoners were confined to their cells 24/7. Even meals had to be taken there.
The presence of Anderson’s group got an immediate rise out of the general population as hundreds of inmates in their state-blues cried out from the cells that honeycombed the multiple tiers or “galleries” on either side. It was just as smelly and noisy as F House, the notorious Segregated Unit where Derek resided. Indeed, most inmates here had heard through the prison grapevine that this get-together was taking place. The guards might have even helped spread the news, liking to see the fearful reaction of civilians to their everyday working world.
“Do not lose focus of where you are, gentlemen.” Cassano shouted back over his shoulder as he walked the group quickly through the vast space. “There are only two emotions in here… fear and anger. Be wary of both.”
The hair rose on the back of the necks of everyone in Anderson’s group. The soundman nervously dropped a piece of equipment.
Anderson stared intensely at the disquieting scene before him, taking in the savage spectacle of the inmates and the animal-like way they pressed against the bars, seething against their caged condition.
Time almost seemed to stop for Anderson as he fixed his gaze on some shouting, wild-eyed convicts, and a memory was triggered:
“You fucking little bitch!” railed the voice of an older man. It was coming from a dimly lit room at the end of a dark corridor in a house permeated by the sobs of a young girl. Anderson was 16-years-old, coming home from his late-night job washing dishes at a restaurant when he heard the girl’s plaintive cries. He ran towards the sound, skidding into a doorframe in his haste. Quickly finding his footing, he looked into the room where an older man in his early 50’s groped lecherously at the garments of a 14-year-old girl on a sofa. The teenage Anderson raced over and pulled the man off.
“Get away from her!” The 16-year-old Anderson yelled as he threw the older man into a table littered with empty beer cans and a nearly drained bottle of cheap whiskey.
The older man hit the floor momentarily but staggered to his feet, his sweaty face shiny in the weak light, eyes on fire with rage. “You little shit! Who the hell are you to tell me…” the older man snorted with slurred malevolence.
The teenage Anderson positioned himself protectively in front of the girl.
The older man grabbed a gun from under a newspaper on a side table. “I’ll kill you!” He fumed. “Get out of here!”
The 16-year-old Anderson stared down the barrel of the gun, despairing of his helplessness. He ran out the front door of the house, disappearing into the night…
“Mr. Anderson?”
“Mr. Anderson?” The warden again entreated with some irritation.
Anderson snapped out of his momentary daze and looked at the warden waiting in a hatchway where the others had already filed past him.
“This way.” The warden commanded, indicating the passage.
Anderson plodded onward past Cassano who followed him into the passageway and a control tower officer hit a button which slammed shut the hatchway door behind them.
The group was now assembled in a rotunda normally filled with inmates being ferried to meals, yard time or prison jobs, but was now kept empty save for the “Orange Crush,” a special tactical response team standing on alert there as back-up should any serious incident occur during Anderson’s “visit.” The tactical unit was so named because of the orange jumpsuits the members wore under their otherwise black body armor, helmets, jackboots, riot shields and expandable batons but also due to the fact that they are the ones responsible for subduing or “crushing” uncooperative inmates.
Anderson could only think how the oppressive atmosphere in this place gave him a continual sense of déjà vu, sending him back to the days before he became an emancipated youth and hopelessness against changing his circumstances was the only constant he knew.
Another guard in a control booth opened a foreboding reinforced door after the warden gave him the go ahead. This portal led to the protective custody unit which again would serve as the venue for Anderson’s face-to-face meeting with Derek.
“We transferred the inmate you requested to a solitary cell for your meeting.” The warden informed the camera team, but mostly addressed Anderson. “You’ll have quiet in here.”
The reinforced door finally trundled open and the group advanced. Anderson took a deep breath before following the warden and the others through the doorway.
The tac team barely moved a muscle and remained in place in the rotunda. Only their commander and one other tactical team member joined the group as they journeyed into the Protective Custody Unit.
A grimness hung in the air even though all the other prisoners in this area had been temporarily relocated to holding cells until the taping was over. It was creepy quiet. Quite a contrast from the normal prison clamor. However, the gloomy ambiance was probably also caused by its close proximity to an attached wing of the building once used to house death row inmates and where the basement was used to execute the prisoners. Serial killer John Wayne Gacy was one of the last to be put to death there by a lethal injection that took a full 18 minutes to complete because one of the three drugs being used got gummed up in one of the lines leading to his arm.
The tac commander and his underling continued on the thirty feet or so to the end of the narrow enclosure. Once there, they waited ramrod straight outside the last cell door.
“This is it! The inmate you requested to see is in the cell at the end of the corridor!” The warden announced to the group, consciously referring to Derek simply as “the inmate.”
“All right, let’s do this quickly, people!” Glen Steig half-shouted at the cameraman and soundman, improperly using the “people” reference for his small group but this was clearly out of nervousness. He was normally used to ordering about more people and right now he was on automatic pilot just trying to get through this.
Anderson, for his part, stepped purposefully down the row of cells. His senses were acute. His nostrils flared as though he could smell the danger that lurked ahead.
The guards flicked looks between Derek’s temporary holding area and Anderson. Prison violence was a constant. Inmates slashed and killed each other on a frequent basis and even fairly regularly attacked prison guards but this (a foot-washing interaction between a victim and a murderer) was a complete unknown as to how to take preventative measures against possible bloodshed or aggression.
Walking on, Anderson, Bible under his arm, could see the cell Derek was sitting in as it slowly came into view.
Derek, his feet chained, hands cuffed behind his back, looked insolently through the bars. He always had a ready sneer and hellish dark eyes that if they danced with any life at all it was simply a ruse to draw the trusting closer to the flame.
Anderson stopped right outside the bars of the cell and riveted his gaze on Derek who impudently returned his stare.
“Come on, move, move, let’s go!” Steig clapped his hands trying to light a fire under his hesitant crew.
The cameraman and soundman quickly turned on their equipment outside Derek’s cell, and began taping, positioning themselves for the actual go ahead into the cell.
The warden walked up and looked at Anderson, interested in his reaction to Derek.
Anderson, never taking his eyes off the pinpoints of Derek’s orbs, managed a thin enigmatic smile.
“You all right?” Steig anxiously asked Anderson as he stepped up to him. Steig didn’t care about the answer but he knew it was the right question to ask.
Anderson nodded affirmatively.
“Okay, we’re ready.” Steig announced, turning to the warden.
The warden motioned to the guard in another control booth and shouted, “Open up 15!” Everybody seemed to yell all the time in prison, even if a person were right next to you, or in this case the control booth guard could clearly hear everything through an external microphone anyway.
“Back away from the door!” the tactical commander hollered at Derek who stood up from one of the two chairs placed in the cell for their meeting and took one step back, placing himself flat, facing forward against the rear wall of the 6’ x 11’ chamber. “Opening up here!” the tac commander barked upon Derek’s compliance to his order.
Cell 15’s door rattled sideways. The tac commander quickly stepped inside the compartment in a defensive position as his underling picked up a washbasin, pitcher and rag off the corridor floor. The aiding tac team member rapidly transferred the items into the cell.
“Would it be possible to get his restraints removed?” Anderson asked the warden who considered the request and nodded to the tac commander.
The tac commander produced a set of keys, unlocked Derek’s ankle shackles first, unthreaded the attached chain that extended to his waist, before finally removing Derek’s handcuffs.
Derek was careful not to perform any sudden movements. He slowly brought his hands in front of him as the tac commander then receded from the cell with his subordinate.
It was time.
Anderson walked into the cell where Derek stood waiting. The cameraman and soundman with his mini-boom pole followed Anderson into the now very confined quarters. The cameraman quickly secured the camera atop a tripod, checked a light meter, made some calibrations and activated a spotlight on the pair.
Derek squinted at the brightness of the light, and then grinned in its glow, liking it.
Anderson maintained a close but measured distance from Derek.
“Ready when you are,” the cameraman notified the assembled, sticking his eye in the viewfinder.
“Okay! Rolling prison interview in three, two…” Steig extended his hands in front of the lens and silently finger-slated the scene (it would only require one take), mouthed “one” and pointed to Anderson to begin.
A tense moment passed before Anderson finally broke the uneasy quiet and held out the Bible he brought with him.
“I bring you the good news of our Lord Jesus Christ…” Anderson said as he stepped forward and hugged Derek.
Derek, clearly taken aback, remained stiff and ill-at-ease even as Anderson released him.
“I have found salvation through our Savior and I hope you can, too.” Anderson proclaimed, a broad smile breaking across his face. He placed his hand on Derek’s shoulder. “How are you getting along?”
“Fine…” Derek responded sheepishly, tugging at an earlobe. “You know… it’s jail, man.”
“I just want you to know…” Anderson stated. “…as much as it is in my power, I forgive you and hope you can find peace and purpose in your life.”
“Hey…” Derek started to speak haltingly, not knowing how to answer but on the spot now to say something. “…I’m sorry about everything, too. Never should have happened.”
Anderson smiled widely again and said, “Now, if you’ll allow me, I’d like to wash your feet as Jesus did for his disciples before the feast when he knew that his hour had come.”
“Okay.” Derek answered, scratching his head, a bit bothered that he wasn’t the one in control but smart enough to know that pulling a stunt right now or behaving in any way obstinate would not help his cause. He sat down again in the chair closest to the back wall of the cell.
Steig passed an anxious though expectant look with the warden before he stared into a video assist monitor where he watched the encounter continue between Anderson and Derek.
Anderson kneeled and removed Derek’s thin, sandal-like prison issue shoes. He took one of Derek’s feet in his hand and ceremoniously bathed it.
“Jesus, touch this man!” Anderson prayed aloud with real passion, even more evident over the small monitor screen. “Let your mercy and forgiveness flow through him. Compassion means suffering with. And I suffer with you, my brother. Don’t get discouraged. Pray and dedicate your life to Jesus.”
“I will.” Derek answered affirmatively, over the monitor his avowal transformed as well, seeming to have aspects of a sincere public declaration, maybe and especially since it was to eventually be broadcast to millions. “I will.” He repeated.



CHAPTER 27
         The studio audience applauded wildly as the main floor television camera rolled back from the large screen everyone was watching at the taping of Anderson’s guest appearance for The Byron Burke Show. Anderson had just finished washing both of Derek’s feet and the footage of their jailhouse encounter was freeze-framed and joined by a “Byron Burke” graphic on the massive studio screen.
Byron Burke dabbed at a tear and stood beside Anderson who was sitting in a chair on the stage next to another guest, Dr. Rene Halprin. This studio with its furnishings was an obviously much more expensive and elegant set than was evident on the Kari Kagan Show.
“Incredible, huh?” Burke asked the studio audience who applauded even louder before Burke turned his attention to Anderson and everyone quieted down. “Gosh, Noel, this is the man who actually pulled the trigger and murdered your wife. How did you feel going in there – you had to be scared?”
“Sure…” Anderson admitted. “…but I, everyone, must learn to see the Christ in every person and every living thing. Even this man…” Anderson pointed at Derek’s frozen image, seated having his feet washed by Anderson on the large studio screen. “…is a divine and sacred being, connected to all things.”
“But didn’t you just want to kill him?” Burke asked, fully expecting a reply in the affirmative.
Many in the audience applauded in support of Burke’s vengeful sentiment.
“I understand…” Anderson nodded sympathetically at the audience’s response and once they quieted, he gave his answer. “…but think for a minute, if we could just take the word hate out of our language, we would reduce all crime by a massive scale on a worldwide basis.”
There was some supportive applause at this statement from people in the studio audience but it did not quite match the amount who clapped in support of Burke’s “kill him” query.
“I haven’t walked in his shoes.” Anderson continued. “I can’t judge what he must be going through…”
In the production control room, Glen Steig, standing among other production staff, was staring at a wall of monitors and was engrossed in the taping.
“…only God can judge.” Anderson declared, his face in full close-up on the main video control room screen above a mixing console.
“Fucking beautiful!” Steig chortled under his breath.
“Dr. Halprin, is this a normal response?” Byron Burke asked the man seated next to Anderson who could be seen, like Burke and Anderson, on multiple monitors in the control room.
A control room production staff member tapped some keys on a character generator and brought up a full on-screen display graphic under Halprin’s image which read: “Dr. Rene Halprin, grief psychologist”
“Common, no, though I wish it were.” Dr. Halprin replied to Burke’s question as the show’s control booth director muttered a direction into his headset that brought Halprin’s single image to the main control room video screen.
Back on stage, Dr. Halprin continued, “Noel’s grasping of a philosophy, in this case based in forgiveness and Christian thought is a necessary step on the road to recovery, to find a place inside your own self where you can try to make sense of a senseless act, and go on. No one recovers alone. Noel has just chosen God as his companion.”
Many in the studio audience applauded this analysis.
Byron Burke nodded in agreement, with compassion, concern. He circled around the back of their chairs and came up beside Anderson, asking, “Noel, you have no family now?”
“No.” Anderson answered simply.
“And when you say ‘no’ you mean ‘no’…” Burke continued, “…because I understand you were abandoned at the hospital where you were born.” Burke revealed as he stepped back to measure Anderson’s reaction.
There was a collective and clearly audible gasp from the studio audience at this surprise announcement.
Anderson was shocked himself, and quietly seethed at this public disclosure of one of his very personal details.
“On Christmas Day no less.” Burke went on, “Isn’t that how you got your name?”
“Yes.” Anderson answered curtly, the confident edge stripped from him. “You’re very good at research.”
“So, who actually came up with No-el.” Burke inquired.
“The nurses at the hospital named me.” Anderson rigidly responded.
“And your last name, Anderson, was-” Burke indelicately barreled on with his questioning.
“I was told it was the last name of the doctor who delivered me.” Anderson divulged.
“You never knew your parents?” Burke asked, fully enjoying it when he had rattled guests.
“No.” Anderson replied brusquely again.
“Have you ever looked for them?” Burke wanted to know.
“Yes.” Anderson nodded. “But no one there had a good recollection of my mother. The hospital had no records whatsoever of her. I wouldn’t have even known where to begin after that.”
“And in those days…” Burke surmised. “…there weren’t any closed-circuit cameras, surveillance video…”
“No.” Anderson concurred.
“Maybe she’ll see this and contact you.” Burke submitted hopefully.
The audience applauded this prospect.
“Obviously, if she were still alive, she’d be much older now.” Anderson commented. “And whether or not she had family or told anybody what she had done, I don’t know.”
“Well, we’re here to make connections. So even if that possibility doesn’t pan out…” Burke cryptically remarked, his voice rising and reverberating like a prize-fight announcer. “…it doesn’t mean we can’t put people together!”
Anderson stared hard at Burke. Something else was coming. But what?
“That’s right, we have a little surprise for you!” Burke revealed much to Anderson’s increasing irritation and bewilderment.
Anderson remained stock still, and fought the urge to shift nervously in his chair. He wondered what could Burke possibly ambush him with now that was more unexpected than the circumstances surrounding his birth.
“We have someone here who cares very much about your well being…” Burke continued, the volume of each of his words rising to a crescendo as he sidled over to personally escort a guest who was about to emerge from off-stage. “…and wants to be with you here today! Jeannie, come on out!”
An assistant director immediately sent Jeannie out on to the studio stage where she was greeted by thunderous applause, along with collective “ooohs” and “ahhhhs” from the studio audience.
“Jeannie works at a vintage record and clothing store here in Chicago.” Burke read off a teleprompter while the audience continued to applaud Jeannie as she waved and walked across the stage. “She and Noel have been dating for some time. Let’s welcome her to the show!”
Jeannie was dressed adorably in jeans and a blouse. She smiled at the audience as she sat down next to Anderson who showed genuine shock and uneasiness at her appearance. She joyfully threw her arms around Anderson and kissed him which prompted even more audience applause.
“Awwww. Didn’t expect this, did you, Noel?” Burke fawned as Anderson turned crimson red which everyone, including Jeannie, mistook for blushing.
Anderson was raging underneath but he was careful to cover up his irritation.
“Jeannie, how do you feel?” Burke asked, stopping in front of her, putting two hands stylishly around the portable studio microphone.
“Fine. Really excited.” Jeannie squealed.
“That’s great.” Burke said. “Now, you work at a vintage record and clothing store. Is that where you two met?”
“No, we met through our church…” Jeannie disclosed.
 
Anderson, with Jeannie in tow, stormed down one of the inner corridors at Protect The Dreamer Studios. The taping for The Byron Burke Show was over.
“Wait here!” Anderson stopped Jeannie, ordering her to wait in the hallway once he found Glen Steig’s office.
Hearing animated voices in Steig’s office, Anderson burst in to find Byron Burke, Steig and a number of other producers in the midst of a mini-celebration. Anderson’s segment (which they felt was sensational) was the last of three tapings scheduled for the day.
“You have to take her out of the show!” Anderson railed at Burke.
“Sir, you can’t come in here.” Steig immediately protested the intrusion, acting as though Anderson were a complete stranger now, quickly stepping in front of him.
All the producers protectively got in front of Burke, forming a defensive cordon. One assistant producer picked up a phone.
“Take her out!” Anderson seethed.
“Who?” Burke asked, mystified.
“Jeannie, the girl you brought on the show!” Anderson fumed.
“We got a problem here.” The assistant producer muttered into the phone, cupping his hand over the mouthpiece.
“Why do you want me to take her out? She did great.” Burke asked, mystified.
“I don’t care! She shouldn’t be here!” Anderson raged.
“We can’t take her out.” Steig interrupted, “We tape our show to the exact time we need.”
“Then I don’t want to be on it!” Anderson declared.
“You signed a contract.” Steig snarled nasally.
“I’ll sue you!” Anderson threatened.
“Be my guest. The show airs next month.” Steig sniffed.
“Listen, you fucking weasel-” Anderson started forward to get in Steig’s face when a pair of muscular security guards raced into the room and descended on Anderson.
“Get him out of here!” Burke commanded the guards from behind his human barrier of subordinates.
“Sir, I’ll have to escort you off the premises,” the guard, who was the larger of the two, officiously informed Anderson.
It was only moments later when the guards, hands on their hips, impassively watched Anderson enter his Mercedes in the studio parking lot with Jeannie.
“What happened?” Jeannie asked bewildered as she sat back in the passenger seat of his car.
“Nothing… nothing.” Anderson answered, putting the key in the ignition. He thought to himself for a moment, then settled down, knowing it was useless to try to stop the show from being aired. “Thanks for coming.”
Jeannie smiled.
Anderson started the Mercedes and they drove away into the busy Chicago streets.



CHAPTER 28
         An empty tequila bottle sat on the dresser in Jeannie’s apartment bedroom. Stripped off clothing was strewn about the floor leading to the bed where Jeannie was laying naked, her face buried in a pillow.
Anderson was next to her. He opened his eyes and looked over at her.
She was fast asleep and snoring.
He swung himself out of bed and got dressed.
Minutes later, Anderson pulled himself into a leather jacket that Jeannie had picked out for him, and stepped out of the apartment into the chilly night air, locking the door behind him.
Anderson descended the apartment building staircase outside. It was one of those foggy, warm nights in early spring where the last of the snows had only recently melted and the sidewalks were all damp as if it had just rained. Anderson was surprised you couldn’t even see the condensation in your exhaled breath and unzipped his jacket.
He exited the complex through the metal security gate and disappeared around a corner.
After a moment, a cluster of tall evergreen bushes shook across the small apartment complex courtyard and Jack Trax stepped out of their midst. He stared off after Anderson.
 
The amiable portly bartender extended his hairy arm and prepared to pour Anderson a shot of whiskey. “The usual?” The bartender asked only half-sure.
“Yeah, thanks.” Anderson nodded.
“You’ve been comin’ in a lot lately.” The bartender said as he filled the small shot glass to the rim. “Work near here?”
“Nah.” Anderson offered, throwing the shot back. “My girlfriend lives in the neighborhood. Been having trouble sleeping.”
“You or her?” The bartender inquired.
Anderson snickered, and answered, “Me.”
“I haven’t slept in thirty years. It’s overrated.” The bartender said as he held the spout of the whiskey bottle over Anderson’s empty shot glass and gestured questioningly.
Anderson laughed genially again, nodded the go ahead and the bartender refilled the glass.
 
Gabriel Lysander’s head was sitting back against the floor, his mouth gagged with a rolled-up bandana. His eyes were wide with terror as he stared up at the ski-masked man planted atop his chest.
The man in the ski-mask was dressed in a running suit. His clenched teeth were bared and visible through the mouth hole in the mask. He held a large butcher knife which he raised back in his gloved hand.
Gabriel’s scream was muffled by the gag, but his eyes were horror-filled and riveted as the ski-masked man brought down the knife viciously, again and again, into Gabriel’s hog-tied upper arms, torso and neck.
Blood spurted everywhere.
On the walls.
The ceiling.
Gabriel’s mouth filled with blood from the inside, bubbling over the bandana restraint. Gabriel choked and heaved, spewed a crimson mist.
Blood splattered across the mouth of the man in the ski mask.
A ghastly sucking noise emanated from Gabriel’s perforated chest as he expired at last and his body bled out on to the floor of the seedy, run-down room.



CHAPTER 29
         Jeannie threw back the curtains and let the sunlight pour into the room. She crossed to the bed where Anderson just awakened and handed him a cup of coffee.
“Good morning.” She sweetly cooed as though she had said it to him a thousand times.
Anderson sat up, and took a sip of the coffee.
“Perfect.” He muttered.
She kissed him and traipsed off towards the kitchen to finish making breakfast.
He looked after her, thoughtfully. A loneliness hit him. He dismissed the notion as quickly as it surfaced.
He walked into the bathroom and shut the door behind him, locked it. He turned the water on at the sink full blast. He quickly kneeled down at the toilet and threw up. Another rough night.
 
The Roosevelt Transient Hotel sat in a squalid neighborhood pinched between the main train lines and a major expressway that fed into the south side of the city.
Gawkers and hotel occupants loitered about the area outside where a couple of detective sedans and several police cars were parked, their light bars pulsating. There was already a detective taking notes and doing some possible witness interviews.
A Crown Victoria was directed to a parking place by a uniformed officer and skidded to a stop just short of a morgue van that was backing up to the entrance. Detectives Wayne Crotty and Gene Peterson got out of the Crown Victoria and entered the hotel.
The third floor room was active with investigators. It had already been secured as a crime scene. The last photos were being taken of Gabriel Lysander’s tied-up and bloodied naked dead body. A couple of evidence techs were dusting for prints.
Crotty and Peterson showed their identification to a cop keeping a record of crime scene visitors at the door.
Peterson reflexively drew his arm up to his face and Crotty put his aftershave soaked handkerchief up to his nose as they entered the blood-splattered, stench-filled room.
“Nice, huh?” Jerome Davis, the supervising detective commented as he greeted them. He was already there long enough to acclimate to the smell.
“Thanks for the call.” Crotty said as he held out his identification.
“No problem.” Davis told him. “Saw you put a notification number on this guy’s file.” Davis continued, indicating Gabriel. “Why the special interest?”
“He was involved in a messy homicide a few years ago with his brother who’s still doing time for the murder downstate.” Crotty informed Davis as he scanned the room. “Another guy who was involved in the murder has already shown up dead. The husband of their victim might be on a crusade.”
“This ‘husband’ some gangbanger or ex-con?” Davis presumed.
“Naw.” Peterson chimed in. “Regular guy.”
“Seriously?” Davis asked, intrigued.
Crotty nodded and shrugged.
“Whoever did it left the door wide open. Another tenant walked by this morning and saw the body.” Davis continued, scrutinizing a memo pad. “Time of death looks like it was between midnight and 3 a.m. last night.”
Davis stepped further into the room to get near Lysander’s lacerated body. Crotty and Peterson followed his path, careful not to contaminate the scene or step in any of the fluids already secreted by Gabriel’s corpse.
“Whoever did it…” Davis indicated, using his pen to point to Gabriel’s head. “…cut off this Lysander’s penis and genitals, and shoved them in his mouth. Also rammed a lamp rod up his ass.”
Davis angled around, squatted and directed their attention to the rod and the insertion point on Gabriel’s derriere.
“We got about thirty stab wounds to the upper body.” Davis went on. “There’s also a ton of prints around. It’s an SRO but my understanding is this Lysander lived here awhile, several months anyway. And we have a good impression on the perpetrator’s shoes.”
Crotty and Peterson stared meditatively at the bloody sneaker prints visible about the tiled floor.
“If you ask me…” Davis offered. “…I’d say it was a homosexual killing. See elevated violence all the time with those kinds of murders. Probably some guy he pissed off when he was in the can. No pun intended. Whoever did this obviously really hates this guy. They didn’t even take the money.” Davis remarked, finishing his initial appraisal and gesturing across the room.
Money? What money? Crotty and Peterson exchanged a look. They turned to gaze over at the spot in the room Davis indicated where a thin, bookish-looking evidence technician was currently very busy hunched over a dresser dusting for prints.
At this same moment, the bookish tech called out to Davis, “Jerry?”
Davis stepped to the dresser. Crotty and Peterson followed him over.
The studious-looking tech picked up a pair of disposable polystyrene tweezers and used the ends to move aside some large denomination bills, 20s and 50s, from a stack of currency on top of the dresser. The studious-looking tech then extracted a business card from the bottom of the money pile.
Davis took the tweezers, inspected the card and then handed it to Crotty. “Mean anything to you?” Davis asked.
Crotty scanned the card with keen interest. It was from the “Heart O’Mine Motel”, and it had Anderson’s room number - “26” - written on it.
“Like I said, it looks personal. That’s my take.” Davis offered again. “You guys might know different. I’ll copy you on everything, but let me know if you think you can clear it.”
Crotty squinted his eyes calculatingly at the business card and presented it to Peterson.
Peterson read it. A momentary silence. Then he gave his partner a surprised look.
Crotty didn’t have to say to Peterson: “Told you so.”



CHAPTER 30
         Anderson stopped at a traffic light in his Mercedes. It was mid-day and sunny. He looked about vaguely, but as he scanned his gaze became trancelike.
He suddenly saw:
A mother stepping into a toy store leaving her two young children to linger outside engrossed in the window displays. A filthy hunched over man grabbed the children, dragged them into a beat-up car and drove off…
As Anderson followed the departing car with his eyes he unexpectedly espied a youthful schoolgirl attempting to cross the street only to be dragged into an alley by two men…
At the same time, at a bank next to the alley, a robber ran out, his face covered by a stocking. The robber sprayed passersby with indiscriminate gunfire before jumping into the back of a waiting van that sped off…
Anderson was horrified at the unchecked acts of violence. He tried to blink away his tortured vision. Honking made him turn and look through the passenger side window where he saw… a car drift past containing Karen and Tristan. Karen looked at him and smiled from her place behind the wheel. Tristan waved excitedly from the front seat. They continued on, disappearing from his view.
Anderson was spooked, frozen. A car honked long and hard behind him. 
It was back to reality. Anderson looked about and now saw… the mother hauling her skipping children into the toy store… the schoolgirl meeting a classmate… the bank guard nodding politely to customers… but Karen and Tristan were gone.
The traffic light was green.
Another hard honk from behind prompted Anderson onward.
 
The Roundhouse (or F House) at Stateville Prison was unusually noisy this spring day in mid-April. Every cell with a TV had its two inmate occupants glued to the screen. This was the day Derek’s prison interview with Noel Anderson was airing.
The guards in the center gun tower were especially vigilant, casting wary gazes in every direction.
A lieutenant of the guards was buzzed on to Derek’s gallery floor and held a short conference with another guard next to a holding cage. Whatever the lieutenant told the other guard was met with surprise and some satisfaction. Together they marched down to Derek’s cell where the door was electronically opened upon their arrival.
Derek, seated on his lower bunk, was annoyed at the intrusion but paid them scant notice. He was too busy watching himself on TV getting his feet washed by Anderson.
“You! Out!” The lieutenant summoned Derek’s cellmate out on to the gallery walkway. He was a pimply, mostly toothless kid who was watching the Byron Burke Show along with Derek from his upper bunk.
“What the fuck!” Derek spewed sidelong at the guards, irritated there could be a shakedown at his shining moment of stardom.
“Shut up!” The lieutenant snapped.
Derek’s cellmate reluctantly climbed down and exited the cell. He wanted to watch the Burke Show, too.
The lieutenant gave the signal to the control tower and Derek’s cell door was rolled shut as the other guard marched the pimply toothless kid off.
Byron Burke could be seen now on the TV screen in Derek’s cell calling Jeannie on to the stage. “…Jeannie, come on out!” The audience applauded wildly, the “ooohhs” and “aaahhhs” recorded earlier audible between the catcalls that erupted from the tiers of cells all around the F House:
“Nice bit ‘a pussy there!”
“Get me some of that!”
“Shake it, baby!” These were among the more discernible shouts.
Derek was eating up the attention. He beamed from ear to ear.
“Hey, superstar?” The lieutenant hissed at Derek, putting his face close to the bars of Derek’s cell.
“Fuck you want?” Derek fumed. “I’m watching this!”
“…Jeannie works at a vintage record and clothing store here in Chicago. She and Noel have been dating for some time. Let’s welcome her to the show!” Burke’s voice boomed on the TV as Jeannie, dressed in her jeans and white blouse, smiled at the audience, crossed the stage and sat down next to Anderson.
“Got some news for you.” The lieutenant stage-whispered to Derek with mock confidentiality. “Your brother was murdered last night.”
The grin disappeared from Derek’s face and he suddenly stared straight ahead, unblinking.
On the TV screen, Jeannie threw her arms around Anderson and kissed him which prompted more applause from the studio audience. “Awwww. Didn’t expect this, did you, Noel?” Burke fawned as Anderson turned bright red which everyone mistook for blushing.
“Just thought you’d like to know.” The lieutenant added contemptuously to Derek before heading off down the gallery.
Derek’s mind raced. He looked hard at the TV screen where Anderson was still being hugged by Jeannie. Derek had heard that Ruben Roney had died, the information coming to him soon after the discovery of Roney’s asphyxiated body in the car. That piece of news didn’t particularly come as a shock and wasn’t met with anguish. This, however, was cataclysmic. This was his brother. And it couldn’t be a random murder. Derek more than wondered if Anderson was responsible. Did Anderson actually kill Roney and Gabriel?
“Jeannie, how do you feel?” Burke asked, seen now on the TV screen standing right in front of Jeannie.
“Fine. Really excited.” Jeannie squealed.
“That’s great.” Burke said. “Now, you work at a vintage record and clothing store. Is that where you met?”
“No, we met through our church…” Jeannie answered.
The lieutenant had almost reached the end of the gallery when he heard Derek’s tortured, howling lament keen through the clamor of the Roundhouse. The lieutenant glanced back in the direction of Derek’s cell and smirked.
* * *
Anderson drove into the interior courtyard of the Heart O’Mine Motel and immediately took notice of the police squad car and detective’s Crown Victoria parked askew in the area right at the foot of the staircase leading to his second-story room.
A uniformed policeman stood guard outside the door to his room.
Anderson swung his Mercedes into a parking spot, shut the engine off, got out, and climbed the stairs.
Gene Peterson sealed an evidence bag containing a pair of tennis shoes collected from Anderson’s motel room floor.
“I don’t think these are the shoes…” Peterson commented to Crotty who was standing in the doorway. “…but they should provide a good match. They’re pretty worn.” Peterson looked past Crotty. “Ah, here comes the man of the hour.”
Crotty turned to see Anderson as he reached the top of the staircase outside his room.
There were some long looks all around before Anderson broke the silence.
“What’s this all about?” Anderson asked with a peeved edge to his voice.
“You don’t know?” Crotty sneered, holding out a warrant.
“I wouldn’t be waiting for an answer if I did.” Anderson told him, taking hold of the warrant and scrutinizing it.
“You ran a stop sign.” Crotty facetiously taunted him.
“Then is this all legal?” Anderson evenly inquired, handing back the warrant.
“Gabriel Lysander was murdered.” Crotty informed him, hating to have to play the game.
“God no.” Anderson responded, wincing with apparent genuineness.
“Like you give a shit.” Peterson chimed in, not buying Anderson’s reaction at all.
“Believe it or not, I’m saddened.” Anderson sighed.
“Where were you last night?” Crotty wanted to know, not believing Anderson’s sorrowful response either.
“I was at my girlfriend’s place.” Anderson answered.
“All night?” Peterson asked, gazing skeptically at Anderson.
“Yeah.” Anderson stared right back at him.
Crotty took a business card out of the inside pocket of his suit jacket. It was from the Heart O’Mine Motel. “We also found one of these in Gabriel Lysander’s hotel room.”
“Yes.” Anderson answered straightforwardly. “So?”
“That’s where he was murdered.” Crotty declared, holding the card out triumphantly, fully expecting Anderson to show some kind of guilty reaction.
But Anderson just looked evenly and unemotionally back at him.
“It had your room number here on it.” Crotty said, gesturing to the “26” on Anderson’s room door.
“I was working with him.” Anderson explained. “Trying to get him back on his feet. Help him spiritually. I gave him some money.”
“You gave Gabriel Lysander money?” Peterson asked, incredulous.
“Yes.” Anderson answered, moving into his room past them and retrieving a folder out of a closet. Anderson opened the folder in front of them, sorted through some envelopes, eventually producing a bank statement. “These are the cancelled checks.” Anderson said as he fanned the checks out in front of them.
Crotty and Peterson looked at the cancelled checks. Then they looked at each other. They both knew they had their work cut out for them now.



CHAPTER 31
         Lyndsey, biting the edge of a nail, nervously escorted Detective Crotty to the back of the Rave Record Store where Jeannie was busy rearranging a display.
“Jeannie?” Lyndsey interrupted her, and introduced Crotty, completely intimidated by his presence. “This man would like to speak to you.”
Lyndsey smiled tightly and quickly shuffled off.
“Hi.” Crotty greeted Jeannie, displaying his detective’s shield. “Lieutenant Wayne Crotty. I’m a homicide investigator.”
Jeannie’s eyes instantly grew wide with dread.
Jack Trax could even see the clear worry on her face as he stood outside and stared at Crotty and Jeannie surreptitiously through the store windows.
“You know Noel Anderson?” Crotty gravely asked Jeannie.
“Oh, please no…” Jeannie blurted, her knees buckling. “…is he dead? Please don’t…”
“No, no, he’s fine. He’s okay.” Crotty reassured her.
Jeannie flopped against a sturdy wooden record rack, took a deep breath, braced herself and recovered.
“Are you all right?” Crotty asked, concerned she was still somewhat in shock.
Yes.” Jeannie nodded. “Thank you.”
“But I am here to talk about a man who was involved in the death of Noel Anderson’s wife…” Crotty continued. “…a man who was found murdered this morning. Looks like he was killed last night. Between midnight and three. We’ve spoken with Mr. Anderson and he tells us he was with you last night.”
“Yes, he was.” Jeannie remembered after a moment, only taking seconds to check back in her memory,
“Was he with you all night?” Crotty followed up.
“Yes.” Jeannie answered emphatically.
Jack Trax watched Jeannie nod affirmatively and have some more conversation with the man. It was only several minutes or so later when the man shook Jeannie’s hand, gave her his business card and exited the store.
Trax drifted behind a lamppost as Crotty got in his Crown Victoria, started the engine and drove away. Trax looked back in the Rave store window and saw Jeannie perusing Crotty’s card. She handed it to a curious Lyndsey like the card was infected.
Trax clomped into the store and moved up to them.
“What the fuck! Get away from me, Jack!” Jeannie seethed wearily upon sighting him, instantly antagonized.
“Who’s that guy you were just talking to?” Trax inquired jauntily, stepping up and snapping Crotty’s business card out of Lyndsey’s fingers.
“He’s a cop and I’ll call him to arrest you if you don’t leave me alone!” Jeannie hissed loudly since there was no one else in the store.
“What did he want with you?” Trax asked, eyeing Crotty’s card intently, reading aloud, “’Criminal Investigations’?”
“Yeah, did I hear him say something about a murder?” Lyndsey impatiently pressed Jeannie.
Jeannie stared with irritation at Lyndsey, then spewed at Trax. “It’s none of your fucking business!”
“Chill, huh. Is this how you treat all your customers?” Trax scowled, and turned to leave, but not before he added to Jeannie with a toss of his straw-like mane. “Just to let you know, I’m still available.”
“What a surprise.” Jeannie harrumphed.
“That goes for you, too, sweet cakes.” Trax said as he handed Crotty’s card back and extended the offer to Lyndsey.
“Gag me.” Lyndsey sneered, curling her upper lip with disgust. She knew enough about Trax from her discussions with Jeannie to know he was a total turdball.
“I’m open to everything.” Trax offered, undaunted by her derision.
He marched proudly out of the store, shaking his ass in his tight jeans thinking they were watching him as he strode off.
But they just wanted to make sure he left.
 
Max Franks, a droopy-eyed young detective from Crotty’s station house, had been assigned the task of making sure they got copies of the forensic evidence reports in a timely manner from the other Area detectives who were handling the Gabriel Lysander murder. Max, like any detective, hated to be the bearer of bad news but he finished explaining the contents of a recent report to Detective Gene Peterson straightforwardly, just the same.
Peterson nodded with appreciation and walked the report into Crotty’s office.
Wayne Crotty was poring over some other papers on the Anderson case at his desk when Peterson dropped the newly arrived packet in front of him.
“Preliminaries came back on Anderson’s shoe impressions.” Peterson announced sourly, leaning against a file cabinet and resting an elbow atop it. “They’re nothing like the partials that were lifted from the dirt around Roney’s car. And they aren’t even close to the bloody shoe impressions left at Lysander’s place. They only match the latents. And we know Anderson has an explanation for that because he can prove he was with Lysander in his hotel room well before the murder. So, there goes shoes and using any hair and fingerprint evidence to link him to that crime. There were a lot of partials at the Roney death scene, that alley had its share of foot traffic, but the fresh ones still don’t match up with anything else. If you went by this…” Peterson indicated the report. “…it looks like it was done by two different guys. And I still say Roney was a suicide, just how it appears. So now what?”
Crotty took the news in stride, picked up the report and thumbed diligently through it.
“You still got a jones for this guy?” Peterson asked him intently.
Crotty didn’t answer. It was obvious. To Peterson anyway.
“Even some of the other tenants have seen Anderson around Lysander’s place. Just not on the night of the murder.” Peterson continued listing the other pieces of information working against them in pursuing Anderson. “I mean, if he did it, and I don’t buy that bullshit about him helping the guy out either, you don’t give a guy who helped rape and murder your wife money, but if he killed Lysander, and maybe the other guy, he sure as hell covered his tracks beautifully.”
“I wonder if he paid someone else to do it?” Crotty speculated, undeterred by Peterson’s defeatism. “Or helped someone? You know, drove the getaway car, and helped get rid of the clothes and the murder weapon?” Crotty sat back in his chair and looked off contemplatively.
The suppositions hung there in the antiseptic room for a long moment. Crotty’s office had no personal touches. It matched his personality. Guarded. Bland. No attachments. It was how he felt about the job. Do your work but don’t leave any sign you were there. He hated it when he took over the space seven years ago and after they moved the file cabinets he found a convenience store receipt, coffee stirrers, a ticket stub to a baseball game, and a coupon for $2 off a pack of cigarettes. It told him too much about his predecessor. He never wanted anyone to know him that well. Peterson was the closest any person had ever come to him, and all Peterson knew was that Crotty liked fishing. Peterson told him he hated fishing and their friendship was sealed.
Peterson, for his part, couldn’t stand it when his partner was like this, which was almost always. Peterson was used to his partner’s unemotional nature. He knew it was a defense mechanism to aid in dealing with the job of homicide, which at the beginning and the end of the day is about dead bodies. Peterson was just always afraid that one day, being composed and relentless like Crotty, that those qualities alone would take the place of his own individuality completely, and any shows of emotion, from laughter to tears, would be forever just playacting at being a person
“We went over this before: he doesn’t seem ‘connected’”…” Peterson finally offered. “…and he doesn’t seem like the type to start stupidly hunting around for a hit man, because those people always end up getting cuffed by an undercover cop in some supermarket parking lot.”
“What if he used someone else’s shoes?” Crotty tossed another theory out there. “They had a real unique wear pattern. We know they weren’t new shoes right out of a box.”
“We’re going to go around to everyone this Anderson guy knows, or has had contact with, and ask if we can have a shoe sample?” Peterson asked sarcastically. “I don’t think he’d be dumb enough to pull some friend’s shoes out of their closet and use them in a murder. And what would that prove anyway, unless you can find the actual shoes that were used for the murder and link Anderson’s DNA to them. I’m sure he would’ve tossed them. It’s not something you hang on to. Anyway, my take is he doesn’t have many close contacts in his life. Maybe before, but definitely not now.”
Crotty nodded, sighed, which was a tacit signal to Peterson that he reluctantly agreed it was probably not a fertile avenue to pursue.
“I know I said ‘if the second guy dies’ and everything…” Peterson commiserated. “…and it doesn’t make me happy to say it: but we just don’t have enough to go on.”
A female uniformed officer stepped into the doorway and said. “Wayne, someone here to see you.”
Crotty and Peterson both looked past her into the reception area that connected the offices.
It was there they saw, standing behind some security glass, this leather-jacketed rocker-type guy with long shaggy hair waiting nervously, his fingers tapping anxiously on a countertop. It was Jack Trax. 



CHAPTER 32
         Jeannie smiled tightly at the people who filed past her into the Our Lady of Sorrows church for the Saturday evening services. She looked off anxiously into the parking lot from her perch atop the steps and saw Anderson drive up in his Mercedes and park.
She had only spoken to him briefly after the Crotty encounter at her workplace and Anderson had assured her that it was just a routine visit by the detective.
Anderson got out of his car and met her gaze. He smiled and walked towards her.
Jeannie eagerly descended the staircase.
Suddenly, two police squad cars, along with the Crown Victoria containing Crotty and Peterson, screeched to a stop next to Anderson.
Two teams of uniformed officers got out of the squad cars, and converged on Anderson. One policeman wrenched Anderson’s arms behind his back and slapped a pair of handcuffs on him.
Crotty stared hard at Anderson as he climbed out of the Crown Victoria with Peterson who moved up to Mirandize and take custody of Anderson.
“Noel Anderson, you’re under arrest for the murder of Gabriel Lysander.” Peterson recited as Jeannie looked on aghast and Father Cannova emerged from the vestibule, moving down to stand next to her. “You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to talk to an attorney and have legal counsel present while you are being questioned. If you cannot afford to hire legal counsel, an attorney will be provided to represent you. Do you understand these rights as I have explained them to you?”
Anderson nodded and Peterson escorted him to the back of one of the squad cars, pushing Anderson’s head down as he deposited him in the cramped rear seat.
A uniformed policeman firmly slammed the squad door shut behind Anderson in front of the now growing, gawking crowd of stunned churchgoers.
The cops and detectives all climbed back into their vehicles.
The Crown Victoria led the way out of the parking lot and the squad car containing Anderson fell in behind it. Anderson just stared soberly ahead as the group of police vehicles soon disappeared from sight almost as quickly as they had appeared.
 
The interrogation room at Crotty and Peterson’s stationhouse was built right from the standard blueprint for designing a confined space where a suspect would have a complete sense of hopelessness. There was a seat for the suspect, and a desk and two chairs for the interrogating detectives (which is where Crotty and Peterson were currently planted). The room had nothing on the walls and a two-way mirror. Everything that occurred there was videotaped and recorded. And everything about the space made you want to confess and get the hell out of there.
Crotty and Peterson also took the textbook approach for questioning a suspect and coaxing an admission of guilt. Ask easy questions up front, in addition to some that require a little thought (usually each shows a different standard reaction), and once you see a pattern, go for the kill. For instance, asking someone their name, where they live, and what kind of car they drive, this is simple remembering and a person tends to answer calmly and their eyes tend to look to their left when answering. However, if the answer requires thought such as “where were you at such and such a time,” that is they would have to either construct or fabricate something, a subject would be apt to look to their right and also do a lot more gesticulating or even show anger. There are numerous “tells”, but these are the simplest and usually help to form a usable guide to “getting the goods” on a suspect.
Of course, Crotty and Peterson asked for a fast confession after Anderson waived his right to an attorney and agreed to a custodial interview. To which Anderson replied, “I can’t confess to something I didn’t do, although I know you want your job to be as easy as possible.” This response indeed set a pattern, but it was from Anderson’s point-of-view: Crotty and Peterson were beside themselves in their desire to get him to admit his guilt, which they were now absolutely, positively sure of.
Peterson had actually still been reluctant at first to pick Anderson up, and was hoping Anderson could maintain an airtight alibi, but Anderson’s insinuation about law enforcement being lax in their duty even pushed him off his neutral stance and set him firmly in Crotty’s camp of – “let’s get this prick.”
Anderson, seated with one hand cuffed to the chair, for his part, didn’t want to provoke them, but when they started the “interview” with the usual “I’m your friend” and “we understand where you’re coming from” patter that included the typical apologist phrase “the system isn’t perfect but it works” it sent Anderson into an android-like commentary that soon drove Crotty and Peterson nuts.
 “‘The system isn’t perfect but it works.”’ Anderson repeated the phrase back to Crotty as soon as Crotty had uttered it. “So, if you carried this argument to its logical conclusion then you must accept the whole system and that would include malicious prosecutors, corrupt judges, crooked police, dishonest government officials, all of it. Accept it. The system isn’t perfect but it works. If a defendant lies and his attorney gets him off, actually everybody expects a defendant to lie, then you have to accept it. It’s a verdict. The system isn’t perfect but it works.”
“Is that what you’re doing right now when you tell us you had nothing to do with his murder? Lying?” Crotty asked, holding up a mug shot of Gabriel Lysander.
“If a jury lets off an obviously guilty person because they didn’t want to make a hard decision… accept it.” Anderson just continued, showing little emotion. “If some kids are plowed into and killed by a drunken off-duty cop, or a cop is caught on video beating the hell out of a defenseless barmaid, and the judge lets the cops off because he doesn’t want to upset the police union… accept it.”
“You tryin’ to get cute with us, smart guy?” Peterson bristled, rising up off his seat.
“Back before the days of the civil rights movement…” Anderson simply went on, undeterred. “…if a black man was shot in the back or found hanging from a tree with his hands tied behind his back, there was no need for a real investigation. The killer can’t be found or it’s been ruled a suicide. Accept it. The system isn’t perfect but it works.”
“So, is this a confession?” Crotty asked Anderson again after he had finished.
“I’m merely expounding on your remark.” Anderson answered with a level tone.
“Admit it, you killed him! You crossed the line and we got you, motherfucker!” Peterson angrily erupted, getting right in Anderson’s face, which was another trick for bringing about a suspect’s admission of guilt: invade their space. However, Peterson’s getting nose to nose with Anderson only seemed to relax Anderson even more as Anderson simply stared calmly back at him.
“I’ve already told you I would never hurt these men.” Anderson replied evenly.
Peterson, frustrated, straightened and threw a furtive look at Crotty who stood up from his chair to assume a power position of towering over Anderson now. It was clear they weren’t going to get a read from Anderson’s eye movements or posture changes. They would have to continue to resort to the other tactics of alternating declarations of sympathy for the suspect with explosions of anger, maintaining close-quarter taunts and interrupting any denials to a crime a suspect wishes to express (a suspect’s confidence increases significantly with each expression of innocence).
“I know you think you didn’t receive a fair shake at the trial. I understand that.” Crotty said, stopping in front of Anderson with Gabriel’s mug shot. “If anybody deserved to die, this guy did. And so did Ruben Roney for that matter-”
“Nobody deserves to die. All human life is sacred.” Anderson interrupted.
“You’re so full of it, you rotting piece of shit!” Peterson howled.
“They’re children of God as we all are.” Anderson responded, staring at Peterson. “I pray for them.”
“Cut out the religious crap! We’re not buying it!” Peterson snarled with increasing spite. “You’re just as bad as they are! Come clean now or we’ll fucking bury your ass!”
“You’re not doing yourself any favors taking this approach.” Crotty coolly told Anderson, trying to act like the levelheaded one among the group. “A jury is going to see all this.”
“That’s good.” Anderson said, looking back and forth between them. “I was going to ask you if you remembered to turn on the recording equipment. I’ve heard if interviews don’t go the way the police like, they have a tendency to disappear.”
Peterson appeared ready to pounce on Anderson but Crotty backed him off with a look.
Crotty pulled a chair up next to Anderson, trying the bonding technique again. He placed a hand on Anderson’s shoulder and cozily said, “This ain’t the Old West. This is a civilized society. We have to live with the decisions of our courts. We can’t have vigilantes running the streets. It’d be a free for all. Now we got motive. We got your fingerprints all over Gabriel Lysander’s room-”
“I told you I visited him often. I was working with him.” Anderson reaffirmed monotone.
“And you killed him!” Peterson cut in.
“He lived a hard, tortured existence most of his days.” Anderson commented, eyes set with concern. “It’s a pity he won’t get the chance to live at least part of his life happily.”
Peterson slumped and sighed with exasperation. He ran a hand restlessly through his hair. This is what Anderson was supposed to be doing: fidgeting, surrendering, shoulders sagging (in Anderson’s case: from the weight of carrying around all the guilt).
“We know you’ve been studying criminology.” Crotty revealed, straightening his tie in the two-way mirror before turning back to stare at Anderson. “Yeah, I went by that library you spend so much time at. People there told me you hang out a lot in the section on crime solving.”
Crotty bent over and rested his fists on the desk in front of Anderson. He guessed he saw a reaction from Anderson, a flicker of anxious eye movement. But there was none.
“And you got yourself an alibi.” Crotty continued. “Smart. Real smart. But there’s always a chance an alibi might fall apart…” Crotty remarked with a good measure of self-satisfaction, leaving the thought hanging out there like a piercing threat.
Peterson knew where Crotty was headed with this statement and he, Peterson, couldn’t wait for the knockout punch to be delivered.
“I got an eyewitness…” Crotty pronounced forthwith, letting this revelation roll off his tongue like the disclosure by itself had the power to toss Anderson headlong into a cell and slam the door shut behind him. “…who saw you leave your girlfriend’s apartment in the middle of the night and not return until two hours later.”
Anderson’s eyes widened the minutest amount.
Crotty searched his reaction.
So did Peterson.
Save for clearly reciting the Miranda warning, there are virtually no laws that prohibit law enforcement from practicing deception and lying to a suspect to elicit a confession. This simple reality even extended to interrogators being able to say they had someone who will testify against the suspect and implicate them in the crime. Anderson knew something about this. What he didn’t know was whether they were lying or not.
“Thought that would get your attention.” Crotty sneered smugly. “Now do you want to tell us where you were for those two hours?”
“I went out for a drink.” Anderson said firmly, returning to his automaton-like cadence.
“Not for two hours.” Peterson quickly confronted him.
“No, I went back to my girlfriend’s.” Anderson calmly answered, setting his gaze blankly on the far wall between them.
“This person saw you clearly, unmistakably!” Crotty hounded Anderson with a growing drumbeat rhythm, rapping his knuckles menacingly on the desktop, visibly irritated himself now. “This witness said you left the bar after only fifteen minutes and didn’t return to your girlfriend’s place for two whole hours!”
“I don’t know who would say such a thing, but they’re mistaken.” Anderson coolly continued. “I pray for whoever it is.”
“If you’re so fucking holy…” Peterson raged. “…have you ever heard the expression ‘only God can take a life’?!!”
“So, these men…” Anderson fixed Peterson with a flinty stare and came back in a voice that, while still composed, was also suddenly distinctly disdainful. “…who killed my wife and are responsible for my daughter’s death, these men are Gods?”
“’So’…” Crotty mimicked Anderson, probing his response. “…you are angry towards them?”
As quickly as Anderson’s bitterness surfaced, it disappeared again.
“Was that a confession?” Crotty persisted.
“It’s an expression.” Anderson answered.
“Of anger. Of hatred.” Crotty asserted, expectant. “It’s understandable.”
“It’s an expression of a flawed way of thinking.” Anderson replied. “My fellow man is imperfect as I am.”
“So you did it?” Crotty eagerly asked, falsely sensing he was making headway.
“No.” Anderson answered, unyielding, putting his focus on the far wall again.
“Drop the charade!” Crotty exploded. “You’re using God! You’re using us! And you’re using that girl!”
“He doesn’t give a shit about anybody!” Peterson vehemently shouted, his face red with rage.
Anderson shifted his body and squared up to face Peterson directly again and said, “You can only see in others what is in yourself.” Anderson delivered this message with such a matter-of-fact quality that it stripped away the last vestiges of Peterson’s self-restraint.
“YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!” Peterson hollered as he sprang at Anderson, grabbing him by the shirt and knocking Anderson helplessly back on to the floor, all discipline gone now in an instant.
Crotty quickly pulled his partner off Anderson, upset that Peterson would cross the line and physically assault a suspect. Crotty helped Anderson up, and righted his chair.
“Do you want to file charges?” Crotty asked Anderson as Anderson sat back down. “This man assaulted you. Do you want to file charges?”
“Courts are an indictment to the forces of nature. People have no right to judge others. Only God can judge.“ Anderson, trancelike, answered Crotty, getting himself settled and staring off again, but not before turning to Peterson and adding, “I forgive you my brother in Christ, go in peace.”
“Fuck you!” Peterson spat back at Anderson and stormed out of the room.
Crotty looked hard at Anderson to try and get an accurate measure of the situation.
Peterson, in the observation area outside the interrogation room, angrily sipped some water at a drinking fountain as Crotty soon entered behind him.
Crotty shut the door behind him and shook his head reproachfully. “That didn’t help us.” Crotty commented, calmly upbraiding his partner.
“Sorry.” Peterson sheepishly apologized.
Crotty sighed and looked through the observation window at the stock-still figure of Anderson.
“He’s a tough nut…” Crotty brooded before he stepped over to a coffee maker where he half-filled a Styrofoam cup with coffee and looked off deep in thought. “…but I got him.”
“What?” Peterson asked, a little surprised Crotty had come up with something so quickly.
“Just stay here.” Crotty ordered, assuring Peterson with a conspiratorial grin.
Peterson nodded obediently. He needed time to cool off.
Crotty reentered the interrogation room. He placed the coffee before Anderson and sat down next to him. “You all right?”
Anderson just stared straight ahead.
Crotty paused for a moment to as if to synchronize his breathing with Anderson.
“I feel for you. You’ve had a tough go of it… your whole life.” Crotty finally offered conciliatorily, seemingly going right back to the old tricks. “Some of this isn’t your fault. I know you had help tracking these guys and maybe this someone is using your situation to exorcise some of their own demons.”
Now this was a new approach. More psychological manipulation? Anderson didn’t know where Crotty was headed or what he was talking about.
“Al Ward, your private-eye friend, he’s a cagey old bird.” Crotty continued, staring carefully at Anderson looking for the smallest change in his behavior. “He had a bad break some time ago. He just got out of the service, was about to be married… one night he got a flat tire, couple guys stopped to help, raped his fiancé, killed her, shot Ward, and left him for dead. Big investigation. Never found out who did it.”
“That is a… bad break.” Anderson said thoughtfully.
“I doubt he ever got over it.” Crotty speculated.
“I guarantee he didn’t.” Anderson assured him.
Crotty’s eyes grew intense, keen. This news about Ward seemed to bring about some tiny shift in Anderson’s comportment. Was Anderson going to cave in and admit what he did? For a moment, neither of them spoke.
“But I don’t know what that has to do with me.” Anderson finally asked.
“He told you where those guys were, Roney and Gabriel Lysander.” Crotty divulged, again expectantly searching Anderson’s response. “He helped you find them. We have the reports. We found them in your motel room.”
“I was only worried at first, after the trial for my wife’s murder, that they would try and come after me…” Anderson solemnly explained, pausing with reflection.
And? And? And? Crotty edged forward in his chair.
“…but then I had an awakening of my spirit self…” Anderson continued as if imbued with a newfound, even more effervescent grace. “…especially after learning of that young man Roney’s suicide. I had an awakening and realized there’s too much hate in this world, and I should instead find them, these men who had hurt me so deeply, and find out what made them do such a thing, to try and help them to form a reconciliation with whomever or whatever it was they held holy and help them. Now you tell me this other man, Gabriel Lysander, was murdered, and it genuinely saddens me. We are only energy. The cycle of violence must be broken. This life is a school, and love is the answer.”
“Ward’s in trouble now! Same as you!” Crotty growled irritably, his patience gone now. “You know a grand jury will make him an accessory under the accountability theory since he helped you commit the crime, and he’s going to be up for felony murder one just like you! Now I talked with some people from the State’s Attorney’s Office: admit to killing Ruben Roney and Gabriel Lysander and you’ll likely get twenty years. You’ll still have some hope of seeing the light of day outside of four walls. If you don’t work with us, you’re going to be locked up for the rest of your life!”
“You made a deal… for me?” Anderson asked bitterly.
“Do it for your girlfriend!” Crotty snarled. “We could make her an accessory, too!”
Anderson’s eyes at this instant filled with a contemptuous fire. He fixed Crotty with a look of what could only be construed as intense hatred.
“She’s a nervous little thing.” Crotty continued uncaring, eyeing Anderson with mutual scorn. “I went easy on her when I first talked to her but I think a little more pressure and she’d implicate herself and you, just like that?” Crotty gloated, snapping his fingers.
“Who’s the rotting piece of shit now?” Anderson hissed under his breath.
“We can make her life miserable!” Crotty warned Anderson, letting his resentment get the best of him. “Who knows, she might even get felony murder one, too! You know what a crapshoot courtrooms can be! And women’s prisons are no cakewalk, they’re even worse than men’s prisons in a lot of ways nowadays!”
It took every fiber of self-control for Anderson to not jump at Crotty, even with only one arm free.
Crotty, for his part, stood up and faced himself away from Anderson. He didn’t even want Peterson, who he knew was watching through the observation glass, to see him. Crotty looked into a corner, rubbed his brow and tried to hide the fact he was pissed at himself. He had become a threatening, ruthless inquisitor. Crotty was rule of law, anything that allowed him to do his job with a minimum of reflection. Whether something was right or wrong: that was all supposed to be worked out somewhere else. He was indifferent to moral questions.
“Please place your nose in the ass of the person directly in front of you and proceed in an orderly fashion.” Anderson uttered the strange phrase so mechanically it made Crotty turn with a real look of confusion.
“What?” Crotty asked, truly perplexed.
“Please place your nose in the ass of the person directly in front of you and proceed in an orderly fashion.” Anderson repeated the phrase using the same droning intonation.
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Crotty demanded.
“It’s an image you provoke.” Anderson answered him. “It’s what comes to mind whenever I see complacency and corruption.”
“You’re going to be placing your nose in someone’s ass, my friend!” Crotty shouted, his irritation boiling over again. “It’ll be your natural position in life!”
“This interview is over.” Anderson stated succinctly.
“It’s over when I tell you it’s over!” Crotty howled, making a fist and stepping towards Anderson threateningly.
“Is that camera still on?” Anderson asked evenly while he stared directly at Crotty and pointed at an area of the ceiling across the room where a recessed lens was visible.
“It’s always been on!” Crotty spewed in reply, still seething.
“I want to invoke my right to silence now, and see about getting an attorney.” Anderson declared, speaking without a tinge of hostility and without moving a muscle in defense. “I’ve stated this desire to exercise my rights clearly and unmistakably.”
“Come on, do everybody a favor.” Crotty asked cheerfully, unclenching his fist, a picture of affability and reasonableness once again in an effort to take one last shot at eliciting a confession. “There’s a mountain of evidence against you. Admit what you did. I’ve built this case brick by brick, and now it’s a wall you can’t climb over.”
“Like you once said…” Anderson answered him calmly, looking Crotty right in the eye, unwaveringly. “…seems no matter what you build up… something always happens to knock it all down.”
Crotty stared back into the steel trap gaze of Anderson. The smile left his face.
This interview was over and Crotty knew it.



CHAPTER 33
         The electric heavy-steel security door trundled open to a flood of sunlight. The rumble of rolling metal casters never sounded so sweet as they did now to Derek Lysander’s ears. His appeal had come through. He was sprung. Conviction overturned. Stateville Penitentiary was behind him now as he smiled brashly at the guards, spun on his heels, and walked off with his parcel of belongings under his arm.
Derek had been on shaky ground from the beginning wanting to argue on appeal to have his conviction overturned based on his assertion his original attorney never informed him of the availability of the “voluntary intoxication” defense (again his attorney did inform him but Derek claimed otherwise).
However, Derek’s recently provided attorney did get the Illinois Appellate Court to overturn his conviction and remand for a new trial based on claims of “prosecutorial misconduct” and “prior ineffective assistance of counsel” when the latest attorney discovered Derek, Gabriel and Ruben’s original lawyers all failed to object during voir dire (jury selection) to the prosecution’s peremptory exclusion of the first 10 jurors who were all from lower-income backgrounds. A peremptory challenge is the objection to the seating of a proposed juror without having to give a reason for the rejection.
Indeed, Derek’s new counsel asserted that even as “the prosecutors for the State used seventeen of their twenty allowed peremptory challenges” the “defendant’s attorneys only exercised two of their twenty challenges.”
The appeals Court concurred and, while dismissing claims of “prosecutorial misconduct”, ruled “ineffective assistance does not require automatic reversal of the defendant’s conviction” but in this case “failure to make even one objection” in the face of “the State’s possible discriminatory use of its peremptory challenges” did raise questions regarding “effectiveness of counsel for the defendant, Mr. Lysander” and therefore “since the chance exists this prejudiced the defendant’s proceedings“ this court “reverses and remands for a new trial.”
The State hates doing everything over again so Derek’s case was sent back for a retrial where a plea-deal was immediately reached and the defendant, Mr. Derek Lysander, walked free for time served and he was given probation for pleading guilty to the second-degree murder of Karen Anderson.
Derek laughed once he reached a bus stop about a half-mile from the prison and took a look back at the menacing structure sitting ominously on the horizon. He knew he had been lucky. In more ways than one. Getting released was huge. Also, the days right before an inmate is released are fraught with peril because many times guards let it be known or the inmate himself stupidly boasts that an appeal for a new trial has been granted. Lifers or other prisoners with long stretches are naturally jealous and eager to take you down to assuage their anger. Derek’s surprise appeal decision and quick plea offer didn’t give him time to impatiently reveal his own good fortune, and the guards, one way or the other, let him be on this one, so Derek knew he was fortunate that once again he was going to be able to spread his magnificent malevolence in this world. Revenge would be his. A price would be exacted. Gabriel will have not died in vain. Life was good.



CHAPTER 34
         Anderson’s hands were cuffed in front of him with his wrists and the keyholes facing away from each other. A box had been placed over the handcuffs to add further protection from escape just in case he turned out to be a lock-picking artist. A belly chain was threaded through the box, doubled-up around his waist and woven down to his shackled feet providing even more restrictions to his movements. Suffice it to say, when he was escorted by a pair of guards into the multi-purpose room at the Cook County Department of Corrections, Anderson was hoping that, whatever the reason was for the excursion, it would be a mercifully short additional processing requirement.
Father Cannova stood up from the small table in the center of the room to greet Anderson when he arrived. It was Cannova who had requested this meeting. Cannova had done some faith-based volunteer work at Cook County Jail years ago when he was in seminary, but this was personal. He was there solely to look in on Anderson’s physical, mental and spiritual well-being. Cannova had simply grown to care about Anderson since their first encounter.
Anderson, for his part, liked Cannova as well, considering him to be a no-nonsense man of the cloth, albeit unorthodox, and genuinely without guile. He didn’t mind seeing him under normal conditions, but this was not normal.
“Noel, how are you?” Cannova asked as he stepped forward to aid Anderson.
“No contact, Father. Rules.” One of the guards croaked.
Cannova backed away and waited while Anderson shuffled his leg irons around the front of his bench and took a seat across from Cannova at the table.
The guards backed away a modest but respectful distance. They had to allow some room for Cannova and Anderson to speak in private. Cannova had requested this meeting as a matter of sacrament to bring into play the priest-penitent privilege that prohibits religious clergy from testifying or divulging issues you have discussed in confidence with them. There was even a statute on the books in Illinois protecting this expectation of privacy (although some courts had limited this privilege in cases where there was an admission of sexual assault and Cannova had noticed in the various newspaper reports that “genital mutilation” along with “other indications of sexual trauma” had been referenced in the death of Gabriel Lysander).
Actually, it was somewhat unusual their meeting was taking place at all outside of the mandated confidential attorney visits and the two 15-minute “recorded” visitations allowed during normal visiting hours to each inmate. Normally, after his arraignment and “not guilty” plea, a “no bonder” like Anderson would have been thrown into the maximum security unit with the hardcores (not the Protective Custody Unit where he was now) and if he were allowed visits they would be strictly “non-contact”, taking place through glass with a mouthpiece or telephone hook-up in a filthy room where he would have to shout to be heard over a multitude of other inmates and guests.
Anderson, though, was a special case. He was high-profile now and like it or not he had to deal with all that added or took from his life. Everybody was getting heat from above and passing it down. Even the Governor’s office called to tell prison authorities to clean up this problem, but nobody knew how to clean it up. They only knew there was a lot of light on this “problem” and while they were trying to make it as uncomfortable as possible for Anderson and wanted to throw him to the wolves, they also had to be careful in hassling him not to step in a large pile of shit which they wouldn’t be able to shake off their shoes. Anderson’s story had not only spread through the TV and print media it had also swept through the prison grapevines, and the fact it was heard he was putting a “finger in the face of the authorities”, that lent him some street cred, but it also left some hardcore egoists, which every prison had plenty of, who would be itching to take him down a notch. Prison officials knew they would be able to eventually give Anderson his comeuppance but short term they had to wait for his star to lose its luster. He was safe. For now.
“I appreciate you coming down, Father, but I don’t need your help.” Anderson finally muttered in greeting after throwing a look over his shoulder at the guards.
“I just thought you might like to have someone to talk to.” Cannova offered.
“No offense, but I don’t feel much like talking.” Anderson bleakly informed him, demonstrating his discomfort by shifting the box on his twisted chained hands the couple of inches it was free to move in order to scratch an itch under the coarse beige fabric of the v-neck prison issue shirt he was wearing, the same shirt which had “D.O.C.” stenciled across its front.
“Then don’t say anything.” Cannova insisted. “I just think you should know there are a lot of people who care about you.”
“Oh, yeah…” Anderson tossed a cynical look around at the other guards in their manned gun towers who were keeping him under direct observation. “…I’m a pretty popular guy right now.”
“Though you can’t see it at the moment, something good will come out of this.” Cannova continued. “Life is always emerging from death. Through death comes resurrection and you realize it’s just another invitation to live, to change, to start living your life the way God wants you to.”
“Come on, Father, how old are you?” Anderson asked scathingly, hunching forward. “All the shit you’ve seen in your years of doing this, do you really believe in God? You’re not an accountant. You’re not a bus driver. You’re a priest. It’s what you know. It’s where you get your paycheck, so you got to stick to the party line, but don’t tell me you still believe in God?”
“I know how you feel-” Cannova sympathized.
“There’s no way you could possibly comprehend how I’m feeling.” Anderson darkly hissed. “You ever been married, had children?”
Cannova simply stared at Anderson. The answer was obvious. And it was “no.”
“Then how the hell can you know what I’m going through?” Anderson seethed.
“Wouldn’t your wife and daughter, if you could talk to them right now…” Cannova calmly continued. “…wouldn’t they want you to move on, let go of the anger, have a happy life?”
“In here?!!” Anderson raged.
Cannova gazed silently back at him.
“To tell you the truth, I don’t think about them.” Anderson finally replied.
“No?” Cannova asked disbelievingly.
“This is my reality.” Anderson grunted disparagingly, rattling his chains. “This is what I think about – right now.”
“When I lose my way…” Cannova persisted. “…I try to go back to my faith. Regain my innocence, trust, view the world as a child again.”
“My childhood was a fucking nightmare.” Anderson sneered. “I’ve seen things I wish I could forget.”
“You survived.” Cannova countered.
“Yeah, I let everything go.” Anderson scornfully rebuked him. “If they wanted a little soldier, they got it. If they wanted a clown, I told jokes. If they wanted someone to clean up, I was a janitor. I sang for my supper every day, Father. Danced as fast as I could-”
“This was in foster homes?” Cannova interjected.
“I’ve never had a home.” Anderson snapped without self-pity. “There’s no such thing as home. This world is not a home. All my life people have been making decisions about me which I had no say in. I was dealt a shitty hand, I played it. I didn’t complain. I don’t give a damn about fair, but if this is the way it’s going to be, then fuck it. I’ll figure everything out. Leave me alone.”
“Do you forgive the men who took your wife and daughter from you?” Cannova asked.
“What do you think?” Anderson answered as if it were clear to see the absurdity of the notion.
“I think you’ve touched a lot of people with your message of love and forgiveness.” Cannova ventured.
“Good for them.” Anderson bitterly replied.
“You know…” Cannova continued. “…sometimes we teach what we most need to learn.”
“Your sayings and metaphors are interesting, Father…” Anderson curtly reacted. “…but I don’t know if I can apply them to my pain.”
“Accept forgiveness from God.” Cannova suggested with heartfelt urgency. “The offer is always there. God will grant you total forgiveness, but only if you completely forgive others, and only if you completely forgive yourself.”
“That’s great. Let’s call it a day.” Anderson bluntly announced as he stood up ending their visit, and called to the guards who escorted him. “We’re done here.”
“Give us another minute, please.” Cannova asked the guards, putting his hand up gesturing for them to stop.
The guards remained in place.
“Please…” Cannova asked Anderson to sit down again.
Anderson complied.
Silence. Anderson sure wasn’t going to break it.
“Your wife…” Cannova soon spoke. “…tell me about her. She loved you?”
“Come on, Father, take off.” Anderson impatiently chided Cannova. “Go tend to your flock. The mass has ended, go in peace.”
“Did you love her?” Cannova continued.
“Yes…” Anderson answered brusquely but then softened. “…yes.”
“When you pray, do you talk to her?” Cannova wanted to know.
Now this question by Cannova sort of threw Anderson for a loop. It was like Karen was suddenly in the room for Anderson. Yes, she was always there but not in a real sense. Not recently. He had pushed her away. For sanity? For something. He didn’t know what. He stared off intently.
“She kept saying there’s a place for me in this world…” Anderson softly spoke, reflectively, a million emotions pouring in on him. “…but I knew it wouldn’t last. She was…”
Anderson shook his head pensively.
“You miss her.” Cannova murmured quietly, leaning his head forward, closer to Anderson as if he were taking confession.
“More than she’ll ever know…” Anderson replied guiltily. “There was a thousand times I could have hugged her, harder, longer. There was a thousand times I could have spent ten more minutes with my daughter, I just…”
Anderson couldn’t fight back the waves of remorse any longer or the thoughts that pounded up like a thundering, roiling surf. He turned his face away.
“Jesus Christ, Father, I’m lost…” Anderson almost imperceptibly lamented. He had muttered this through what looked like quiet sobs.
Cannova wasn’t sure. Was Anderson actually showing sorrow? He could see Anderson’s body moving, the almost imperceptible shaking of his shoulders, but then Cannova was certain:
The telltale teardrops were hitting the sealed cement floor beneath Anderson’s feet. 
* * *
Even Crotty couldn’t determine what Anderson was doing as he sat in front of a bank of video surveillance monitors in the Cook County Jail security center watching Anderson’s meeting with Father Cannova in the multi-purpose room. Was he baring his soul? Admitting his guilt? Crotty used a control on a grid panel to zoom in with one of the ubiquitous prison cameras and get a close-up on Anderson. It told Crotty nothing. Anderson’s shoulders were hunched, his head down. Cannova’s expressions and body language gave nothing away either. Only one thing was certain. Crotty would have loved to have been able to activate a listening device.



CHAPTER 35
         “BUILDER ARRESTED IN POSSIBLE VIGILANTE SLAYING”
The newspaper headline said it all. There were also inset photos of Anderson and Karen within the body of the accompanying article. It was all above the fold. Anderson’s story had even kicked whatever local corrupt politico was currently in the crosshairs off the front page for the time being. Chicagoans love their sleazy politicians (it’s been an ongoing reality show cum love affair for decades that distracts the public and buries the real corruption that’s endemic in the clout-based citywide patronage structure), but Anderson’s growing legend, helped no doubt by his TV appearances, had touched a nerve, causing a wildfire of cathartic emotion for the flash mob generation which moved his saga to Page One. News editors had papers to sell after all.
The heavily tattooed hand of a man circled Anderson’s inset photo with a pen and then drew a deep-cutting “X” across Anderson’s smiling face (the photo was a suit and tie headshot Anderson had professionally taken that used to be printed on Anderson’s construction company brochures when Anderson owned the business).
The tattooed hand then slid over and crossed out the latest telephone number from a long listing of already crossed-out numbers for various “Chicago Vintage Clothing Stores” that had been printed out from a Yellow Pages online directory.
“Thanks anyway.” The gravelly anger-infused voice of Derek groused as he pulled the cell phone from his ear and disconnected the call.
Derek was seated in an internet café. He poured more sugar in his coffee and dialed the next number from the list. He stirred the coffee with the top end of his pen as he cradled the phone.
“Hello, Rave, can I help you?” Lyndsey’s voice came over the receiver.
“Yeah, hi, can I talk to Jeannie?” Derek asked sharply.
“Jeannie?” Lyndsey echoed, then innocently offered. “She’s gone for the day, but she’ll be in tomorrow. Do you want to leave a message?”
“No, thanks.” Derek replied and grinned. “I’ll call back.” Derek mumbled and hung up. But he was happy. He had located his prey. He smiled again, tapped the coffee drippings off the pen, licked the residue and circled “Rave Vintage Clothing and Resale Shop” on his phone list. And took a long slug of coffee.
 
Everyone knows there are no nice areas of Cook County Jail. The visiting rooms were no exception. Jeannie was fortunate. She was called for her 15-minute visit after only a two-hour wait.
She got there at 3:30 PM for the second set of visiting hours and had waited in the long line that perennially snaked down California Avenue under the barb-wire topped walls. She had her ID ready when she went through the metal detectors and pat down. She was going to bring cookies but the person on the phone when she called the inmate locator line told her gifts and food were not allowed. Jeannie forgot cell phones were forbidden, too, and had to lock it up in a coin-operated locker.
Everything was overwhelming. Jeannie had felt she’d seen her share of the seamier side of life but this was the fetid jam in the belly button of the underbelly. The filth. The noise. The feeling of being herded and the vile smells as if you actually were in a holding pen. Family members and loved ones yelling over the shouts of other visitors. Babies that bawled constantly, who must have sensed the desperation and who should never be in a place like this even if it’s thought they are too young to remember.
Once Jeannie signed in and was finally called by a correctional officer her eyes were red and sore from crying: but she was not alone. Everyone there, if they weren’t crying on the outside were weeping on the inside.
“Your conversation can be recorded.” The officer told her. “Number five. No hands on the glass.”
Jeannie nodded and dabbed with a wadded tissue at her nostrils where her nose ring was reattached.
Anderson arrived with the next large batch of inmates, all dressed in their tan-colored prison issues. All were shackled. However, Anderson this time didn’t have the extra box affixed over his handcuffs and could actually move his hands some. He adjusted the elastic waistband on his bottoms as he sat down on the other side of the Plexiglas.
Jeannie sat down on the bolted-to-the-floor stool at position “5” opposite him.
They stared at each other for a long moment.
He looked contrite.
She looked like she’d been up all night.
Neither of them knew how to start the conversation.
Jeannie fought back more tears, sat up on the edge of the stool to speak into the small round microphone that was set in the cloudy, foggy, snot-smeared glass, made murky from eons of spit and exhaled breath. She was going to brace her trembling hand on the glass but remembered that was forbidden.
Anderson spoke first so she could compose herself.
“How are you?” He asked, leaning forward and shouting to be heard over the din.
“I’m fine. Just great. Couldn’t be better.” Jeannie answered loudly, airily.
“You look good.”
“Yeah, right, thanks.”
“It’s good to see you, but you shouldn’t be here.”
“Well, this is the first and last time I’m coming.”
“That’s alright.” Anderson assured her, and raised his voice even more to make sure she could make out his next statement. “I don’t want you hurt in any way.”
“I’m not in any pain. Do I look like I’m in pain?” Jeannie declared, dabbing now at her sad, tired eyes. “I’m not going to kill myself over you or anybody.”
“I didn’t mean-” Anderson cried out with some alarm.
“Damn cold.” Jeannie lied trying to cover up her increasing panic as she wiped her runny nose with the back of her hand. “Did you do it?!!” She asked pointedly, distraught, then remembered. “No, don’t answer! Who cares, right?” She threw a look at the correction officer closest to her. “I know they record everything. That’s so stupid of me, saying that! I don’t want to get you into any more trouble than you’re in!”
Jeannie reached in and took out some over-the-counter cough medicine from the pocket of her jeans.
“They didn’t make me check this, thank God.” She said as she popped out the last three liquid-filled cough gel caps from the 12-count blister pack and tossed them in her mouth, chewing them up. “I used to take antihistamines but now I just take this cough stuff. I’ve had shots for most everything. I’m allergic to cat hair, dog hair, dust. See, you don’t know everything about me!”
The active drug ingredient in the cough medicine was dextromethorphan, which acts as a dissociative hallucinogen. The intoxicating “high” recreational users of the drug achieve ranged from confusion and dizziness to rapid heartbeat and euphoric, psychedelic “out-of-body” experiences. The “dissociation” trippers experience has been said to help victims of physical, psychological and sexual abuse find relief. Some addicts say you need 60 mg to get you buzzing. Each gel cap Jeannie just pooped was 15 mg. Who knows how many she had before she got there. Whatever she took, her manner was increasingly edgy.
Jeannie tapped the empty blister pack against her thigh and shot looks at the other visitors around her with their tense, heartbroken faces: people who had probably been doing this for a long time.
“If you get convicted of what they’re saying you did…” Jeannie asked rat-a-tat. “…how long…” She couldn’t keep it together anymore, the floodgates burst forth and she wept openly.
“This has nothing to do with you!” Anderson insisted, leaning as close to the glass as he could get.
Jeannie sniffed, dabbing at her nose again with the tissue as she started anxiously peeling apart the blister pack packaging.
“I should have known! You used me all along, didn’t you?” She asked accusingly, staring down into her lap, fidgeting with the individual blister pack casings. “I knew when we made love that it was too easy.” Jeannie angrily continued, dragging the serrated edge of the ripped foil pack casings along the skin on her forearm as she spoke. “You had no guilt! You didn’t mention your wife! It wasn’t difficult for you!”
“You should move away!” Anderson pleaded with her, having to watch helplessly as she kept on digging the foil edge into her forearm.
“Why should I move away?” Jeannie asked with a shrug. “I’m finally happy. I decided I’m going to be happy now. Not tomorrow. Not in a year, but now. I’m responsible for my own happiness. I don’t need anybody… Did you like me even a little?”
“More than that.” Anderson said, shooting glances around to see if anyone else was looking at them, or more particularly, Jeannie. He knew if he notified a guard about what she was doing they might make her go to the hospital. He didn’t know if that would help or hurt her. Everything was happening so fast and the clamor only added to the confusion.
“I don’t believe you.” Jeannie defiantly challenged him, shaking her head ruefully. “I must have been a horrible person in some past life. Only a bad person can be this unlucky. I’ve always done what everybody told me to do. I’m tired of trying to pleas-s-s-e e-v-v-very-y-b-b-b-o-d-d-d-y.”
She was really digging into her forearm now with the hard cardboard packaging and the foil pressed together, drawing significant blood.
“Jeannie!” Anderson hissed but it was really a shout.
“You think you can use me because I don’t talk right.” Jeannie continued, still rapidly raking her arm with the foil. “I talk like trash. I’m stupid. I don’t count? Well, I’m not some piece of meat! I deserve good things… I thought you cared about me… Why do I always have to be left behind? I’m not a bad person! There has to be redemption! I’m good! I’m good!”
Jeannie shaken, stumbled out of the booth and raced away.
Anderson stared after her. He sagged on his seat. Chained. Powerless.
 
The mental health unit at Cook County Jail that Anderson was placed in had its positives and negatives. On the positive side it was protective custody, so Anderson had a cell to himself. It also had a view of South California Avenue. Negatively, he was on lockdown 23 hours a day. Moreover, he had been placed on “suicide watch”, again for his own “protection”, but really it was to squeeze him psychologically. This meant he was under nearly continual observation. By law, inmates have to be looked in on every 30 minutes. Suicide Watch meant Anderson was bothered at least 4 times an hour. Usually more.
Anderson could hear the approaching footsteps of a jailhouse guard. He hoped they would spread out the frequency of their rounds since it was just past lights out. It had been only 5 minutes since he was last “checked.”
The guard sauntered up and stopped in front of the bars of Anderson’s cell and gazed in silently at Anderson who was lying back on his bunk staring at the ceiling. It was a good long moment the guard stood there and Anderson felt increasingly annoyed. Hell! Anderson privately seethed, he was exposed enough in the virtually empty padded room where he had to wear a paper-thin gown and sleep on a bed without sheets because too many inmates had hung themselves with their linens over the years. Luckily, the ward was kept warm and temperatures were rising outside but now this virtual round-the-clock abuse coupled with the increasing volume of the haunting gospel-like music they were playing was tantamount to torture. Give it a fucking break! Even Anderson began to wonder, with enough sleep deprivation could he be brought to a breaking point where he would admit to anything as long as it stopped the torment?
Anderson looked over at the guard who was normally an impassive bull of a man but right now had a weird, cryptic, pursed-lip look on his face.
“You’ve become quite a media star.” The guard finally grumbled hoarsely.
“Yeah, thanks.” Anderson answered bitterly. “Do me a favor, why don’t you turn that music off.”
“Why don’t you?” The guard snapped in reply, gesturing with a nod to the window.
Anderson, puzzled, got up and looked out his barred window, standing on his tiptoes to see through the 6-inch transom crack in the glazed, wire-meshed glass. What he saw amazed him.
The music Anderson was hearing was coming from a crowd of people, maybe a hundred or more, gathered on the street below. They were singing a hymn backed up by a boombox. Most held candles. Many held hands. Those that didn’t clapped and helped keep time.
Some people held posters, what looked like signs of support but they were too hard for Anderson to read from this distance. At first, Anderson didn’t believe they were there for him, but then two women holding the ends of a large rectangular piece of white cloth moved under the light of a street lamp and he could clearly make out the message written upon it with spray-paint: “We Believe in Noel.”
It was also too dark now for Anderson to see the news trucks that were parked in the shadows but he could see the various TV teams “going live” with on-the-scene reports.
Anderson groped the tapered edge of his cell window to boost himself higher on his toes and get a better look at the crowd.
The guard walked away.
Anderson soon sagged, dropping back against his cell wall, tears welling in his eyes as the singing outside continued unabated into the warm spring night.



CHAPTER 36
         Rave hadn’t been open long for the day when Derek walked in shortly after noon for the limited Sunday store hours that stretched until 5 o’clock. A vintage rock tune blared from the store’s speaker system. Derek wore a baseball cap pulled low to conceal his identity and had sunglasses on even though it was an overcast morning.
Derek looked around the store as Lyndsey finished setting up her cash drawer at the register.
“Help you find something?” Lyndsey chirped brightly in greeting.
“Just lookin’ for somethin’, for my girlfriend.” Derek answered, almost snarling.
“Let me know if you need any help.” Lyndsey offered as Derek moved away from her. She thought he was really creepy but then she had seen a lot of sketchy creeps. She shrugged the encounter off.
Derek lingered at a rack, and gazed furtively over his sunglasses at Jeannie who was just arriving for work.
Jeannie secured the back door where she entered after parking her car in the rear parking lot. She was wearing fingerless Gothic-style gauntlet gloves now that extended over her wrists and forearms, hiding any evidence of self-injury or the “cutting” that she had done.
“Morning. Sorry.” Jeannie groaned as she clomped up behind Lyndsey and stuffed her handbag under the counter.
Derek sneered secretively, ran his tongue over his yellowed teeth. He could almost taste Jeannie. He continued to follow her movements as she settled in to her work routine but suddenly Derek sensed he too was being watched.
Derek caught a movement in his peripheral vision, and snapped his gaze outside where he saw this spindly, leather-clad punk-ass bitch of a dork gaping at him through the store window.
It was Jack Trax.
Derek locked on to the odd stranger with menacing purpose.
Trax immediately averted his stare, loitered momentarily and walked off.
Derek couldn’t figure out who this strange cat was who was watching him. He wondered if he was one of his former prison punks from the early days who recognized him and maybe wanted to go down memory lane. Whatever the motive, Derek was suspicious and was surely going to find out the reason for the dogging. Derek pulled his cap even lower and headed out of the store.
“Couldn’t find anything?” Lyndsey apologized perkily as Derek left. “Awww, better luck next time.”
Jeannie never gave Derek a look. She started helping another customer who had ambled into the store.
Outside, Derek stood on the sidewalk scanning and finally locked on Trax who was across the street now. Derek took down his sunglasses for a better look at this person who still was unfamiliar to him.
Trax, trying to act casual, glanced up to find Derek staring directly at him. A flash of fearful recognition passed over Trax’s face and he ducked quickly into a nearby coffee shop.
It was only a couple of minutes later when a waitress deposited a coffee in front of Trax as he sat restlessly at a table in the corner of the coffee shop. The waitress moved away and Trax took a sip of the coffee, hoping by centering his attention on the table he could somehow will himself to be invisible. No such luck. He had company. He looked up to find Derek standing over him like a death shroud.
“Do we know each other?” Derek asked darkly like the devil himself.
“Hey, no, man.” Trax answered anxiously. “Just hangin’ out.”
Trax took another sip of the coffee, and nervously brought out a cigarette, but remembered the long-standing indoor no smoking ordinances. Hands shaking piteously, he tucked the cigarette behind his ear. Oh how Trax wished Derek would just walk away!
“You know who I am?” Derek asked menacingly, his voice lowing like a fierce horned beast about to strike.
“No!” Trax answered. Too quickly.
Derek grabbed a chair, spun it around and straddled it, sitting down opposite Trax, staring at him with unwavering ferocity.
“Well, yes, I saw you on TV.” Trax admitted, quaking. “You’re the one who murdered that guy’s wife.”
Derek eyed him with a laser-like look that scorched the core of Trax’s soul.
“Wasn’t no murder.” Derek growled. “Otherwise how could I be here talking to you? I was screwed by the system. They let me out because they admitted the error of their ways.”
“Hey, cool.” Trax reacted casually to Derek’s explanation, trying desperately to act non-judgmental. “Look, man, don’t get on me, I’m helping you.”
“Helping me?” Derek asked, eyes narrowing with suspicion.
“Yeah.” Trax fumbled for a way to clarify his claim. “That guy, you know, Noel Anderson, he said he was with my girlfriend the night your brother was killed, but I saw him leave her place in the middle of the night. I told the police that.”
Derek’s mind quietly raced to catch up with all that Trax was revealing to him. You could almost see the mental tumblers clicking into place as Derek digested the information.
Trax took a slurping sip of coffee, growing in confidence that he had appeased Derek.
“You told the police that?” Derek carefully confirmed.
“Yeah.” Trax shrugged casually like it was no big deal. “See, I’m helping you.”
Derek, eyes gleaming, nodded thoughtfully and smiled. An evil smile.



CHAPTER 37
         Anderson was looking out his cell window at the supportive crowd that continued to protest and grow in the street below in the mid-morning haze. There must have been several hundred people now almost choking California Avenue and a number of police were currently on hand to maintain order. The number of news trucks had also increased to about half a dozen.
One of the guards who worked the day shift moved up to the bars of Anderson’s cell.
“Someone to see you, an Al Ward.” The guard informed Anderson.
 
Al Ward waited anxiously against a wall in the visitation area. As usual it was a teeming mass of humanity that was packed into the all too confining space. It took Ward several hours just to get inside and get his name on the list. Fortunately it was the weekend and there were two sets of visiting hours. This was the first part of the Sunday inmate visitation schedule that stretched from 8 AM to 1:30 PM before there would be a two hour break for lunch and then the next set of visiting hours began that would continue until 8:30 PM in the evening. Ward didn’t fancy hanging around for that extended a period, but he was going to wait as long as it took to talk to Anderson.
A female correctional officer moved up to Ward. “Mr. Ward…” she called out, notifying him with complete indifference, “…the inmate you wished to see, he’s not taking any visitors.”
“Did they tell him who it was?” Ward asked reflexively, taken aback.
“I imagine they passed along the information. They usually do.” The officer answered vacantly, shuffling back to her position at the check-in area.
Ward, to put it mildly, was miffed.



CHAPTER 38
         Father Canova had a million things on his mind.
Detective Crotty had one thing on his.
“I’m not going to insult your intelligence and ask you if he admitted it, but I do want to ask your opinion as to his mental state.” Crotty continued his pestering of Cannova who tried to maintain his patience as he stood with his arms folded across his chest opposite Crotty inside the church’s main office.
Crotty had been there for ten minutes already. First, he tried to see if Sister Beatrice had any “information” or “opinions” regarding Anderson or had “talked to him.” Sister Beatrice, who was still busily attending to church office matters behind the pair, assured Crotty that Anderson seemed like a “very nice man” and that he “attends services here” at Our Lady of Sorrows. But that was all the “information” she had.
That brought Crotty to Cannova who simply confirmed Sister Beatrice’s sentiments. Cannova, while he had no prior dealings with law enforcement before this, knew clearly enough that the detective, no matter how he phrased the questions, had only one intention and that was for Cannova to give him some indication that Anderson had somehow revealed to the priest that he had committed the murders of Ruben Roney and Gabriel Lysander.
“Father, these are not questions that overstep any boundaries.” Crotty went on with increasing frustration. “I have Mr. Anderson’s best interests at heart, too, but I also have to think about the safety of the general public. Maybe he’s insane, seeing things, believing he’s possessed by God or the devil. You have to be a pretty good judge of that. I mean, it’s part of your job to get to know your parishioners.”
“I wouldn’t be a good judge at all.” Cannova responded bluntly. “There are so many personalities I deal with on an everyday basis. I’ve tried to answer your questions as best I can, but my job is to run a church, so if you’ll excuse me.” And with that, Cannova began to walk away.
“Father?” Crotty called after him, making Cannova stop, but it was clear to Crotty that it was useless to question the priest any further. “Forget it.” Crotty quickly gestured, moodily dismissing Cannova from any further harassment.
Cannova smiled tightly and disappeared through a doorway.
Crotty thrummed his fingers on the office countertop as he thought to himself, looking about everywhere for clues. For inspiration. Anything.
A man walked in the front door of the office from the parking lot with an armload of clothing.
“Where do I drop these off?” The man asked Sister Beatrice.
“Right there.” Sister Beatrice answered him, pointing to a trio of labeled bins in a corner, more particularly to the one that was marked “clothing.”
The man stepped over and started to deposit his donation.
Crotty started to leave when something brought him to a dead stop. He looked at the bins: one for “clothing”, one for “books, etc.”, and one for “shoes!”
 
Crotty had his cell phone cradled against his ear as he eagerly scanned a pile of donation forms on the counter in the church office. “I think I found an angle on where Anderson may have gotten the shoes he used in the Gabriel Lysander murder!” Crotty spewed the news excitedly into the phone. “The church takes in clothes and shoes from the public and they keep records for a lot of the charitable donors. We can narrow down the dates and look for a possible match, call up some of these donors and see if we can get some shoe samples and establish a link to the crime scene-”
“Hold your horses!” Peterson interrupted, obviously not sharing Crotty’s enthusiasm at all for the find. “You know and I know that’s not a piece of evidence that’s going to get a grand jury to hand down an indictment.”
“Who cares about a grand jury?” Crotty continued. “We already got an indictment! This is another piece of the puzzle for the prosecution to challenge Anderson with. It would look awfully fishy if-”
“No, we need evidence for a grand jury again!” Peterson exclaimed from the other end of the line, stopping his partner once more in mid-sentence. “Anderson’s alibi for the night Gabriel Lysander was killed just got a hundred percent stronger because I got Bernard Johnson laying over here on the West Side in between a couple of dumpsters.”
“’Bernard Johnson’?” Crotty responded, irritated. “Who the hell is that?”
“That’s the legal name of Jack Trax.” Peterson answered.
“He’s dead?” Crotty asked.
“Or a very good imitation.” Peterson replied grimly.
Peterson was standing in an alley amidst a phalanx of police cars and a cordon of cops. Peterson had to step back because a morgue transport van was angling in near some waste bins. That’s where the lifeless body of Jack Trax was laying in the narrow space dividing two large trash receptacles, the back of Trax’s head a bloody mess of exposed brain tissue from the effects of a close-range gunshot wound.
“Looks like it happened some time yesterday afternoon.” Peterson added gloomily. “A sanitation crew reported it this morning. You know we can’t hold Anderson now.”



CHAPTER 39
         There were now over a thousand people and nearly a dozen news vans outside the Cook County Jail awaiting Anderson’s discharge from custody. Rains had dampened the area but not the spirit of supporters who remained upbeat and vocal. There were reporters of nearly every ilk, from tabloid journalists to high-profile correspondents for worldwide cable news providers. News cycles were three days max in modern times. Anderson, though, was quickly becoming a living room fixture with many Americans.
“We’re here outside the jail in Chicago…” A distinguished network news field veteran in a suit and tie stood in the early afternoon sunlight and spoke into a microphone in an area cleared for the media by police. He gestured to the throng behind him. “…where an enormous gathering of well-wishers anxiously anticipates the imminent appearance of alleged vigilante Noel Anderson after authorities suddenly dropped all charges without, at least at this time, revealing the reason for the surprise turn of events.”
Crotty and Peterson were unperturbed, seated in their unmarked Crown Victoria parked not far down the street from the spectacle and the large white metal gate just south of 26th & California where Anderson would soon be set free. For them, it was a fait accompli that Anderson would “walk” right now but that didn’t mean, with new evidence, murder charges couldn’t be reinstituted even though their higher-ups were looking askance at their continued involvement in the case. Crotty tapped the top of the steering wheel as he waited. Peterson killed time by thumbing through the case file. Neither of them felt much like talking.
Lyndsey, meanwhile, was in the same coffee shop across from Rave where Trax had sealed his fate with Derek. She was picking up a coffee order and staring slack-jawed in wide-eyed astonishment at a wall-mounted TV that was broadcasting the “Breaking News” scene where the crowd was “Awaiting the imminent release of accused vigilante Noel Anderson” outside of the Cook County Jail. She didn’t even take the time to put lids on the coffees and ended up spilling half of them as she trotted back to Rave to breathlessly tell Jeannie, “That guy you know is on TV again! They’re letting him go from prison!”
Anderson, after going through the time-consuming process of being officially discharged, paused briefly to view the pandemonium that awaited him before pushing through the gate to a thunderous ovation from his “followers.” He was immediately cheered and surrounded by his devotees as he tried to edge his way into the street.
Reporters joined the crush and shouted out questions:
“Mr. Anderson, can you tell us what prompted the police to release you?”
“Noel, how does it feel to be out?”
“Is there anything you want to say?”
Anderson just plodded into the crowd, searching the sea of faces, hoping to see Jeannie among them.
More and more people surged at him. Many crying.
A jaundiced young man with tears running down his cheeks pressed close, touching Anderson as if he were a holy relic. “I was just diagnosed with liver cancer. I have six months to live but I’m not afraid, thanks to you!”
Anderson just gazed back at him, speechless.
A middle-aged woman with her mentally retarded teenage son yelled out, “We love you! We love you!” This was as she tried to reach through the multitude and place her son’s hand on Anderson’s shoulder.
There were more and more cheers as Anderson finally made it to the street.
A woman holding a baby managed to step in front of Anderson, shouting with raw, ecstatic, heartfelt energy. “My husband was murdered but I’ve released my anger! You’ve made me live again!” She kissed Anderson’s hand and smiled.
Anderson stared back at the angelic innocence of the pair, tears forming in his eyes.
More and more people swarmed around him, singing, crying, dancing in a beatific blur that made Anderson swell with emotion.
Al Ward waded forcefully through the crowd and managed to get a hold of Anderson’s arm.
“We gotta talk!” Ward hollered over the clamor of the boisterous horde.
“Stay away from me!” Anderson responded, wresting his arm from Ward’s grip.
“You can’t walk away from this!” Ward bellowed, getting right in Anderson’s face as Anderson continued to work his way through the pulsating pack of supporters. “Do you know who was blowing holes in your alibi? It was Jack Trax, the boyfriend of that girl you’re seeing! The police found Jack Trax in an alley this morning, shot through the head! That’s why they had to let you go!”
Anderson stopped in his tracks and stared intensely back at Ward, thoughts racing.
“And Derek Lysander was let out of prison two days ago!” Ward bellowed, eyes locked on Anderson.
Peterson’s brow suddenly furrowed as he sat up uneasily in the passenger seat and gravely read to Crotty the latest report from Anderson’s case file. “Get a load of this. Anderson has been making sizable donations to the Innocence Ministries, an advocacy group that works on inmate appeals. He specifically assigned the bulk of his donation to the Derek Lysander defense fund.” Peterson flipped quickly to the next page of the report and scanned the information there. “One of these advocacy group attorneys got the appellate court to remand for a retrial on appeal… Lysander pled out in lieu of a new trial… He was released for time served. He walked out of Stateville…” Peterson looked up at Crotty. “…the day before yesterday.”
Crotty’s face fell.
Peterson was already dumbstruck trying to compute the possibilities and implications of what he had just learned.
Crotty snapped his gaze down California Avenue where he saw Anderson and Ward hurriedly leaving the crowd.
Ward helped Anderson push through the last of his well-wishers and shake the pursuing reporters as they jumped into Ward’s Chevy Caprice that was parked on 26th Street… and sped away.
 
Ward was hauling ass as he moved the Caprice through some heavy knots of traffic.
Anderson had quickly dialed a number on Ward’s cell phone (Anderson’s own cell phone battery had died sitting idle amongst his inventoried personal belongings that were taken after he was booked and processed) that frustratingly led to a recorded message. Anderson dialed a new number and waited.
Lyndsey answered: “Hello, Rave, how can I help you?”
“Let me talk to Jeannie!” Anderson demanded.
“Who’s calling?” Lyndsey gaily asked, knowing it was Anderson, and covering the mouthpiece with her hand to tell Jeannie who was standing right next to her. “It’s him!”
Jeannie waved the call off.
“It’s Noel! She knows who I am!” Anderson yelled urgently into the phone.
“She’s, uh…” Lyndsey stalled as Jeannie put her ear up to the receiver to listen in. “…with a customer right now.”
“The man who murdered my wife is out of prison!” Anderson vehemently stormed into the phone. “And he probably knows who Jeannie is and where she is!”
Jeannie heard every word of this but, while she was completely fearful now, she still wouldn’t talk.
“Well, I’ll…” Lyndsey rolled her eyes, and turned the phone insistently to Jeannie who pushed it away. “…let her know you called.”
Anderson was going nuts.
“Listen! Just tell her to stay there!” Anderson yelled. “I’m coming over there right now!”
Jeannie heard this. Anyone within twenty feet could hear it. Lyndsey even drew the receiver away from her head to save her eardrums.
“Okay.” Lyndsey answered sweetly (what else was she going to say being put in the middle of this), and delicately hung up the phone.
Jeannie just glared at her.
Anderson just fixed his gaze forward, through the windshield of the Caprice, to the city streets that Ward was tearing up and tossing in the rear view… where Crotty and Peterson, shadowing them in the Crown Victoria, had the speeding pair in their sights.
 
Lyndsey watched Jeannie hurry to her rusted Impala in the parking lot behind Rave.
“Jeannie, I don’t know. I think you should stay.” Lyndsey pleaded, hands on her hip as she stood in the employee’s entrance.
“No way.” Jeannie grunted obstinately, waving dismissively as she kicked up dust and gravel in her haste. “I’m getting out of here.”
Jeannie fumbled momentarily with her car keys pulling them out of her purse and thought briefly about commencing one of her obsessive tapping rituals, but instantly decided against it and got in her car. She promptly started her Impala, waved and drove off.
 
It was only 15 minutes after Jeannie had left Rave that Ward was slamming on the brakes and skidding the Caprice to a stop in front of the store.
Anderson jumped out of the passenger side of the car and ran into the entrance.
Ward quickly followed him.
Inside, Anderson threw looks everywhere as he marched up to Lyndsey at the cash register.
“Where’s Jeannie?” Anderson asked impatiently.
“She left.” Lyndsey squeaked apologetically.
“What?!!” Anderson exclaimed. “Do you know where she went?!!”
“No.” Lyndsey answered feebly as Anderson made a mad dash to the back of the store, bursting through the rear exit to see for himself if Jeannie’s car was gone.
Ward stepped over to the thoroughly jittery Lyndsey, pulled a piece of paper from his shirt pocket, unfolded it and held Derek Lysander’s mug shot up in front of her.
“Did you see this man around here at any time in the last day or so?” Ward grimly inquired as Anderson returned.
Lyndsey scrutinized the photo but it didn’t take her long to realize it was the same creepy guy she saw with the baseball cap.
“I think he was here yesterday morning.” Lyndsey answered meekly, scratching behind her ear nervously.
Anderson dashed out of the store with Ward. They piled back into the Caprice where Ward took his place behind the wheel and Anderson speed-dialed Jeannie again from Ward’s cell phone.
“We have to check her apartment! It’s not far from here. Go straight…“ Anderson urgently directed Ward who gunned the engine and sped them away as Anderson listened to Jeannie’s cell phone ring again, dreading the result that it would once more go unanswered.
Da da da da ding twing twing twing… da da da da ding twing twing twing…
Jeannie groaned with irritation as the standard default ringtone on her cell phone jingled on and on inside her handbag. She reached angrily into her small, drawstring bag, retrieved the phone and shut it off. She didn’t care anymore about anything. She was the aggrieved party here and nothing Anderson could say would make her sit still to listen to more lies. Yes, she was nervous about what he said, but it was still more of a relief to be putting distance between herself and Rave. And Anderson.
Jeannie turned up the car radio volume full blast on a rock tune and kept driving, singing along with the song with fake enthusiasm.
Suddenly, behind her, in the rear-seat compartment, the entire backrest cushion moved ever so slightly… then it shifted some more… and it wasn’t long before a tattooed hand soon appeared curling about the top of the upholstery.
Jeannie just continued driving and singing, completely unaware of the menace behind her.
Seconds later, the backrest completely toppled and Derek rolled out from his hiding place like a birthing alien. He smiled, firmed up his grip on his Browning automatic pistol and sat up.
Jeannie immediately caught sight of Derek in the rear-view mirror. She started to scream but Derek quickly covered her mouth, and stuck the nozzle of the gun against her temple.
“Shut the fuck up and pull the fuck over!” He hissed.
 
“Jeannie!.. Jeannie!” Anderson called out as he looked for her in every room of her apartment.
 
Anderson checked Our Lady of Sorrows.
“She’s not here.” Father Canova told him.
Cannova was quickly apprised of the situation regarding Derek’s recent release, his likely sighting at Jeannie’s workplace, and the very real danger of Jeannie meeting foul play at Derek’s hands.
“What can I do to help?” Cannova asked.
“Call me if you see her or hear from her. If she shows up here, make her stay. Don’t let her out of your sight.” Anderson instructed Cannova as he climbed back into the Caprice where Ward patiently waited and quickly drove them away to the next search point.
 
Anderson searched:
…every diner…
…dive…
…and restaurant that he and Jeannie ate at or explored. Jeannie was nowhere to be found.
 
The Chicago police have a multitude of auto pound locations. They’re open 24 hours a day, 365 days a year. It’s big business. Vehicles that were towed in connection with the commission of a crime or held for evidentiary purposes are deposited at one of two places. Either the pound on the far South Side of the City. Or the lot on the distant West Side. Anderson’s car was at the latter location.
First, Anderson had to pay for the towing and storage charges at a separate site, in cash, because, according to the City of Chicago, “it is not a defense that a criminal court dismissed the case” and further “in an impoundment case” the penalties are civil in nature (i.e. concern cash, not incarceration) therefore “the burden (of proof) the City must meet is lower.” Anderson waived his right to an administrative hearing and just paid the charges. It took several hours altogether just to “locate his paperwork” and make payment.
Evening was pressing down when he finally got to his car some ten miles from downtown. Anderson tore off the orange notice of impoundment sticker from his car window and opened the door of his Mercedes.
Ward put his Caprice in park, let it idle, and got out to stand next to Anderson.
“There’s always a chance she’s on the run and doesn’t want to see you.” Ward offered Anderson as a possibility concerning Jeanie’s whereabouts (but Ward knew that was probably not the situation here).
Anderson flicked an annoyed glance in Ward’s direction, not needing nor wanting this kind of hollow reassurance.
“But if he’s got her…” Ward continued. “She could be dead… or…”
“Or what?” Anderson asked straightaway.
“Maybe he’s thought this through…” Ward speculated as he took a deep breath and stared pensively at the last vestiges of light on the horizon. “…and if he has…” Ward tossed in a quick qualifier, “…there are still no guarantees, vengeful people aren’t always rational… but if he can keep himself from killing her right off-”
“Just say it.” Anderson cut him short. “Or what?”
“She’s an ace in the hole for him.” Ward stated matter-of-factly. “Of course, his first priority is killing you, but he might use her to draw you out. You gave his brother money. He might try to hold you up, keep her for ransom.”
Anderson was instantly thrown but liked this scenario. It made some sense and it gave him hope.
Ward saw this rise in Anderson’s expectations.
“But if that happens…” Ward added in the spirit of full disclosure, making certain he gave Anderson the entire scope of his assessment. “…you can be sure that after he has the money, he’s going to kill you both.”
“Would you call the police?” Anderson asked.
“They’re already here.” Ward answered, furtively gesturing, directing Anderson’s attention across the lot where Crotty and Peterson were sitting watching them in their parked Crown Victoria.
“They’ve been following us all day.” Ward went on. “The police will probably get her killed, save you some money, maybe get Lysander.”
Anderson had his answer. He got in his Mercedes and started it. Put the window down.
“They’re not going to leave you alone.” Ward warned him. “Let me help you.”
“I appreciate it…” Anderson thanked him. “…but this is for me to do.”
Ward furtively took a wadded up duffel bag out from under his windbreaker and carefully revealed to Anderson a Sig Sauer automatic pistol that was inside the bag, along with an extra box of ammo. He held the items out for Anderson to take. Ward knew that the police had confiscated Anderson’s registered handgun citing it as possible evidence when they went through his motel room and belongings. He also knew it would be some time, if ever (seized personal possessions do tend to disappear or get destroyed), before Anderson could present his property voucher and get his own gun back.
“Do it right.” Ward softly entreated.
Anderson stared at the contents of the duffel bag, but didn’t take them.
Ward leaned over Anderson’s car window, closed up the duffel bag with the gun and ammo inside and stealthily flipped the bag on the front seat next to Anderson.
Anderson quickly put the car in gear and drove off.



CHAPTER 40
         “Fucking rain.”
The leaves on the trees did their usual virtual overnight explosion onto the scene due to the sustained heat of the last few days. This, coupled with a powerful spring thunderstorm, the latest in a string, was giving the City its annual bath and renewal.
Detective Peterson didn’t care much for rain (it always chilled him) or its restorative powers and that was why he cursed it. On a practical level it made it more difficult for him to keep an eye on Anderson’s motel room from where he sat in the Crown Victoria with Crotty at the far end of the Heart O’Mine motel courtyard parking lot. The fact that it was nighttime didn’t help either. The light was still on in Anderson’s room, that much was known.
Crotty, like Peterson wasn’t a rain lover, and was growing annoyed as well. They had straight up gone to Anderson’s motel room door and asked Anderson, just as Ward had done at the auto pound, to let them help him with the search for Jeannie. Crotty and Peterson knew Jeannie was likely in trouble because they had sent another team of detectives to Rave to interview Lyndsey after Anderson and Ward left there. Lyndsey was very forthcoming about everything that happened that day between Jeannie and Anderson, and also identified Derek once again from a mug shot photo (as she had done for Ward) telling the detectives “yeah, that looks like the same guy who was here” regarding Derek’s recent appearance at the store. Even after letting Anderson know about all that, and even after they informed him they too tried to get in touch with Jeannie by phone to no avail, Anderson still told Crotty and Peterson he didn’t know what they were talking about. Needless to say, Crotty and Peterson were fuming when they had to march back to their car and they were determined to stick to Anderson like wet underwear. Which at this point in the evening was nearly true.
Crotty brought a walkie-talkie up to his mouth, and clicked the handset. “Max, anything?”
Max was the droopy-eyed young detective from Crotty’s district who was given leave, along with another detective from a local precinct and stationhouse named Doyle, to help keep Anderson under surveillance. They were also the same detectives who interviewed Lyndsey.
Crotty was able to pull the two extra detectives exclusively for a limited time because, firstly, Derek had a warrant out already for his arrest. Derek had automatically violated the terms of his probation for failing to meet with his PO and do a drug test as part of the ongoing requirements tied to the terms of his release. The placement resource unit at the IDOC had found him a halfway house to reside in temporarily but he only showed up there to shower and get some shuteye after he arrived on the bus from Stateville. As for the drug test, it would have been a “dirty drop” because Derek did do some meth as soon as he got to the City. Fair to say, it was obvious Derek didn’t much give a shit.
Secondly, there was also enough evidence of non-victim hair samples gathered at the Jack Trax death investigation to allow Crotty to argue with department brass that it would likely be Derek Lysander’s DNA that would provide a match by the time lab tests were returned. Crotty was essentially relying on Locard’s Exchange Principle (Locard was a director of the first known crime lab in France in the early 1900’s) which avers that whenever two “things” come in contact there is invariably an “exchange” of some sort or at the very least “something” is left behind.
Derek tried to be careful killing Trax when he went to that alley with him to “talk more” and have a smoke. Derek had told Trax to face away, that he didn’t trust him and was going to pat down Trax for weapons, but it was a ruse and Derek, execution-style, quickly put a bullet in the back of Trax’s head. (Derek had employed the Browning pistol to dispose of Trax. It was the same gun he used to grab Jeannie, a weapon he bought on the street right after his release from funds acquired after beating up and robbing a string of hard-core heroin addicts who were “on the nod” under one of the City’s highways.)
However, Trax didn’t fall conveniently between the two dumpsters so Derek had to physically move his body between the containers where Derek did leave some clothing fibers and several strands of his own hair. This “evidence” would all show up in time but would not help with the “exigent circumstances” of Jeannie’s probable abduction by Derek and the fact that Anderson, the person closest to her, was stonewalling them and wasn’t likely to report her kidnapping for a myriad of reasons: not the least of which he was almost assuredly a murderer himself who would want to stay away from the police while still possibly desiring to rescue his girlfriend. But that is why right now these other two detectives, Max and Doyle, were sitting in this unmarked white van staking out Anderson’s motel room.
Doyle presently looked through a night-vision lens that was locked on the possible escape route of Anderson’s street side bathroom window where the light was on behind the frosted privacy glass.
Max, wearing headphones, was bent over the screen of an IMSI Catcher, a virtual micro-network and base station that can covertly intercept cell phone users calls within a very small range. A judge issued the appropriate warrant for Crotty and company to use the IMSI Catcher which allowed the detectives the ability to completely bypass Anderson’s cell phone encryption capability, accomplishing everything from “content analysis,” to “data analysis,” to “presence verification,” among other things.
It would have been nice if they could have activated a “roving bug” in Anderson’s room, a technology which would have allowed them to use Anderson’s own cell phone as an eavesdropping device and listen to everything that went on around him. Or even a wiretap. But wiretaps cost, on average, over $50,000 and both of these levels of surveillance are usually reserved for mafia stings, drug traffickers or terrorists, not against single murder suspects. And they are also almost always run by the FBI and CIA on a federal level.
Still, Crotty wasn’t complaining. All in all, it was a nice grab getting this equipment and manpower this fast from the department.
“He’s just making a lot of calls to that other number that’s in his name.” Max dully reported into his walkie-talkie to Crotty. “The same number he called when he left the jail and the same number that other girl at the record store gave us. It’s his girlfriend’s phone. It’s her voice on the outgoing message.”
“That’s it? You sure?” Crotty asked.
“That’s it.” Max confirmed. “I’ll let you know if he connects with anyone or gets any calls.”
“Thanks.” Crotty sighed and brought the walkie-talkie down.
 
It was a half-hour later when Crotty received the very same report from Max regarding Anderson’s cell phone activity. The rain still pounded down.
During the interval, a curvaceous woman in a micro-mesh see-through long-sleeve mini-dress had clacked out of a lower level room on spike high-heel pumps. She opened a flimsy umbrella and warily circled wide of the idling Crown Victoria as she passed Crotty and Peterson before disappearing into the night. There were other comings and goings during the time that had passed from Max’s first report, not as visually engaging, probably illicit, but similarly uneventful with regards to the task at hand.
Crotty reached for a knob on the dashboard and played with the temperature setting to try to get rid of the condensation that was forming on the inside of the windshield. The constant temperature change outside coupled with the heat from their breath and the filthy residue left on the interior glass from having eaten too many steaming pizzas out of their laps was leaving a troublesome fog.
“Shit!” Crotty fumed as he cracked the windows to get some ventilation and clear the filmy haze. “What a pain in the ass.”
A small Geo Metro sedan with an illuminated “Taste-T Burger” sign attached to the roof drove up and parked in front of the staircase leading to the second floor of motel rooms. The youthful-looking driver put on his hazard flashing warning lights, exited the car with a bag of food and darted up the staircase towards Anderson’s room.
Crotty and Peterson watched the delivery boy’s progress through the rolled down crack in the Crown Victoria’s driver window with keen interest. The delivery boy was slight and short. So it wasn’t Derek. That was easy to discern.
Anderson was pacing, dialing Jeannie’s number again on his cell phone, when the knock came to his motel room door. He had the TV on a news channel, but the sound was muted. He wanted it to look like he was “awake” in his room. He grabbed the Sig Sauer pistol from off the bed where it sat next to a notepad upon which he had scribbled the words “Trax dead” and “ransom????” during the idle time he had to wait for information, anything on Jeannie’s whereabouts.
Who was this? Anderson tried to think fast. Only a handful of people knew where he lived. Even the news crews couldn’t figure out where he was because he still listed his old business address as his home address and Roman or Joyce would never tell anyone where he actually resided. Jeannie knew where he lived, and Anderson was hoping she would tell Derek, but surely Derek would see the cops watching his motel room. Anderson clearly saw them follow his car back to the Heart O’Mine after he left Ward at the auto pound and it was even easy to spot the white surveillance van that pulled up and parked a short time later opposite his street side motel room window.
Anderson carefully cat-stepped to the door and peered through the peephole at the diminutive kid standing outside his room.
“Who is it?” Anderson asked through the door.
“Delivery. Taste-T Burger.” The kid responded, bringing the bag of food up within viewing height at his shoulder.
Anderson hid the gun on a closet shelf and carefully opened the door. He kept the delivery boy’s body between himself and the parking lot, shifting slightly foot to foot to create a moving target just in case Derek was actually out there waiting to take a potshot at him.
“Cheeseburger and fries.” The delivery boy brightly chirped as he held out the bag.
“I didn’t order anything.” Anderson responded.
“Room 2-zero-5.” The delivery boy quizzically looked from the “205” numerals on Anderson’s door and read the room number off the food order receipt again just to make sure.
Anderson quickly figured out this food delivery must have something to do with Jeannie. He dug into his pocket and brought out a ten dollar bill which he handed to the kid as he took the bag from him.
“It’s already paid for.” The delivery boy informed him.
“That’s for you.” Anderson replied tersely, pressing the money into his hand because he knew they were being watched and he wanted it to look to Crotty and Peterson, and whoever else was watching, like he was simply paying the bill.
“Thanks!” The delivery boy nodded as he tucked the money away and retreated back down the stairs towards his Geo, unaware he was being watched by the two detectives.
“We should get something to eat, too.” Peterson suggested, watching the delivery boy return to his car. “That guy they gave us…” Peterson continued on, referring to Doyle in the van, disregarding Crotty’s generally apprehensive nature. “…he’s from around here. He’s gotta know some places where we can order something. I don’t want a burger, though. Maybe a shrimp basket, that sounds good.”
Crotty put down his window for a better view, but he couldn’t make out much of anything as the rain hit him in the face. He brought his walkie-talkie up to his mouth. “Max, did Anderson use his cell phone tonight to dial a place called ‘Taste-T Burger’?”
“’Taste-T Burger’? No.” Max’s voice crackled in reply over the walkie-talkie’s built-in handset speaker.
“Do me a favor.” Crotty asked worriedly into the handset as he watched the Geo Metro do a U turn and exit the motel parking lot. “I hate to do this to the other guy, but let him out and have him keep watch on Anderson’s room from your side. I need you to chase down a car that’s just leaving the lot. It’s a Taste-T Burger delivery kid. Pull him over and ask him how he got that food order tonight for Anderson’s room and what was in it.”
“Will do.” Max tersely replied as he yanked off his headset and jumped into the van’s driver’s seat.
Anderson snapped the lock shut fast on his motel room door and opened the bag. He found a note under the food and hurriedly brought it out, read it:
“Clark and Addison. Midnight.
 Wait on stadium side of street. Alone.
 No phones. No weapons. No tricks.
AND NO COPS OR SHE DIES!!!”


“What’re ya’ thinkin’?” Peterson asked, realizing Crotty was concerned more than usual about something.
Crotty just shrugged as he stared pensively out the car window, watching the tail lights of the Geo Metro turn into traffic and disappear from sight.
Doyle sure wasn’t happy to be getting set out on the sidewalk in the rain and having to keep an unaided eyeball on Anderson’s bathroom window (lest Anderson started crawling out of it) while Max took off after the Geo Metro, eventually “lighting him up,” pulling the delivery boy over about a block and a half away.
Peterson stared cynically at another car that just parked next to the motel office where the curvaceous woman in the mesh see-through dress was sitting in the passenger seat. The driver of the car, a man, ran inside the office to pay for a room.
Peterson sneered as the man quickly settled with the clerk on some pre-arranged fee and jumped back in his car whereupon the man and the woman made the short trip to a parking space and then scooted through the rain into a ground level room. A different ground level room than the one which the curvaceous woman emerged from not that much earlier in the evening.
Crotty stepped out of the Crown Victoria.
“What’s goin’ on?” Peterson called after him.
“Just stay here.” Crotty instructed Peterson as he headed for the motel office.
At this same moment, the lights went out in the room next to Anderson’s and a man in a baseball cap, with a moustache and long black hair, holding a crabby three-year-old girl, exited the adjacent room with a 20-something woman.
The motel clerk, a boney man who otherwise had no distinctive features, sat behind the counter reading a porno magazine when Crotty entered and flashed his badge.
“Hey, I don’t know-” The clerk shit a brick as he instantly stood up, putting his hands out defensively and making some excuse for whatever it was he thought Crotty was there for.
“Relax.” Crotty shut him up fast. “Noel Anderson in 2-0-5, did he use his room phone tonight to order from a takeout place called ‘Taste-T Burger’?”
The motel clerk nervously closed the porno mag and flicked it aside as he went to the front desk computer and started typing.
Peterson, meanwhile, dully continued to watch as the young family descended the staircase in the steady downpour and dashed through the puddles to their aging four-door Chevy Cobalt where the man with the moustache handed off the baby girl to his wife who strapped the little girl in her rear car seat. The man quickly started the car, waiting for his wife to get in the front seat next to him before he then backed the car out of its space and headed out of the lot.
“2-oh-5? He never uses the room phone.” The motel clerk muttered as he checked Anderson’s folio readout as fast as he could for Crotty on an antiquated computer screen that posts and calculates the cost of a “guest’s” calls. He finally brought up the information. “No. No calls at all. In or out.”
Crotty nodded to the clerk, lost in thought as he left the motel office. He stared suspiciously at the hurriedly departing Chevy and its occupants. It was somewhat incongruous to see such a young family in these seedy surroundings but they looked Hispanic and maybe they were illegals and this was simply a stopover on their way to somewhere else or just temporary digs for them. But where were they going at this hour? In a torrential downpour?
Crotty returned to the Crown Victoria, opened his car door and leaned in: “Who was that?” He asked Peterson, gesturing to the exiting Chevy.
“Some guy and a woman with a little kid.” Peterson answered.
“Where’d they come from?” Crotty quizzed him with mounting concern.
“Second floor.”
“Where ‘second floor’?”
“They were in the room next to Anderson’s.” Peterson answered, suddenly realizing he might have really screwed up.
Crotty slammed his door shut and scooted rapidly back to the motel office.
Peterson got out and quickly followed him.
Crotty stepped into the motel office again as Peterson moved up behind him and hung back in the entrance doorway.
“The people in the room next to Anderson…” Crotty urgently pressed the clerk who was still standing at attention, scared stiff, behind the counter. “…they just left here, a young family. When did they check in?”
The clerk had to think for a second (which was an eternity to Crotty).
“Come on! It was a man, a woman and a kid!” Crotty prompted him, yelling.
“Oh, they checked-in a couple of hours ago.” The clerk answered.
“Tonight?” Crotty asked.
“Yeah, tonight.” The clerk replied.
“Gene, you there?” Crotty’s walkie-talkie crackled with a call from Max.
“I’m here, go ahead.” Crotty answered as he left the office and stood out of the rain under the shelter of the interior driveway eave with Peterson.
“I talked to the delivery kid…” Max reported. “…he didn’t take the order. He doesn’t know how it came in, whether it was over the phone or a walk-in. He said he thinks it was a hamburger and fries but he never looked in the bag. You want me to head over there and talk to whoever did take the order?”
“Hold off on that. Thanks.” Crotty clicked off, shaking his head, flicking a look at Anderson’s room.
Peterson just stared at him.
“I got a bad feeling.” Crotty muttered as he started heading across the lot with a steadily increasing pace, Peterson falling right in behind him.
Crotty led the way to the top of the staircase to Anderson’s room where Peterson took up a flanking position aside the door as Crotty stood in front of it and banged hard on the door with his fist. Crotty would have liked to kick the door in but he had to employ the “knock and talk” investigation technique because they didn’t have probable cause or a specific search warrant for Anderson’s premises. Police can come on to private property in a criminal inquiry and as long as they restrict their movements to areas that visitors would normally be expected to go, such as driveways or front stoops, any observations made from these points are not protected by the 4th Amendment’s “reasonable expectation of privacy.” It was Derek they had to be after right now (acting as a fugitive apprehension unit), with Anderson technically being treated as simply their link to him. Crotty sure didn’t want to screw up at this stage of the game and be tainted by the “fruit of the poisonous tree” which could lead to the suppression of “all evidence” collected from an investigation if it was found they performed an unconstitutional search.
“Noel Anderson!” Crotty shouted. “This is the police! We’d like to have a word with you if we may!”
Nothing.
“Mr. Anderson?” Crotty called again.
Still nothing. Then the door opened slowly, a crack at first.
Crotty and Peterson drew their guns out protectively.
The man inside the room cowered back from the door as he let it swing open fully. He stood there frightened in his Peruvian soccer t-shirt.
“Don’t shoot!” The man pleaded in a thick Spanish accent. It was Victor Sanchez, the ex-employee of Anderson’s who Anderson hired Ward to help with an immigration problem which Sanchez had several years ago.
Crotty and Peterson peered into the room past Victor where they saw the connecting door to the adjoining unit was sitting wide open.



CHAPTER 41
         Anderson was there an hour and a half early outside of Wrigley Field at the junction of Clark & Addison Streets. He drove around the area searching everywhere for a sign of Derek or Jeannie.
Anderson hated having to leave his cell phone with Victor in case Jeannie escaped from Derek and needed to call him, but he left word with Victor that if that happened, he and Roman should help her with anything she needed. Anderson knew it would be a problem anyway having his own phone with him because if the authorities really want to know where someone is located, they can pinpoint just about anyone’s location within a few feet using the GPS information transmitted by their cell phone.
Anderson still had another cell phone on him although he turned it off and left it in the car per Derek’s instructions when he finally stood out on the corner to wait for Derek to contact him. Anderson always carried an extra pre-paid phone just in case Jeannie ever lost or misplaced the one he gave her. That was the phone he used to call Victor from the privacy of a service station washroom right after Ward gave him the lowdown at the auto pound on what to expect regarding Derek. Anderson didn’t want Crotty or Peterson to see him making a call and get suspicious when that call didn’t show up on his phone records. He figured the police would at least monitor his primary cell phone and pull the numbers of anyone he dialed.
Luckily, Victor was home when Anderson called and was happy to help. Anderson asked Victor how close he was to one of those party supply & costume warehouse places and that was where Victor was able to grab the wig and moustache on his way over to the Heart O’Mine. Anderson just had to stall driving over to the motel to give Victor and his family time to check-in before he, Anderson, arrived back there with Crotty and Peterson in tow. Anderson accomplished that by driving to Jeannie’s apartment yet again, checking it and waiting there for an hour or so. Anderson already knew the adjoining motel room next to his at the Heart O’Mine was vacant for Victor’s family to occupy because it was usually empty, and it wasn’t the weekend anymore, and johns and drug addicts don’t like to climb stairs.
Crotty and Peterson found out soon enough that Victor Sanchez didn’t know anything about Anderson’s whereabouts. Victor willingly went “downtown” for more questioning after Anderson was able to give them all the slip. Crotty hoped the menacing environment of the stationhouse might loosen Victor’s tongue but all Victor knew was that Anderson was going to drop his wife and child off somewhere and give them cab fare to get home and he, Victor, was just watching Anderson’s room.
Max and Doyle also went and talked to the help at Taste-T Burger who confirmed that a guy (who resembled the mug shot of Derek) bought a couple of burgers and orders of fries and asked them to deliver the second “cheeseburger deluxe order” to the Heart O’Mine, and “yeah, he could have stuffed a note in the bag” but they “never saw it.”
So Anderson was on his own now. He wanted it that way but he felt vulnerable standing alone on the corner in front of the darkened stadium. Derek was smart about picking this spot for him to wait. It was a wide-open, exposed, unprotected space where you couldn’t even park or idle in your car for a few minutes without getting towed or eventually having a cop car roll by to move you along. The closest parking was several hundred yards away and that’s where he had to temporarily stow Roman’s Ford Expedition after he had Roman meet him to switch cars in case Crotty put Victor’s Chevy Cobalt on a watch list.
The Chicago Cubs baseball team was out of town on an early season road trip but the neighborhood haunts were still hopping on the streets that extended away from the ballpark. Anderson got to his position about ten minutes ahead of time leaving no chance he would miss Derek. It had stopped raining. He watched the ex-suburbanite just-out-of-college kids stumble drunk from bars on their way back to their first apartments, easy targets for the stick-up artists who periodically made forays from the not-so-nice areas of the city. He thought about how these “children” had no idea how dangerous the world could be.
Anderson also briefly reflected on how Tristan right now would only be five years and a couple of commencements from this scene and how she would have begged him to save the “safety speech” when she moved into her first flat with some other girls. Karen would have told him to give her “the speech” anyway.
But these were the things he had to sift from his senses.
He had to maintain complete focus.
It was now nearly midnight. Where was Derek?
Anderson looked everywhere.
In every direction.
Where would he come from?
Did Derek just want to shoot him? Maybe. Unlikely, if he could get money.
Would Derek want to take him to an ATM? But that would only net Derek $300 dollars, the limit of what can be withdrawn per day from an automated teller. Again, unlikely.
Anderson had three thousand dollars on him. Would that placate Derek? Buy him off? Probably not.
Anderson looked at his watch. Midnight. Where the hell is he!!!
Anderson could barely breathe now. He threw glances all over. He tossed a look over his shoulder, past the neon-lit Wrigley Field main entrance marquee, into the darkened confines of the stadium. Could Derek have gained entry there?
Blaring car horns made Anderson snap his gaze back directly in front of him to the intersection where motorists cursed one another after cutting each other off. Their “fuck you(s)” and motherfucker(s)” were flint for fiery road rage but thankfully fell like idle boasts as they went their separate ways.
A bicyclist came out of nowhere and streaked by in front of him.
An “Out Of Service” municipal bus churned exhaust as it rumbled round the corner past him.
The bustle of barreling traffic from every which way stirred up mist from the dampened pavement.
There were screams across the street from inebriated coeds startled by a hiding male friend.
It was a few minutes after midnight when a towel wrapped with duct tape was heaved out of a passing car window and landed at Anderson’s feet. It happened so fast, Anderson didn’t have time to think whether it was a bomb, a prank or what it was because it was humming with a ringtone within seconds.
Anderson went down on a knee and extracted the ringing cell phone from inside the bundle. He had to locate the accept button on the handset of the cheap $10 pre-paid phone but quickly found it and answered fast.
“Yeah?!!” Anderson yelled into the mouthpiece as he peered at the receding tail lights of the vehicle from which the package must have been thrown. Was it Derek driving? Had to be. Could it be Jeannie’s Impala? Probably. Looked like it. It was a few seconds before Derek spoke.
“Hey, buddy! How’s it hangin’?” Derek’s slithery voice finally oozed over the clear connection. “Did you follow my instructions?”
“There’s no cops!” Anderson urgently replied into the phone. “Let me talk to her!”
“You didn’t bring any fuckin’ phones, didya? I know cops can follow that shit if they want to.” Derek snarled suspiciously.
“There’s no cops and no phones! Now let me talk to her!” Anderson erupted.
“Who?” Derek asked calmly, pausing briefly for effect, before adding, “Oh, you mean Jeannie?”
Anderson could barely control his rage at hearing Jeannie’s name being spoken with smarmy intimacy by Derek. Anderson stood up and continued to stare in the direction the car possibly containing Derek (and Jeannie) went but the lights now seemed to mix with other vehicles in the distance.
Derek pulled the Impala slowly around a far corner and parked, peering back towards the intersection where Anderson stood at Clark and Addison. He was glad Anderson hadn’t confided or decided to work in partnership with the cops. He didn’t think Anderson would include the police but, just in case, Derek had his Browning pistol ready on the car seat and was prepared to jump in the back seat if the cops had stormed the car whereupon he would have yanked down the backrest cushion and carried out a quick murder-suicide by popping a couple rounds in Jeannie before turning the gun on himself or at the very least kill Jeannie before he then engaged in a shootout with police that resulted in a “suicide by cop” ending to his own life.
Yes, Jeannie was tied-up in the trunk of the Impala right now: blindfolded, bound and gagged. She was safe for now though very uncomfortable and frightened. Hyperventilating didn’t help her situation but she had ample air, as the average trunk holds 12 hours of oxygen if kept out of the sun. That was how Derek was able to wait for her in the parking lot behind Rave where the surrounding buildings blocked out most of the sunlight. Derek had learned all about rear seat assemblies and how to access the interior of a car via the trunk from time spent working in a body shop along with previous prison vocational studies. The Impala and Jeannie were easy takedowns.
However, like Anderson, Derek worried now about license plate recognition and had already gone out to the local harness horseracing track and swapped plates with a similar Impala in the parking lot. It didn’t take long to find one and he would chance it the owner wouldn’t discover the switch or be spotted by a patrol car that was actually equipped with the cameras and software to scan plates. (Crotty had found Jeannie’s registration and put her car on a “hot list” as he did with Victor’s Chevy Cobalt after Anderson’s getaway. So it was prudent for Anderson to have switched cars with Roman. Actually, Crotty had run all the plates of the vehicles parked in the Heart O’Mine lot even before Anderson pulled the switch on him, but there was nothing in any of that information that would have helped Crotty make the connection between Victor and Anderson.)
Still, Derek was erring on the side of caution switching plates and knew he needn’t worry because, while there are upwards of 20,000 integrated surveillance cameras in and about Chicago, very few “eyes in the sky” provide instant matches that result in immediate arrests, and as far as being spotted by a patrol car, which was unlikely, he didn’t plan on being on the streets much after this meeting with Anderson.
Anderson just wished now he had put one of those GPS real-time trackers in Jeannie’s Impala, like Ward had mentioned to him regarding the possibility of planting such a device in Ruben and Gabriel’s cars: the same devices people now put in their children’s backpacks, or Alzheimer’s patients or dementia-sufferers wear in their shoes. He didn’t want to appear crazy and Jeannie might have thought he was too controlling. He should have done it without asking her. Anderson hated “what ifs.” Thoughts of regret were a luxury he couldn’t afford.
“She’s tied up right now.” Derek gloated.
“Is she alive?!!!” Anderson howled, his voice shaded with real desperation.
Derek smiled at this. He loved being in control, it was like no other feeling in the world.
“How could we do business if she wasn’t?” Derek answered evenly.
“What do you want?” Anderson shot back.
“It’s a simple request.” Derek answered again as if he was in no hurry. “I just want fifty thousand dollars.”
“Fine, you got it.” Anderson quickly agreed.
“That was fast.” Derek responded, surprised by the speed of Anderson’s reply. “Maybe I should ask for a hundred.”
It was Anderson’s turn to be silent. He wasn’t going to play that game.
“Okay, fifty thousand.” Derek settled, not wanting to push his luck. “In twenties. But if you could throw in a few extra grand-”
“Where?” Anderson cut him off.
“Chicago River, South Branch.” Derek instructed. “At the Turn Basin, there’s an open lot. Meet me there tomorrow night. 10 o’clock. No cops or-”
“I want her there alive or you don’t get your money!” Anderson warned.
“I’ll tell you where she is after I get the cash.” Derek reminded him.
“You have her there!” Anderson shouted.
“I’m only a one man show.” Derek groused. “You’ll have to trust me.”
“Trust shit! You have her there!” Anderson was livid.
“No way, Jose.” Derek concluded. “But she’ll be alive. And you’ll get to talk to her. It’ll be the next best thing to being there.”
And with that… Derek hung up. For him patience was key now. He only needed a day or so to accomplish and settle his score with Anderson. He decided he would chill in an area where junkies hang out and where there’s little if non-existent police presence. Jeannie could remain tied up and wet or soil her drawers if she had to go to the bathroom. He didn’t want to talk to her because she would probably start begging or she could scream or he would lose control and rape or kill her before he had the dough. He had thought about spending the interim sexually assaulting Jeannie but there was time for that later if he could get his hands cleanly on the money first and get Anderson out of the picture. The plan was to gun Anderson down right away figuring the money would be on him or close at hand in whatever car he was driving. No, he would just wait for now. Prison teaches you abiding patience if nothing else, especially with a prize in sight. It also taught you how to go without sleep. Just have to not be stupid and crank up on some meth or do any kind of drugs! That’s what’ll take you down if you mix business with pleasure! Derek had learned that much, in his pursuit of evil. He flipped his cell phone on the car seat and drove the Impala away into the hours of darkness where he was most comfortable.
Anderson brought the cell phone down from his ear, lingering on the broken connection. Was Jeannie still alive? Was she unharmed? There was no way of getting away from one fact. He had brought Derek into her life. One way or another. He realized Jeannie was all he cared about now on this earth. He had known he loved her for a long time, but like always, throughout his life, he pushed those feelings to another place to be warehoused and dealt with at a later date. And he had to put all those emotions out of his mind one more time, or guilt threatened to consume him. His heart was bursting. He was only left with decisions and not much else.



CHAPTER 42
         The young woman, one of several “Financial Advisor/Personal Banker” representatives greeting customers in the bank lobby, double-checked Anderson’s Driver’s License as she slid the safety deposit box entry log under the opening in the security glass for him to sign. The young woman had walked Anderson down the stairs to the bank’s lower level where the boxes were located. She didn’t know Anderson personally but that didn’t matter for the purpose at hand.
Once Anderson completed signing and dating the log, the young woman used the bank’s “guard key” along with Anderson’s required imprinted key to open the corresponding numbered stainless-steel solid alloy safety deposit door. She then removed his box from the vault wall, handed the large metal drawer efficiently to Anderson who walked it into a private viewing room where he shut the door behind himself for privacy.
Anderson didn’t need much time to remove from his safety deposit box the $50,000 he needed to pay off Derek. Anderson had over half of the required money in the requested “twenties” denomination (still crisply bundled by groups of $2,000 in violet kraft paper cash straps), but it took two more hours and trips to a half dozen additional banks to exchange the other $100’s Anderson had in his possession for the necessary $20’s which were essential to round out the ransom.
When they were switching cars Roman offered to “give” Anderson the $15,000 in cash Roman had on hand in his office safe, along with another $8,000 which he told Anderson he could get from his bank the next day, but Anderson informed Roman that wouldn’t be needed, and said he, Roman, had “done enough already.”
Anderson had ample funds to cover the extortion amount in his checking account but he didn’t know how much personal financial information Crotty had collected on him or how closely Crotty was monitoring his banking activity, if at all. Also, if Anderson took out such a large amount all at once, normally such a hefty cash withdrawal would require some advance notice on his part, ranging from a couple of hours up to several days depending on the size and the policies of the bank branch involved. It would have also, at the very least, triggered Currency Transaction Reports and likely a Suspicious Activity Report (SAR), which are mostly useless government paper trails that further erode civil liberties and provide after the fact “aha, here’s what they were doing” moments for investigators once a crime or act of terror had been committed, neither of which would have held up Anderson getting his money, but were parts of a banking compliance process that may have possibly gotten too many extra people involved or perhaps asking questions at an inopportune time. Something that Anderson, after all, fortunately wouldn’t have to deal with in this instance.
 
Crotty, for his part, was done. And he knew he was out of the picture now. He didn’t have the warrants or manpower to monitor Anderson’s bank accounts in real time or blanket the places Anderson could possibly show up at.
Anderson needn’t have worried about Crotty or the police.
Crotty had another day or two of good graces to wait for a break in the case whereupon higher ups then wanted him back on routine. The only reason Crotty was allowed to “hang around” on the “search” was the fact the situation was still considered fluid and a matter of public safety mostly because of Jeannie’s possible plight and the fresh fugitive warrant on Derek, but that would still only go so far. Warrants are a dime a dozen in law enforcement. Cook County Sheriff’s Police have well over 40,000 active fugitive warrants pending in the county alone at any given time, a high percentage of those are probation violators, and the Central Warrant Unit only averages a few dozen captures or cleared warrants per week.
Derek wasn’t sweating this.



CHAPTER 43
         The motel room Anderson found for new temporary lodgings was situated on the south side of the city and actually had water dripping from the black mold on the ceiling as Anderson readied himself for his rendezvous with Derek. On a table in front of Anderson was “the money,” 9mm shell casings, surgical tape and other paraphernalia. Visible under Anderson’s open shirt was what looked like a variation on some Army-issued ESAPI (Enhanced Small Arms Protective Inserts) body armor. He had been busy.
Presently, Anderson finished loading a 10-round magazine into the Sig Sauer P226 that Ward had given him. He tapped the clip forcefully into place with the heel of his palm and racked the slide to seat a round in the firing chamber.
Anderson grabbed the stacked bundles of $20-dollar-bills, 25 in all, that were sitting on the table and stuffed them into the duffel bag that Ward gave him. He laid the Sig Sauer in the bag on top of the money.
Anderson started to do up his shirt, and the truss-like homemade-looking bullet-proof vest didn’t look nearly so visible or cumbersome once he finished with the last button. He pulled himself into a leather jacket, grabbed the duffel bag and exited the room into the dark of the night.
 
Derek was backlit by the glow of a flashlight as he squatted down next to the bound, blindfolded and gagged Jeannie who was stuffed sideways in the cement channel of an old trench drain in the floor of this pitch-black abandoned warehouse.
Jeannie was completely immobilized except for one unconstrained finger which extended up near her head where Derek had laid a pre-paid cell phone.
The cell phone answer key was visible and accessible but the rest of the buttons, including the numeric keypad and handset display had been sealed off by a small fashioned steel plate that was secured in place by duct tape. Derek was awfully proud of his ingenuity.
Jeannie whimpered but it was the tearless moan of someone so exhausted and distraught that sobs could no longer be summoned. She’d wet her pants several times. Derek had used a sports bottle to squirt some sustaining water and soda in her mouth a couple of times. He did pull her pants down at one point tying her up. He patted her vagina and told her she had a “nice pussy.” He also yanked her bra up and squeezed her breasts. She thrashed about at all of it, and it made the prospect of using her later as a sex slave for a couple of days after the ransom pickup that much more rousing to Derek. That is if everything went as planned. In any event, he just couldn’t resist getting a preview. He didn’t worry that if it got to Anderson asking Jeannie if she was “all right and did he (Derek) hurt you in any way?” that it might ruin the deal before he got the money, these gropes were indignities she would brush aside and leave unmentioned for the time being, overridden by her desire to just be rescued.
Derek quickly double-checked a small combination of components that he’d set up in the trench channel beside her head. It was crude to be sure but its most obvious workings consisted of a 9-volt battery-operated alarm clock, some wiring, a relay, fuses, a condom filled with lighter fluid and another condom full of gasoline.
“If your boyfriend plays his cards right and does as he’s told…” Derek spoke aloud as he looked over his homemade incendiary device. “…he’ll get you out of here in time. If not, well…”
Derek didn’t finish that thought, but did complete his inspection. He left out one important fact, though: he didn’t tell her he was lying.
Derek edged over and took off her blindfold.
Jeannie gasped, tried to keep her wits as she stared into Derek’s grinning, shadow-streaked face.
“All right, mama, lookin’ good.” Derek sighed, happy to be done with the main work portion of his evil deed. “You know this isn’t your phone…” Derek snarled, indicating the cell phone next to her head (which was obviously smaller than the phone Anderson bought for her: which Derek had destroyed anyway in order to not risk their being located by the phone’s emitted pings). “…now fuckin’ listen to me, I’ve tried this number so I know it works but don’t go tapping the answer button because the only number on there is the number for this phone…” Derek held out his other pre-paid phone. “…and if you fuckin’ call me before I get my ransom money I just might get pissed and not let you talk to your boyfriend. Got it?”
Jeannie nodded, wide-eyed with terror.
“I left you enough power to basically get a call or two.” Derek went on. “So don’t try to use it for light. Don’t try to call nobody! Don’t use it for nothing except to fuckin’ answer it when it rings! Got it?!!”
Jeannie nodded again.
Derek untied the gag, pulled it out of her mouth and tossed it aside.
“Now don’t fuckin’ scream…” Derek warned her. “…because, for one, you’re just gonna fuckin’ wear yourself out. And two, there’s no one to fuckin’ hear you. You got that?!!”
She was really frightened now and didn’t think she could get any more terrified.
Derek stood up, sneering, enjoying her fear. He leaned over, grabbed the edge of a large piece of plywood and stood it up, positioning it over the cavity in the floor where she was laid out.
Jeannie knew what was coming next, and uncontrollably, convulsively her head began to shake. “Oh, please, please…” She pleaded.
Derek was right about her begging. And he was right about advising her not to scream. There was no one to hear her here. Drug addicts and the homeless used to inhabit this space from time to time but, since all the windows were broken out, it was now far too open to the elements. Too decrepit and unsafe. Too filled with birdshit. It was also highly unlikely in the short span Derek needed to procure the ransom and finish his business with Anderson that anyone sober or sane enough would wander by and be able to rescue her. Unless someone actually walked in there and stood directly over the spot where she was located, they wouldn’t hear her, not with all the ambient noise of the city.
Also, Derek had stuffed old insulation and debris in the trench channel leading away from Jeannie’s position in both directions. This further baffled any noise she would make with the trench grates reinserted and the plywood over her. It also kept rodents out for the time being, but they would soon eat through or find a way around the rock and slag wool wadding of the insulation: that’s if it didn’t rain hard in the next half-hour, where then the runoff would probably drown her, or if…
“Relax, don’t use up all your air.” Derek grinned and issued these final instructions as he slid the plywood a few more inches, squaring it up over her. “Watch your fuckin’ head!”
And with that he released the edge of the plywood he was holding, letting it drop into place:
“No-o-o-o-o!!!” Jeannie’s blood-curdling scream was momentarily heard as the plywood slammed down like a heavy lid on a coffin, and then there was… silence.



CHAPTER 44
         The open lot next to the Chicago River that Derek designated as their meeting place was near the infamous Bubbly Creek, a part of the inland waterway still toxic due to the mass disposal of animal organs and waste from the stockyards a hundred years earlier.
Derek drove the Impala into the large tract of crumbling concrete and swung around to the end of the expanse where the Ford Expedition sat waiting. He was there a little early. It was not quite ten o’clock. And if this was Anderson’s car, he expected him to be there ahead of time, too.
Derek rolled to a stop and idled the Impala opposite the Expedition, keeping about a hundred feet between the two cars. Was this Anderson? Could be some gangbangers, or mobsters or a security guard. But there wasn’t much to guard here. He chose this place because it was such an open stretch. There was no place to hide. Some overgrown weeds. That was it. He flashed his brights.
The Ford Expedition’s engine started and its high beams went on and stayed on.
Derek shielded his eyes from the glare, flashed his brights again to signal Anderson to shut his car lights off. But they remained illuminated.
Derek angrily opened his car door and stepped out… where he was immediately met from behind by Anderson who stuck the nozzle of the Sig Sauer’s gun barrel in the nape of Derek’s neck.
“Hold it right there!” Anderson hissed as he cocked back the hammer.
Derek immediately stiffened, and then sagged, putting his hands in the air. He didn’t know what Anderson was trying to pull by mounting this ambush but Derek wasn’t worried. Anderson had obviously decided to hit him hard and hit him fast, too, but Derek was sure he was still holding the high card, in what would prove to be the winning hand.
“This ain’t gonna help you, man.” Derek sighed, careful not to shake his head too vigorously in his remonstration to Anderson’s actions: lest Anderson had an itchy trigger finger and popped off a pill preemptively.
Anderson dug the gun nozzle in deeper on Derek’s neck, patted about Derek’s midsection and removed the Browning semi-automatic from Derek’s waistband where it was hidden. Anderson took one step back and threw the Browning into the river where the sound of the splash made Derek groan.
The river, or rather its bank, was where Anderson hid waiting for Derek’s arrival. Fortunately, Roman had a remote starter installed in the Expedition and also had the high beam lights wired to turn on when the car was warming up so that he would have illumination walking out to his auto on those cold, dark icy winter mornings and evenings when he left his home or construction office. When Derek rolled up, Anderson immediately ran out of the shadows and moved right in behind the Impala and used the keychain remote on the Expedition to create the needed diversion.
“Turn the car off.” Anderson instructed Derek who carefully leaned into the Impala and turned the key in the ignition, killing the engine. “Take the keys out.” Anderson ordered him.
And Derek complied.
“Now open the trunk. Let’s go.” Anderson pressed the Sig Sauer fast again against Derek’s neck, and pushed him towards the rear of the Impala.
“She’s not here, man.” Derek moaned, irritated. “You think I’m stupid?”
“Yeah, I do.” Anderson answered matter-of-factly as he walked Derek to the trunk. “Open it.”
Derek inserted the key in the lock cylinder and opened the trunk.
Anderson’s hope soared and sank as the trunk lid lifted and the interior light went on but then it was clear that Jeannie was not there. The rear assembly leading to the back seat was dismantled. There were some random bolts around and a dirty blanket lying askew as if someone had possibly been in there awhile. But that was all.
“Where is she?!!” Anderson demanded as he pressed the tip of the gun barrel in hard on Derek making Derek’s whole neck and head go down.
“I told you, you’ll find out where she’s at after you give me the money.” Derek countered evenly.
“You tell me now!!!” Anderson exploded.
Derek was silent.
Anderson was also silent, for a moment, then he brought up the duffel bag which Derek hadn’t noticed yet but which was in Anderson’s other hand. Anderson used the bag to slam down the trunk lid.
Anderson allowed Derek to straighten and dropped the duffel bag on the trunk.
“Go ahead. Money’s inside.” Anderson motioned, keeping the gun pressed against Derek’s head.
Derek opened the bag and gazed hungrily at its contents. He dug into the bundles and brought several up to inspect, fanning through the bills with rapidly escalating excitement. There’s something about cash that gets people crazy. Especially people like Derek. His eyes glowed like a kid at Christmas.
“Now tell me!” Anderson commanded him, pushing the gun in firmly on Derek again.
“You know the deal…” Derek explained, dropping the bundles back in the bag. “…you can talk to her, but I’m not saying where she is until after I get away.”
Derek picked the duffel bag up possessively in one hand and raised his other hand non-threateningly as he looked benignly back at Anderson out of the corner of his eye.
Anderson had no intention of letting Derek walk away without leading him to Jeannie’s location, but he did want to confirm she was still alive, as quickly as possible.
“Call her!” Anderson spat, seething.
“Phone’s in the car.” Derek informed him and, keeping his hands up, let Anderson walk him back to his open car door where he flipped the duffel bag in on the front seat and extracted the cell phone from atop the dashboard.
Derek held the phone up and hit the call button, handed the phone back to Anderson who grabbed it urgently from his grip.
It was pitch black. Then the cell phone rang next to Jeannie’s head. The limited light that radiated from underneath the steel plate on the backlit handset keypad display was like a heaven-sent glow of deliverance. Jeannie, her cheeks tear-stained, tapped the answer key with her lone free finger, shaking with fear.
“Hello?!! Hello?!!” Jeannie answered frantically, a flurry of fiberglass insulation particles flying about her face, whipped up by her heavy breathing in the cramped tomblike space.
“Jeannie!” Anderson shouted into the phone, unsure at first if it was even her due to the raggedness of her tone. “Jeannie! Is that you?!!!”
“Oh, Noel, please help me!” Jeannie exclaimed, sighing with relief at the sound of his voice.
“Are you okay? Where are you?” Anderson asked quickly.
“I don’t know! He buried me someplace!” Jeannie breathlessly spoke into the mouthpiece of the phone, letting the words tumble out in a torrent. “I don’t know where I am! I can’t call for help! God, please come get me, please, please…”
“Jeannie! Just calm down!” Anderson carefully instructed her, modulating his voice reassuringly. “Calm down. You’re going to be all right, just stay calm. I’m going to come get you, but right now you have to do something, you have to hang up with me and call 9-1-1 on the phone you have there. The police will be able to-”
Derek sighed and shook his head scornfully while Anderson was saying this, expecting it.
“Noel, I can’t!” Jeannie cut Anderson off. “He taped up the phone, I can only answer it! I can’t call out!”
“What?” Anderson asked.
“I can’t call out on this phone!” Jeannie hysterically reiterated. “I can only answer! I can’t-”
“Jeannie, listen to me!” Anderson stopped her, thinking as fast as he could. “I’m going to hang up and call 9-1-1 myself. I’m going to give the police the number of the phone where you’re at. They’re going to find you. It might take a little longer-”
“Like fuckin’ forever!” Derek butted in, chuckling. “For her.”
Anderson stopped.
“You’re wasting all kinds of fucking time…” Derek complained, adding ominously. “…and she doesn’t have a whole lotta time.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?!!” Anderson confronted Derek, reminding him who was in control as he flicked the gun nozzle up higher against the back of Derek’s skull.
“You can call and give the cops her number and they’re gonna find her, in about an hour.” Derek commented, then revealed. “But I set a timer on a firebomb where your girlfriend is buried.”
Anderson’s expression turned horror-filled at this disclosure. Anderson knew, from his Army training, anyone with a modicum of skill could assemble a cheap detonator. He had feared Derek might have a clever way to make his plan failsafe in order to acquire the ransom. Did he underestimate him?
“It cost me twenty bucks for the alarm clock and other materials, but I’m not gonna charge you for that.” Derek continued. “Yeah, a guy I was locked up with a long time ago, he used to rob liquor stores downstate. You know, farm country shit. He’d blow up somethin’ on one side of town and when the cops responded there, he’d go do a hold up on the other side of town. It gave him a real nice head start to-”
“When did you set the timer for?!!” Anderson shouted after the shock of Derek’s revelation wore off.
“Let’s see…” Derek coolly laid out the details. “…it’s probably a little after ten now. She’s about a mile from here. I set the timer to go off for twenty minutes after ten. That gives you about five minutes to get there and five minutes to find her after you give me a five minutes head start to get away, so you’re cuttin’ it real fuckin’ close-”
“You’re going to tell me where she is or you’re going to go away for the rest of your fucking life!” Anderson dug the nozzle of the gun in further on Derek’s scalp.
“That scares me!” Derek mockingly responded, unwavering.
“I’m going to kill you!” Anderson raged.
“Then stop talking about it and do it!” Derek countered.
Anderson quickly knew he was out of moves to get Derek to relent.
“Jeannie?” Anderson spoke urgently again into the mouthpiece of the phone.
“Yes?” Jeannie answered lifelessly.
“Did he get the engagement ring I got you?” Anderson asked keenly.
Derek’s eyes grew wide as he stiffened in reaction to this bit of information.
Anderson gave him another tap of the gun nozzle on his skull to let Derek know he wasn’t forgetting about him while he spoke to Jeannie.
“Noel, are you-” Jeannie whimpered into the phone, confused.
“The engagement ring…” Anderson continued deliberately. “…did he take it?”
“Engagement ring?” Jeannie asked, wondering if this were a cruelest joke ever played. “What are you…”
“Just calm down!” Anderson shouted into the phone, asking her again. “Did he get the ring?”
“Noel, what are you-” Jeannie cried.
“He didn’t?” Anderson cut her off. “You put it in your pocket when you went to work?” Anderson confirmed, knowing she always wore jeans to her job at Rave. “…The little pocket. So you still have it with you.”
“Noel, please!” Jeannie wept now in frustration. “What are-”
“Good girl!” Anderson shouted with relief as he brought the cell phone down and hit the button to end the call.
Jeannie heard the phone disconnect but she screamed into the mouthpiece in case her mind was playing tricks on her. “Hello!!!?? Hello!!!??” It was soon clear it was no figment of her imagination. She was all alone again.
“Here’s the deal…” Anderson hurriedly laid out his new proposal to Derek. “…you’ll get the hundred thousand dollars you wanted. That ring cost me fifty grand. You take me to her right now and you can have it all, the money, the ring, I’ll even throw in my car.”
“No deal!” Derek came right back at him. “You think I’m fuckin’ trustin’ you!”
Anderson immediately brought the gun down and blasted off a bullet in the side of Derek’s thigh. Anderson had to jump back as Derek howled in pain and went down to the ground fast, smacking his head against the back of the Impala.
“Are you fucking crazy?!” Derek snorted, holding a palm against his bloody thigh wound as he rubbed his head with his other hand. “You want her to fuckin’ die?!!
“You want to fucking die??!!! Anderson snarled right back at him. “That’s a graze wound! The next one is going to go in your fucking head!”
“I still call the shots!” Derek shouted and winced as he gripped the car fender and pulled himself up to a standing position, half-turning away from Anderson.
“You don’t call anything!!!” Anderson seethed as he stepped in close and leveled the gun barrel at the side of Derek’s face.
Derek didn’t waste any time after this. He spun around fast, grabbing Anderson’s gun hand.
Anderson fired a wild shot in the air as they struggled. Anderson tossed away the cell phone to free up his other hand.
Derek slammed Anderson’s gun hand hard against the car hood, and the Sig Sauer fell free on to the cracked concrete and gravel beneath their feet.
Derek shoved Anderson back and tried to reach for the gun but Anderson kicked it away.
Anderson body slammed Derek to the ground.
They struggled in close quarters, punching, clawing, gripping to try and gain an advantage.
Derek stuck a thumb in Anderson’s eye socket.
Anderson howled in pain, released his hold.
Derek rolled away and scooped up the Sig Sauer.
Anderson got to his feet, eyes filled with shock and disbelief.
Derek wasted no time. He fired several rapid shots into Anderson who recoiled violently from the impact and clutched at his bloodied chest as he stumbled backwards, staggered towards the river.
“Yeah, run like a bitch!” Derek yelled, taking no chances as he pumped two more shots at the fleeing Anderson whose body jerked and buckled as he fell headlong into the water.
Derek scooted down to the bank of the river and stared into the black, roiling morass of weeds and smelly toxic waste water. “My brother fucked your wife, too, and that’s for him!” Derek growled with contempt. “Stupid motherfucker!”
Anderson had to be dead. Derek figured Anderson’s body was either floating to the bottom, or floating off down the waterway. Either way it was too dark to see.
The sound of all the shots being fired had caused some dogs to begin to bark in the distance. Derek knew he had to get out of there before an actual live person came by to investigate. Which would be soon.
Derek limped back up the riverbank and hobbled over instantly to the idling Expedition. He jumped in behind the wheel, threw it in gear and hit the gas. And the engine died. And there were no keys in the ignition. The anti-theft motor kill device had kicked in.
Shit!
Thoughts began to race through Derek’s head. Should he go back and look some more for Anderson? The keys would be on him. They’d be wet, but all Derek needed was the ignition key. The drive to Mexico would be a whole lot nicer in the Expedition. But then again, Derek had already swapped plates on the Impala which still might not be discovered for a while. If he didn’t find Anderson, someone else is going to find Anderson’s body quick and put the license plate numbers of any cars he owns on every watch list of every State Trooper between here and the border and that’s going to make it a whole lot harder to make his escape. This was a split decision Derek had to make. And he had to make it now! And the simple conclusion was: any working car is better than a “hot” car.
Derek jumped out of the Expedition and scooted rapidly to the Impala. He picked up the Impala’s keys from off the ground, grimacing at the new but manageable ache from the gunshot injury to his thigh as he jumped behind the wheel. All in all he figured he was doing good. It was a victory ride now and he loved the eventual prospect of having a “couple of goes” with Jeannie somewhere before he killed her, but first he needed to get that ring in his hand. That’s if that gas bomb he rigged didn’t go off first. It was worth the chance. A hundred grand is a lot sweeter than fifty.
Derek started the car fast, threw it into gear and hit the gas, spraying dust and gravel as he sped away.
Driving off, Derek just wished Gabriel were still around. He would have liked to have shared his good fortune with Gabriel and shared Jeannie with him, too. But at least he avenged his brother’s murder. And he would have the opportunity to make Jeannie pay for Gabriel’s death, too.



CHAPTER 45
         “Is this Jeanine Morgenroter?” Crotty inquired into the phone as he speedily moved the unmarked Crown Victoria through parting traffic. The car’s emergency high-beams cycled through alternating flashing patterns and helped signal the vehicles ahead of Crotty to get the hell out of the way. He and Peterson, who was in the passenger seat talking on his cell phone, were in a hurry to get to an open city park area where they were told they would be picked up by a Chicago Police helicopter.
Jeannie was hysterical when Crotty called her. The signal on her cell phone was very weak. It dropped at first completely. When he got her back on the static-filled line and attempted to calm her down, telling her that this was “Wayne Crotty of the Chicago Police,” trying to let her know that she had already met him and he was there to help her, all he heard from Jeannie was her shrieked questioning cry asking “is this Noel” and then her emotional gut-wrenching plea for him to “please come get me, I can’t hold on-” before the connection quit… for good.
Crotty had hoped to get Jeannie to call 9-1-1 herself before her cell phone battery completely drained. This is what Anderson had wanted her to do which would have allowed the call to be routed to the nearest emergency services center and the PSAP (Public Safety Answering Point) where they could have used her phone’s GPS information to pinpoint, by satellite, where she was located to within a couple hundred yards, possibly to within even several feet.
As it was, Crotty had to put in an emergency request to have Jeannie’s latest location verified, as closely as possible, via her phone’s latest series of emitted pings. Crotty was immediately put in touch with the Secret Service through the Department of Homeland Security who “at times” help with “high-profile” missing person cases that “involved the immediate danger of death or serious bodily injury” to an individual. The Secret Service would be able to go right to the cell phone provider and expedite the immediate extraction of call records, including the latest cell tower connections. It didn’t take long for them to narrow down her location to “somewhere within about a six city block square area.”
 
Derek, duffel bag in hand, kicked off the cinder blocks that he used to weight down the plywood, and flung back the covering, shielding his face in case the bomb he made was ready to go off. He directed his flashlight on to the apparatus where he gingerly tore away the wiring, deactivating the firebomb with only two minutes to go until detonation. He angrily tossed the clock-timer workings and the condoms filled with flammables aside and trained the flashlight beam into the terror-stricken eyes of Jeannie.
“Oh don’t hurt me, please…” Jeannie pleaded as Derek set the flashlight atop a broken piece of cinder block and went down on his knees next to the trench drain, fishing in her nearest jean pocket for the engagement ring.
“Where’s that fucking ring?” Derek demanded, instantly frustrated in his attempts to locate the ring through the taut bindings of rope and duct tape he applied earlier to Jeannie.
“I don’t know about any ring!” Jeannie wailed.
“Where is it?!!!” Derek howled, his shouts resounding in the empty warehouse as he pulled her up out of the trench. He turned her tied-up body and checked her other pocket, pushing his fingers under the fastenings, feeling around fast but finding nothing. “I’ll fucking kill you, you bitch!!!” Derek slapped her hard across the face. “You fucking tell me where it is!!!”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Jeannie screamed and wept.
“I’ll fucking kill you!” Derek bellowed, his mouth foaming with rage as he pulled the Sig Sauer from his waistband in one motion and brought it around to point it at her head.
“Hold it!!!” A man’s voice suddenly boomed from somewhere off in the pitch black void of the cavernous dank expanse.
Derek spun in the direction the voice came from, aiming the Sig Sauer into the dark where Anderson soon stepped out of the shadows like a ghost holding a gun. Anderson’s shirt had several gaping holes and was blood-soaked but Anderson himself appeared to have no actual wounds.
Now it was Derek’s turn to stare at Anderson with shock and disbelief. Still, Derek wasted no time computing the possibilities as to how Anderson got there and hurriedly emptied the Sig Sauer into Anderson producing a deafening clamor in the vast space.
However, Anderson still stood! He didn’t even budge an inch from the impact of any bullets!
Derek looked at the Sig Sauer. He understood now what had happened. Anderson had loaded one live round in the Sig Sauer but the rest of the bullets in the gun he was holding were blanks!
“Stupid motherfucker!” Anderson hissed, eyes blazing with rage.
Anderson had filled some condoms with fake blood, attaching them to cardboard inserts on an abdominal-brace under his shirt to puncture and simulate getting shot when Derek unloaded on him by the river. Anderson had also figured Derek couldn’t pass up getting his hands on another fifty-thousand dollars and as soon as he, Anderson, hit the water he paddled to the bank knowing Derek couldn’t locate him in the dark and followed Derek to the warehouse in the Expedition, leaving his lights off. As far as taking the slugs out of the ammo and making blanks, that was easy. As easy as procuring a gun with ready cash on the streets. Which was the same gun he leveled at Derek now.
Derek threw the empty Sig Sauer at Anderson and dashed off into the dark with the duffel bag.
Anderson ran to Jeannie, took out a knife, and cut her bindings. She drank him up with her tear-filled eyes and wrapped her arms around him as soon as he freed her upper body.
“You’re all right. It’s okay.” Anderson calmed her as he finished getting her legs released from the last of her tethers.
Jeannie kicked the final sections of rope off her feet as she squeezed him tight.
“You have to stay here. You understand?” Anderson told her, turning his gaze away.
Jeannie didn’t want to let him go.
Anderson listened to the fading footfalls of Derek moving away into the immense interior of the warehouse.
“Just stay here.” Anderson instructed her, gently peeling her hands away. He took a cell phone out of his pants pocket and brought it up to his mouth.
“You still there?” Anderson asked into the mouthpiece and immediately getting the answer he wanted, said: “Okay, good.”
Anderson pressed the cell phone in Jeannie’s hand, guiding the phone to her ear as he carefully instructed her. “This is a 9-1-1 operator. The police should be here any minute.”
“Please, don’t go-” Jeannie worriedly implored Anderson.
“Just…” Anderson lowered his voice to a reassuring whisper. “…wait here.” Anderson didn’t give Jeannie time to protest again. He sprang to his feet, gun in hand, and moved off in pursuit of Derek.
 
A car killed its headlights as it rolled up to a stop next to the parked Impala and Ford Expedition outside the warehouse. A large man soon shut off the engine and exited the dark sedan. Whoever it was held a cell phone out in front of him and stared at the illuminated display as though he were reading some sort of text message. He shut the car door and looked quickly around to get his bearings. It was Al Ward.
 
Crotty and Peterson were already aloft, flying high over the city, strapped in the rear passenger compartment of “Helicopter One” a Bell 206 LongRanger chopper that was piloted by a special unit task force officer. They both wore bulletproof vests now. Crotty stared at the 12” monitor in front of him that provided a moving grid map of Chicago’s streets while Peterson gazed out the window at the city lights far below.
The co-pilot, in the forward crew compartment, spoke into his headset mouthpiece to Crotty and Peterson over the intercom system. “We’re getting reports of shots fired in the area near the cell tower where the possible victim last made contact. It looks like a vacant warehouse. It’s about a mile from where those other shots were called in.”
“How much longer till we get there?” Crotty asked through his headset.
“Few minutes.” The co-pilot responded.
“Thanks.” Crotty replied into his mouthpiece, looking over tensely at Peterson who heard it all and was equally edgy.
The “mile from where those other shots were called in” which the co-pilot mentioned was in reference to the Turn Basin area of the Chicago River where Anderson tussled with Derek. Some local residents called 9-1-1 and reported hearing gunshots there. Anderson, after climbing out of the water and finding the phone Derek gave him to call Jeannie (the one Anderson discarded in the fight), immediately called Emergency Services as well. Anderson informed the 9-1-1 Operator who took his call about Jeannie’s being buried alive, gave the operator her phone number, and suggested to the operator that they get in touch with Detective Wayne Crotty of the Chicago Police Department who was already familiar with the case. (Anderson had extra keys to the Impala in the event Derek knew how to hotwire a car and had left with the Expedition. Anderson had also furtively memorized the number off the handset display for the cell phone Jeannie had with her while he held the Sig Sauer to Derek’s head and had another pre-paid cell phone in his pocket in a plastic bag, along with one more in the Expedition, either of which he would have used if Derek had left with the cell phone that was used to connect with Jeannie. Eventualities that never materialized.)
Crotty right now was simply playing catch-up. He couldn’t figure it all out just yet. He was just reacting. He knew one thing, though, multiple reports of gunshots didn’t sound good.
 
Anderson, gun held ready, picked his way through the murky interior of the warehouse. He had to be careful not to be waylaid by Derek hiding in some warren. He looked in every direction but it was hard just to see your hand in front of your face. There were scattered rusted racks amid sorting bays where it would have been easy to get ambushed. It would have also been easy to get cut running into something unseen or step on a nail protruding from a broken-up pallet lying on the floor or go skidding on a sheet of glass shards.
Anderson hoped the police would have been here by now. He called 9-1-1 as soon as he pulled in behind Derek and gave them the exact coordinates for the location of the warehouse off of the GPS inside Roman’s Ford Expedition. That was why he was comfortable leaving Jeannie back there to wait. Anderson started to think, though: could Derek have doubled back somehow and gotten his hands on Jeannie again? Maybe he shouldn’t have left her?
There was a noise in the dark up ahead of Anderson. It sounded like a body hitting something metal and hollow. He heard a groan and saw the shining of a light there.
Derek had indeed tumbled over some steel drums. Derek turned on his flashlight to gather up the duffel bag which had fallen from his grip. He got to his feet, trained the flashlight beam forward and found an exit door.
Anderson saw the light ahead of him disappear. Was that Derek? Had to be.
More flickering, behind him, made Anderson snap his gaze around where the flashing blue lights of arriving police patrol cars could be seen now way back where he left Jeannie. Good, they would take care of her.
Anderson set his sights forward and continued on. It didn’t take long for him to get to the same exit door that he guessed Derek must have used.
Anderson, crouched low, poked his head outside where there was scant more illumination. He brought the gun up to waist level, stepped outside and listened. There were more noises everywhere: distant dog barks, the roar of an overhead passenger jet on approach to one of the area airports, the screeching wheels of some faraway rail cars intermingled with the rumble of a locomotive engine.
There was an overgrown open lot in front of Anderson. Did he hear a rustling somewhere out in the brush? Anderson focused his gaze on the dense foliage. There was a faint indication of movement then the clear outline of Derek running with the duffel bag for another abandoned factory building that was part of the same deserted installation.
Anderson had a split second to consider taking a shot at Derek but the “Saturday night special” that he held in his hand (and bought on the street) was preferably a one-use disposable weapon. It’s known as a “thug” or “junk” piece, made of pot metal with all kinds of problems from bad firing pins to jamming after one shot and coming apart right in your hand. It was also much smaller than the Sig Sauer and had no accuracy outside of a short range. It was hardly worth $50 but he gladly paid $500 earlier that day for it. Anderson had to ride up nice and easy near a drug-corner, stepping out of the Expedition to allay any fears that he was an undercover cop before a gangbanger dropped the gun in his hand. He took a chance on getting shot down right there (especially if they knew how much cash he had in the car) but Anderson felt it was worth the risk to have some weaponry to back-up his plan against Derek, which is why Anderson eventually called in Crotty and the cops, too.
Anderson hit the emergency exit doorway to the factory seconds later and threw the door back, taking the chance that Derek wasn’t waiting right there. Derek wasn’t.
Anderson edged his way inside the emergency stairwell and immediately heard footsteps above his position. Soon there was also the sound of a door opening and closing. It sounded far off. As if Derek had gone to the roof.
Anderson tried an interior door in front of him but it held fast. Maybe that’s why Derek went up. All the way up. It must be that entry to the factory floors were barred at every level, by either locks or seals of some sort. At least the access door to the roof seemed to be open. This was crazy. It was four stories to the top. Should he let the police grab Derek? But then maybe Derek could find a way down another side and get away cleanly. A building this old, pre-code and non-fireproof originally, would have been retrofitted.
Anderson noticed added sprinklers in the ceiling above him. His eye just registered that detail from the construction side of his brain. The fire commissioner would have also required, to conform to code, two legal exits from every floor, remote from each other, and that would include the roof. Should he try to find the other fire-escape? Could he get through? But then maybe Derek could come back down this way? The decision Anderson eventually made was actually processed in microseconds.
Heart beating through his chest, Anderson started the climb. Every door was locked on the way up. Adrenaline carried him to the top fast.
Anderson paused briefly again just short of the summit to weigh his options and catch his breath. He figured Derek had to be breathing heavy, too, lugging a leg wound and the duffel bag. And all Derek had was his muscle right now, unless he picked up a brick or piece of wood or a pipe. Anderson wondered if he should just stay here, gather himself and listen for another indication of Derek? No, it was better to make a move right away. Just go on instinct and prayer. Anderson got down to almost a kneeling position. He put a shoulder to the bulkhead door at the top of the staircase…
…and rolled out on to the roof, two hands on the gun. He had expected to be immediately met by a kick or a punch from Derek. Something. But Anderson spun cleanly to a stop, eyes looking everywhere. He quickly got up, keeping low as he searched.
Every protrusion looked like a human figure in some sort of position. There were the typical flues, standpipes, hose racks, vents and framings for skylights. His finger was twitching on the gun as he held it out, aiming it in every direction.
Anderson spotted the large box-like structure housing the elevator machine room for some interior service lift. That was halfway across the roof. He also could see beyond that where the other bulkhead was located for the second fire escape access door. Could Derek have made it over there already? He’s most likely hiding around the corner of the larger structure housing the elevator machine room. Have to move fast. First check the other fire escape access door, and at least see if it’s open. If Derek figured out what it was, and went there straightaway, he just might have already gone through there.
Anderson kept the gun extended in front of him, ready to shoot as he swung wide around the edge of the roof, using the protective two-foot high parapet wall to guide his steps. He also avoided most of the tripping hazards by using the roof border to make his run and kept some reaction space between himself and the elevator machine room. He scooted up quickly on the second fire escape bulkhead when he reached it, rounding the corner to check the door and immediately his arm was grabbed by Derek.
Everyone inside of “Helicopter One” could see the muzzle flash from Anderson’s gun on the rooftop below with the unaided eye as the chopper pilot banked the craft in high over the factory roof. It was particularly easy to see the thermal images on the FLIR (Forward Looking Infra-Red) system of two men fighting in close quarters there, also. Crotty and Peterson knew who it was grappling way down there.
Derek dropped the duffel bag and drove a forearm into Anderson’s face, slamming Anderson’s gun hand hard against the bulkhead, making the gun fall free from Anderson’s grip.
Anderson punched Derek solidly in the jaw sending Derek reeling backwards close to the roof’s border. Derek recovered quickly, eyed the “Saturday night special” and started for it, but Anderson leapt on top of him, driving his elbow into Derek’s ribcage.
A second CPD police chopper throttled back into a low speed orbit and hovered in a flanking position to Helicopter One over the factory rooftop. It trained its searchlight on the fighting figures of Anderson and Derek.
“Chicago Police!” The co-pilot of the second helicopter announced over the chopper’s 700 Watt public address loudspeaker system. “Put your hands out to your sides, and lay down flat, face down on the rooftop!”
Anderson and Derek ignored the command, continued their battle as the downdraft from the second helicopter’s rotor wash buffeted them. Anderson let loose with a flurry of punches into Derek’s side as Derek reached out for the gun again.
Across the rooftop, Helicopter One’s pilot was working the vertical stabilizer fin on the tail rotor to keep the hovering craft steady as Crotty and Peterson exited the rear compartment and soon stepped off the end of an aerial ladder on to the roof. Crotty and Peterson drew their service pieces and, crouching low, headed off in opposite directions to circle around Anderson and Derek.
At the roof’s edge, Anderson pinned Derek, hitting him with a series of blows that soon turned Derek’s head into a bloody mess. Anderson grabbed the “Saturday night special” and stuck it in Derek’s face.
“Go ahead, fuckin’ do it!” Derek howled and spat in Anderson’s face. “DO IT!”
Crotty crept up around to the elevator machine room and peered around a corner at Anderson and Derek.
“Tell me you’re sorry!” Anderson raged. “I want to hear it!”
“Sorry? No way! I’m not fuckin’ sorry!” Derek snarled contemptuously. “I raped your wife, and it felt good! That rich bitch trying to turn her fuckin’ nose up at me! She had to fuckin’ die for that, and I killed her! I put your own gun right under her smug face and blew her away! And I killed your fucking daughter, too!”
What? Anderson’s eye’s filled with a hellish fire.
Crotty heard all this. He was tempted to spring out on the pair but Derek wasn’t done talking.
“That’s right! She wasn’t dead! She just hit her head! I pushed her in the water!” Derek continued to proclaim with a fiendish delight. “I drowned that little bitch and you know what… I don’t give a shit! So go ahead, fuckin’ shoot me! You’ll be doing me a favor!”
Anderson’s finger twitched on the trigger. Thoughts of what might have been raced through his mind like a cruel review. Maybe he could have given Tristan some semblance of a life if she had survived. He would have worked every day to help her believe that life could be lived as a fairy tale, even if he didn’t believe it himself anymore. Karen had given him that magical existence for fifteen years even though he came from the dirt and was meant to return to it. But Tristan never deserved that. She deserved to live, to laugh, to love, and if she met sorrow to experience the heartache of loss that could be overcome. And Derek, in an instant, took her life away on a wicked whim. A thrill kill because he was angry that God or the devil hadn’t made him king. It wasn’t self-control that kept Anderson from killing Derek right now… it was Crotty suddenly stepping out from the shadows.
“Noel, don’t do it!” Crotty barked as he held out his service piece, freezing Anderson momentarily. “Drop the gun, Noel, it’s not worth it!”
Peterson moved up and crouched behind the cover of the first bulkhead. He cautiously looked across the roof at Crotty advancing on Anderson and Derek. Peterson decided to hold off for a moment to let his partner try to neutralize the tense situation. He didn’t need to start running up and complicate matters. As he waited, the fire escape door behind him started to open and suddenly Peterson was coldcocked by… Al Ward. Peterson crumpled to the ground, unconscious.
Crotty leveled his service piece at Anderson and Derek as he slowly progressed up on them.
“Drop the gun!” Crotty shouted the command at Anderson again.
Anderson waited. For a moment more. Then reluctantly took his finger out of the trigger guard and slid his gun away across the slag floor of the roof. Anderson put his hands in the air and rose up off Derek.
Crotty took a step to collect Anderson’s gun, and was stopped in his tracks by a voice coming from behind him.
“Not so fast!” Al Ward yelled, stepping up to the group with a firm two-hand hold on a Sig Sauer which he aimed at Crotty. “Drop it, Wayne, I mean it!”
Crotty hesitated for a second, but he knew Ward was capable of killing, so he set his service piece compliantly down on the roof at his feet, and put his hands up passively.
Derek carefully stood and, with false timidity, raised his hands, eyes darting between the “Saturday night special,” the duffel bag and Ward.
Ward was on to him, though, and turned his Sig Sauer on Derek.
“Al, what are you doing?” Anderson exclaimed, realizing what Ward was about to do. “This isn’t your fight!”
“He’s going to pay for what he did!” Ward shouted, leveling the Sig Sauer on Derek and ignoring the intense glare coming from the helicopter searchlights that had set the whole rooftop aglow.
A sharpshooter in the rear compartment of the second helicopter steadied his sniper rifle and put Ward squarely in the crosshairs on his bright-green illuminated telescopic sniper scope. It was becoming clear to those in the choppers that Ward had to be some sort of dangerous interloper considering that Detective Peterson was laying prone in Ward’s wake and they had seen on their infrared that it was Ward who had knocked him out.
“Al, don’t do it! Let the authorities handle it now!” Anderson pleaded as he stepped towards Ward who instantly backed him off with a tense flick of his Sig Sauer.
“They’ll let him out!” Ward bellowed angrily. “Or he’ll escape, or there’ll be a riot or an earthquake and he’ll be set free! He’ll live with hope even after he’s taken that away from everybody, and we’ll have to pay for the privilege to watch him! We know what he did! All of us! I’ll do the dirty work! Your hands are clean, but he’s not living another day!”
Derek started for Anderson’s gun.
Ward didn’t hesitate at all, and blasted off a trio of shots that hit Derek squarely in the chest.
Derek was immediately thrown back by the impact and toppled over the edge of the low parapet wall at the edge of the roof. Derek grabbed and used both hands to cling tenuously to the rim of one of the decorative header stones atop the sloping coping wall portion of the parapet.
Anderson quickly stepped over and took a grip of Derek’s wrists at the last second as Derek’s fingers slipped on the slick glazed terra cotta surface.
Instantly, Ward was hit with a single shot in the shoulder from the sharpshooter’s rifle. Ward reeled, tripped over a vent protrusion, and crashed through a skylight, his body plummeting to the factory floor below where his spine was snapped in two over an old wooden workbench.
Crotty rushed over, and looked down through the broken glass in the skylight opening. The illumination from the chopper searchlights above was enough to see that Ward was “dead right there.”
Anderson tried to brace his hip against the parapet and keep his hold of Derek.
Derek threw a glance at the 40 foot drop below his feet. He coughed blood and smirked, looked back up at Anderson.
“’Sorry’?” Derek laughed, and then taunted Anderson with a malevolent deliberateness. “The only thing I’m sorry about is I didn’t fuck your daughter, too!”
Anderson lost his grip.
Derek fell, arms and legs flailing, landing hard atop a pile of cinderblocks.
Anderson stared down impassively at Derek’s twisted and now lifeless form as the second helicopter’s searchlight hit Derek’s body and stayed on it to make sure there was no possible movement.
* * *
A Coast Guard chopper working Lake Michigan responded to a request to assist in a medical evacuation of Peterson from the factory roof. Peterson said he didn’t want to get in the rescue basket and go to the hospital to be examined but all hits to the head have to be checked out. It was a good sign that he was talking.
There were a mass of cops milling around amid a multitude of flashing lights in the area now in front of the abandoned warehouse. Yellow police tape was strung everywhere. There were some red tape areas as well, mostly about the factory roof environs that even kept the patrol guys at bay. Fire trucks sat idling. A couple of news crews stood about their respective vans waiting to get information on what had happened.
A lot of people were interested in what had transpired, especially those who didn’t have to deal directly with cleaning up the mess and filing the reports. For the detectives who did hold sway, if they could’ve rolled the bodies into another jurisdiction they would have done it. There were a lot of “fuck you, asshole” and “thanks a lot” looks thrown Crotty’s way. Some good-natured. Many not so genial. Crotty promised the other detectives whose area and district this all happened in that the pieces to solving this case would come together quickly. They were going to hold him to it. It would be a long night cleaning up this mess.
They figured out pretty fast how Ward got there. Ward had been tracking Anderson and then Derek through a GPS beacon that was located in one of the plastic protective rail pads on the underside of the duffel bag. They found a pair of cell phones in Ward’s pocket and some ear buds which then lead them to quickly ascertain, through trace logs and SMS messages, that Ward was not only able to follow Anderson and Derek but was able to eavesdrop on their conversations as well. Ward, it seemed, knew exactly what had transpired between them as it actually happened (Ward had also planted a GPS tracker in Anderson’s Mercedes but that turned out to be useless when Anderson switched cars with Roman).
Anderson, after he came down from the factory roof, refused a trip to the hospital. He just wanted to find Jeannie. Luckily, she wanted to find him, too and didn’t care about going to the hospital, either. He found her standing amidst the confusion. A policewoman was talking to her. The other cops around were throwing looks in Jeannie’s direction, trading wild theories about what happened. They tried to keep Jeannie and Anderson separated, at first, citing a desire to avoid witness contamination, but that wasn’t going to happen. Anderson and Jeannie hugged for a long moment at the rear of a police cruiser.
Jeannie’s hair, even dirty, smelled like heaven. Like a good shampoo a woman would use. Karen’s hair always smelled that way. He didn’t know why it made such an impression at that moment, or had such meaning, but it did. It seemed to be an indication of the way out. The thought that stuck out the most in Anderson’s mind at that moment was that Jeannie was not going to pay for any of the things that had happened. Seeing her in the center of all those lights, she was the symbol of hope, something to fight for. Anderson suddenly felt himself as a rooted part of the earth again. If she let him he was going to live every day for her happiness. No more darkness. She would not live a life of despair if he could help it. Maybe they could find redemption together. This embrace was the start of their long road back.
When she finally stopped crying, Jeannie kept telling Anderson how sorry she was, that she didn’t understand what he had been saying about an engagement ring over the cell phone. He told her not to worry about it, she did fine, and assured her that he would talk to her later about everything. They both finally agreed to be interviewed separately and gave witness statements of their “accounts” to local detectives to get it out of the way.
Right now they were back together in a “safe area” set-up outside the police tape, waiting for Crotty to officially release them from having to remain at the scene. They clearly weren’t suspects in the deaths that occurred that evening. They were told the Expedition and the Impala were going to be impounded, at least until things were “sorted out” and there was a reconstruction of everything that happened that evening as well as in the entire previous 48 hours. Anderson and Jeannie were running on fumes now. Whether they were going to get a ride or have to get a cab, they just wanted to get out of there and get some sleep.
For the two men who had the unenviable task to haul Ward’s remains, it took over twenty minutes for them to carry his body from the factory to the van for transport to the morgue. They had to stop several times to rest in their biohazard “bunny suits,” pushing up the respirators on their foreheads to breathe unrestricted. Derek’s removal was going to be even trickier and more arduous because of its location but no one was in a hurry, there were still too many issues. The Major Case guys were still trying to figure out just how to get back to Derek. They would have to cut through some barriers and needed more light to properly document the scene and no one wanted to step or fall on something sharp.
Max Franks, the kid detective from Crotty’s station house, had hurried over to help Crotty after he heard what had happened to Peterson. Max was Crotty’s partner in the field now so to speak and was handling some of the routine, making sure they were copied on everything. Max broke away from talking with a local detective and an evidence technician who handled the recovery of Ward’s footwear (along with some other items of Ward’s that were scattered upon his impact with the factory floor).
“He came right out of his shoes.” Max announced out loud as he approached Crotty who had been doing a million things and was just finishing up giving his own “version of events” in an interview. Crotty knew Ward had come out of his shoes. He was there. Crotty also knew Anderson could hear what Max just said because Anderson was even closer to Max than he was.
Crotty was into his second wind. He had just experienced a big evening and a crazy last couple of days, but he knew he was past the crisis and he was out of that heavy uncomfortable bullet-proof vest, and that was a relief as well. That was why he wasn’t going to chastise Max right now and remind him about the importance of not disclosing case particulars outside of the investigative team because everybody is a suspect until proven otherwise.
“You want me to ask these guys here to expedite a shoe impression…” Max asked, indicating the local detective and evidence tech who were logging in Ward’s items. “…add it to the list of those other donors we’re collecting?”
Crotty gave Max a look that shut him up, and then stepped over to Anderson and Jeannie.
“How are you two doing?” Crotty asked them perfunctorily.
Anderson said nothing.
“Fine.” Jeannie nodded in reply.
“Mr. Anderson, I’ve had something on my mind, that maybe you could help me with…” Crotty now tried to adopt his best casual interrogation style as he locked his gaze on Anderson.
Anderson knew there was nothing informal about whatever Crotty was going to ask him.
“There were some unique shoe impressions left at the Gabriel Lysander murder scene…” Crotty disclosed. “…actually at both that scene and the Ruben Roney death scene. Not the same impressions at both places, totally distinct from the victim’s wear patterns, but from seemingly two different sets of shoes at each location, as if they were made by two different people.”
Crotty wasn’t just talking: he was searching Anderson’s reaction to each and every word he uttered.
Anderson, for his part, stared right back at him, unblinking.
“Now there have been some clever murderers in the past who have used other people’s shoes to throw the cops off the scent.” Crotty went on. “Even the Unabomber did it. Wore different sized shoes.”
Crotty continued to aggressively look directly in Anderson’s eyes as he spoke.
Anderson never looked away and was, in a word: enigmatic.
“You know how that church you go to, in their office there…” Crotty couldn’t wait to get to this part, because it was his money play. “…there’s those bins there, you know, they take in shoes and clothes for the poor…”
Anderson – showed no reaction.
Crotty continued, “…someone could find a whole bunch of shoes there that would fit them, that would have a different wear pattern, if they were going to kill someone and wanted to confuse a bunch of detectives…” Crotty hesitated for only a moment to give Anderson a chance to speak but:
Anderson – still had no reaction.
“…you know what I’m talking about, right?” Crotty said this more like an accusation, rather than a question.
And… Anderson – just stared back at him in silence.
“Now… I just have one question for you?” Crotty waited for a second and thought he saw a flicker of movement in Anderson’s face, a revealing sign that showed Anderson knew exactly what he was talking about and was nervous.
“Just one question…” Crotty took a deep breath before making his final inquiry. “…do you think Al Ward would have known about that?”
Max almost blurted out a “huh, what?!!” after Crotty said this.
Anderson pondered his answer for moment, and then simply replied, “I wouldn’t be able to tell you, honestly.”
“That’s what I thought.” Crotty nodded, and hesitated for only a moment before he said to Max as he looked over at Ward’s body bag being loaded into the transport van. “I think we have our man. I don’t believe it would even make a difference to get his shoe impressions on this one.”
“Who’re you talking about: Al Ward?” Max asked shooting a glance over at the transport van and then doing a double-take on Crotty.
“Yeah, he’s the guy who killed them.” Crotty declared.
“All three guys?” Max asked incredulously.
“Yeah…” Crotty answered firmly. “…that’s my take.”
Anderson stared thoughtfully at Crotty.
“Now, Max…” Crotty turned to the young detective. “…could you give these people a ride to wherever they need to go?”
“Sure.” Max answered, still somewhat bewildered by Crotty’s actions.
Anderson made it a point to shake Crotty’s hand.
Jeannie gratefully extended her hand also to Crotty and said, “Thank you.”
Crotty shook her hand and smiled.
Max lead Anderson and Jeannie to his sedan parked somewhere at the edge of the oscillating, iridescent lights.
Crotty watched them as they moved away.



CHAPTER 46
         It was one of those country club wedding receptions. Nice. Valets. Choice of shrimp something or another and tournedos of beef. Everyone was awaiting the bride and groom again who had moved off to take some more photographs.
The men were mainly miserable like most weddings, hiding out at the open bar when they weren’t being made to dance. The women were all currently engrossed in one of those line dances that required a pre-set knowledge of the basic steps. There was a lot of laughter. The live band was cooking.
Jeannie had moved off to the far end of a long high-ceiling corridor away from the ballroom where she could hear better. She had a cell phone to her ear, and it was hard to miss the large diamond wedding ring on her finger.
“How are they doing?” Jeannie asked into the cell phone. “She’s sleeping?… Great. His sippy cup should be in the dishwasher, clean…” Jeannie waved as the young bride and groom floated past, beaming, in love, hurrying to get back to the reception. It didn’t seem to be one of those marriages gone into just so the two people who were getting married could talk about themselves for a few years: the year-and-a half leading up to and leading away from the event.
Jeannie watched them as they went, and thought about her own wedding. It wasn’t a bash like this. But it was beautiful. Cannova married her and Noel. Anderson would have gotten married in front of a judge. She didn’t want a civil ceremony. She wanted to be sure the person marrying them believed in God. Cannova did. And does.
“…We shouldn’t be too late…” Jeannie finished up her call as she walked towards Anderson who was standing halfway down the large hallway with three other men laughing at some joke one of them just told. “…Okay, thanks.”
Jeannie disconnected, put the cell phone away in her evening bag, and moved up to Anderson, taking his arm as she led him away. “Come on, you owe me a dance.” She cooed.
Anderson nodded good-bye to the three men and started off with Jeannie when one of the men stopped him and produced a business card.
“Say, Noel, you a golfer?” The first man asked as he handed Anderson the card. “I belong to this club… you want to hit it around some afternoon?”
“I haven’t played in a long time.” Anderson admitted.
“Who cares, give me a call.” The first man affably insisted.
“I’ll do that.” Anderson graciously assured him as he tucked the card away in his breast pocket and moved away with Jeannie.
“Nice guy.” The second man remarked once they were out of audible range, genuinely impressed with Anderson.
“You know who that is, don’t you?!!” The first man asked, hushed, as if he were sharing confidential information.
“That’s Noel Anderson!…” The third man interjected.
The name didn’t immediately ring a bell with the second man.
“…his first wife and daughter were murdered! It was about five, six years ago. Some workmen broke into his house, and the rumor is he went after the guys and killed them!”
“No kidding?” The second man responded, his brow furrowed thoughtfully and he added, after another moment, “Good for him.”
“Yeah, that’s what we all think.” The first man nodded in agreement.
Anderson and Jeannie mixed in with the other wedding guests on the dance floor. They soon became lost in the celebrating sea of people…
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