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[bookmark: one]1. They fly helicopters over police funerals.  


Enormous, powerful
machines from any surrounding agency fortunate enough to have one.  They swoop in low above the crowd of
mourners, reminding everyone of the power and force of a unified Blue.  One officer falls, but the line does not
falter.  The line is still held.  


And what a crowd it
is.  


Law Enforcement from
all over show up in their Class A uniforms. 
High collars and spit-polished leather, looking for the attendant with
the cardboard box of clean white gloves. 



New Jersey State Police
always march in unison from the parking lot to the church in perfect
formation.  Other, smaller departments
see them do it and try to copy it like children chasing after a parade
float.  There’s a kind of “me too” aspect
to the entire proceeding.  Frank felt
sick.   


Danni Ajax sat in the
front row of the church dressed in black gown and long, elbow-length gloves.  Every bit of her, the grieving widow she
became the instant they knocked on her front door to tell her Vic was
dead.  Vic the bastard.  Vic the no-good estranged husband forking
over half his salary every week, only to be screamed at that it was not
enough.  Every basket of fruit and bouquet
of flowers and monetary donation to her children refined her appearance of
grief.  She’s getting good at it, Frank thought.  But
then, this is the big show.  Pretty soon
she’ll be in the full throes of hysteria. 
 


Beside her, the
enormous figure of newly-minted Chief Claude Erinnyes.  Sergeants, Lieutenants, Commissioners,
Mayors, all filed toward him and said the same thing: “How you holding up,
Chief?  Everyone in our department is so
sorry for your loss.” 


Erinnyes would nod and
sigh thoughtfully and nod and sigh thoughtfully again, sucking in their good
wishes and attention like an engorged tick.    


All the high-ranking
officials and honored guests flanked Chief Erinnyes and Danni and Jason and
beautiful little Penelope Ajax.  They
filled up the rows closest to the casket with their brightly polished badges
and eagle emblems and gold-trimmed sleeves. 
They were gracious in their allowance of letting all the mourners in
attendance draw strength from them, just by being in the midst of such supreme police
command presence.


The crowd parted along
the right hand side of the church and Frank saw Dez Dolos leading a tall,
grey-haired figure through the horde.  “That’s
the FBI Director,” someone whispered. “Holy shit.” 


Dez made a gracious
gesture toward Chief Erinnyes, who stood up and clasped hands with the Director,
both of them smiling pleasantly.  The
Director continued down the line, shaking hands with each person.  “I’m sorry for your loss, I’m sorry for your
loss, I’m sorry for your loss,” repeated to each person he passed, including
Vic’s children, his wife, and then the next seven people in the pew beside them.  The Director reached the end of the line and
Dez quickly escorted him back through the church, taking him down the front
steps and into a limousine waiting outside. 



“You absolute mother
fucker.” 


Frank sat six rows
back.  To his right, he saw the only
other person from his PD who arrived early enough to sit up front behind the
roped-off RESERVED seats.  Jim Iolaus was wearing his brand-new Class A
uniform, bought for him by the Chief just for this occasion.  


An hour earlier, Frank
watched Iolaus and Chief Erinnyes pose for pictures on the church’s front
steps.  Quite a momentous occasion, Frank thought.  Why
wouldn’t you want a framed photograph of how you looked at someone’s funeral?  


“You son of a bitch.” 


Frank ignored the words
of the man sitting next to him.  Ignored
the smell of gunpowder.  Ignored the
blood smeared across the front of his shirt. 



“I’m talking to you,
mother fucker.  You stole my death!” 


“No I didn’t,” Frank
whispered.  “Go away.”   


“Yes you did!  I shot myself to make a point and you stole
that from me.  You think I wanted all
this?  You think I wanted to give Fat Fuck
the chance to sit there and play the benevolent leader?  You betrayed me, Frank.” 


“Fuck you, Vic.  Leave me alone.” 


“Real, real nice,” Vic
said.  “On the day of my funeral it’s, ‘Fuck
you?’  In a church?”  


“You just called me an
absolute mother fucker!  Look, knock it
off.  I’m trying to pay attention,
okay?  


Vic grimaced at the
sight of Danni.  “Look at her carrying
on.  What did she say when you gave her
the letter?” 


Frank shifted in his
seat and stared straight forward without speaking.  


Vic slammed the wooden
pew in front of him with his hand, “Jesus Hirschfield Christ, Frank!  What the hell were you thinking?  I asked you to do one fucking thing, and you
couldn’t even do that for me?”  Vic spun
on him, glaring into his face, showing him where the worms had eaten through
his cheeks and bored holes in his eyeballs. 
Bugs tumbled out of his hair and fell on the floor, fell on Frank’s lap
while he sat there motionless.  “I’m not
done with you, rookie.  Not by a long
shot.”  


Frank O’Ryan bolted
upright in his police car, slamming his knees into the radio console.   


The early morning sun
was fierce, reflecting off every car surrounding his vehicle in the bank
parking lot.  The lot had been empty when
he pulled into it at three o’clock in the morning.  Frank watched a mother holding her little
girl’s hand come out of the bank and head for their car.  Both of them were looking at him. 


“Mommy, was that
policeman sleeping?”


The mother instantly
shushed her daughter and yanked her away. 
Frank put his head down and drove out of the parking lot, stomping on the
gas as soon as he was on the street.  


***


Claude Erinnyes waddled
out of his house in full uniform.  Golden
scrambled egg insignias decorated his hat’s brim.  The gold-colored band and bright gold metal frontispiece
read Chief.  It sparkled in the morning sun.  His white uniform shirt starched so crisply
the sleeves cracked every time he bent his arms.


Miniature golden eagles
decorated both of his shoulders, pinned to his shirt’s epaulets.  Gold buttons down the front of the shirt and
on both wrist cuffs.  Gold tie bar.  Gold badge. 
A gold watch presented by the Chiefs of Police Association for his
services as their Secretary last year.


Erinnyes adjusted his gun
belt as he watched the police SUV pull into his driveway.  


Officer James Iolaus put
the car in park and fixed his crushed cap tight to his head.  He stepped down from the vehicle and closed
the door, turning slowly toward the Chief. 
Both of his hands were stiff at his sides as he walked forward in
steady, measured paces. 


Iolaus spun to face the
Chief and snapped his hand up in a sharp salute.  Erinnyes thrust his chest forward and saluted
him in return.  Both men held the
pose.  “Good morning, sir,” Iolaus
said.  


“Your report, Officer
Iolaus?” 


“All is well in the
Township, sir.  Nothing of concern
occurred during the overnight shift that has yet come to our attention.” 


“Very well,” Erinnyes
said, and both men began lowering their arms, moving slowly, neither wanting to
be the one who finished first.  


Iolaus went to the
passenger side of the SUV and opened the door for Erinnyes, holding it while
the Chief lumbered toward the car and hoisted himself into the vehicle.  There was a stack of bundled mail sitting on
the center console, and Erinnyes thumbed through it, frowning at the first
envelope.  “Why weren’t these delivered
last night?  Bill Osric needs the supervisor’s
meeting minutes to prepare the newsletter.”   


“Are you really
surprised?  Look at who was working,”
Iolaus said sadly.  “I’ll make sure it
gets taken care of after I drop you off.”  



Erinnyes laid the mail
in his lap and said, “There’s going to be big things coming in the near future.  Opportunities for advancement that one would
do well to position himself properly for. 
If I were in your position, I’d do everything I could to make sure the supervisors
knew who I was.”  He tapped the envelope
and said, “Particularly, Bill Osric.”


“I understand, sir.” 


“Let’s stop by his
house.  I’ll introduce you to him.” 


Iolaus drove to Osric’s
address and Chief Erinnyes put his hat on his head and said, “Wait here.”


For a big man, Erinnyes
was light on his feet as he hurried up the stone steps leading to the
house.  Iolaus put on his hat and
waited.  A small, squirrelly-haired man
in tortoise shell glasses opened the door and said, “Good morning, Chief.  How are you?” 


“I’m good, Mr.
Osric.  My men didn’t get a chance to
stop by last night, so I brought over the minutes.  I know you need them.”


“It’s really no big
deal, Claude.” 


“To us, it is.” 


“Well I appreciate
that.  Keep up the good work.” 


Erinnyes held up his
finger, “People are asking me about the Repkow property.  Any insight as to how the zoning board will
vote?” 


“Uh…not until they
actually vote, Chief.  What kind of
people?” 


“Just the curious.”


“It’s up for
consideration.  Just tell them that.” 


Erinnyes smiled thinly
at him and said, “That sounds fine.  Have
a nice day, sir.” 


Osric bent down to look
at Iolaus and waved his hand, “Thanks for your service.  Take care.”  


Iolaus was still
wearing his hat when Erinnyes returned to the car.  “Let’s go,” he said.  “Christ, he still smelled like last night’s
booze.  Useless drunk.”    


***


Frank pulled into the
station lot and checked his eyes in the rearview mirror.  They looked red.  He swallowed the bitter remains of cold
coffee in his cup and turned off the police radio.  Chief Erinnyes stood in the parking lot, fatter
than the Stay-Puft marshmallow man, fat enough to initiate a solar eclipse on
the unsuspecting person he was talking to. 
Christ, I’m tired, Frank
thought.  He got out of the car and
stretched, trying to undo the knots from a night spent sleeping upright wearing
a bullet proof vest and gunbelt.  


 Jim Iolaus smirked as Frank approached and
said something under his breath that made Erinnyes smile.  “Morning gentlemen,” Frank said.  


“Good morning,
Frank.  Night shift sicked out again
tonight, so I’ll need you to cover his shift for one more night.” 


“Two night shifts in a
row?” Iolaus said.  “Somebody’s gonna
mistake you for an actual cop if you aren’t careful.” 


Both of them
smiled.  Frank shrugged and said, “No
problem.” 


“Also, the final
interview for the two remaining applicants is today at fifteen hundred.  You both are going to conduct the interview.”



Iolaus’ smile
widened.  “I can’t wait, sir.” 


Frank calculated the
hours until then.  There weren’t many.  Good
thing I got some sleep last night, he thought.  “Not a problem.” 


“The sooner we get the
new hire situated, the sooner we can start straightening out promotions,”
Erinnyes said. 


Frank saw the hungry
glimmer in Iolaus’ eyes.  “Okay,” Frank
said.  “I’ve gotta get going then if I
have to be back here on time.” 


Erinnyes looked at him
silently, waiting for something. 


Frank snapped his
fingers, “Oh yeah.”  He raised his hand
to the front of his forehead in a quick salute, walking away before Erinnyes’
hand had risen past the layers of his chin.  It takes talent to make a salute look like a fuck
you.  Call it an art form, Frank
thought. 


***


Frank came home,
undressed downstairs, and checked on his daughters.  He didn’t want to wake them, so he settled on
gently touching their shoulders instead of kissing their foreheads.  


Dawn was still
sleeping.  He locked his gun in the safe
on the nightstand and set the alarm on his cellphone.  He wanted to sleep all day, but there was too
much to do.  Pretty soon, that shed is going to start stinking and we’ll get bugs
and rats and God knows what else, he thought.  He gave himself three hours, set the phone
down and crawled into bed next to his wife. 


The alarm went off. 


Frank sat up with a
start and looked around.  The space next
to him was cold and empty.  He picked up
his phone and turned off the buzzer, squinting at the tiny red message light
blinking in the corner.  He pressed the
voicemail button and punched in his code. 



“Frank, it’s Danni.  Jason had
some trouble at school yesterday and I was wondering if you could stop by to
talk to him?”  


Frank saved the message
and moved on to the next.


A second woman’s
voice.  “Hey you.  That guy came in to
see me at the Stretch last night.  He
said he would bring me something.  I’m
back in tomorrow.  Let me know what’s
up.” 


The third message was
another woman, but this one spoke in a low, nervous whisper.  “It’s Aprille.  I’m ready to come back.  Fuck if I know what to do now, but you said
to let you know.”  


Frank wiped his eyes
clear and replayed the message.  Finally,
he saved the call and typed the name Marcus
into his phone.  It rang twice.  


“Sup?” 


“I’ve got two ringside
seats for your favorite event.”  


“Women’s Oil Wrestling?  You the man.” 


“No.  Kicking the shit out of fat entitled white
guys.”  


“Whiteboy Ass Kicking is my specialty, Frankie.  I’m all ears.” 


After he hung up with Marcus,
Frank laid in bed for a while, watching the ceiling fan rotate.  Fear gripped his chest in a tight fist,
making him sick over the idea of what he’d set in motion.  What he’d already done, and would continue
doing.  Just let it alone, he thought. 
Forget it and move on.  You’re
not the only one to think about in all this.  


He tried on what it
would feel like to quit like it was a hat in the store, something he picked up
and wore while looking in a mirror, turning side to side.  Every time he looked in that mirror, Vic’s
face stared back at him. 


He rolled out of bed
and threw on the oldest sweatpants and t-shirt he could find.  He walked out of the back door toward the
small tool shed at the rear of his property, next to the kids’ jungle gym.  It was locked.  He looked around to make sure none of his
neighbors was outside.  It smelled, even
from outside the shed, and flies congregated near the doors in a thick
swarm.  


He stood back and
opened the doors, keeping his face away from the shed as he opened it, hoping
that the fresh air would dissipate the contained scent of rotting food and
kitty litter.  He’d treated the shed’s
floor and walls with Pine Sol and purple Febreze, and now it smelled like
Mediterranean Lavender scented cat shit in a pine forest.    


Trash bags filled the
shed up to the ceiling.  The ones on the
bottom were splitting open, giving birth to globs of spaghetti sauce and coffee
grounds.  Frank grabbed the closest bag
and sliced it open with his knife, seeing nothing but paper shreddings.  He threw it on the grass behind him to get it
out of the way.  The next bag was kitty
litter, crusted tissues, and used q-tips caked with yellow slime.  He held his breath and started to dig.



















[bookmark: two]2. The young man waited alone in the police lobby,
palms flat against his knees, sitting up straight without ever slouching.  There was a rack of pamphlets on the wall
next to him, warning him about the dangers of drinking and driving and offering
shelter if he was an abused woman.  


Above the rack were two
framed photographs, one large and ornate, the second less so.  The larger one was a professionally mounted portrait
of a uniformed police officer, complete with brass plaque inscribed with the
words: In Memory of Sgt. Joseph Hector,
Killed in Action.    


The second photograph
looked like a color photocopy from someone’s driver’s license.  It was set inside a cheap looking frame,
something from a Dollar Store.  No plaque.  The name Vic
was scratched into the bottom of the frame’s wooden border.    


Reynaldo Francisco took
a deep breath and held it, releasing air slowly from his diaphragm.  He wiped his palms on his knees again, drying
them on the fabric.  He heard two people
inside the station coming toward the lobby door.  One of them said, “Thanks for coming.  We’ll be in touch.  Tell your old man I said hello, okay?”      


“Thank you again,
Officer Iolaus.  Any idea when will I
hear from you?” 


“I’m sure the Chief will
be making his final decision in the near future.”  


A uniformed police
officer opened the door and Reynaldo stood up to adjust his suit coat and wait
for the other candidate to leave.  Reynaldo
assessed him quickly.  Fit, nicely
dressed.  Freshly cut hair, close
cropped.  Probably military, Reynaldo thought.  Shit.  


Iolaus turned toward Reynaldo
and said, “Mr. Francisco?  You ready?” 


“Yes, sir.”  Reynaldo hurried after him through the door
into the station, following him past a series of cubicles.  The desks inside the room were littered with
police gear and manuals.  Pictures of
smiling children were taped to the desks. 
There was gear strewn across the chairs, from bullet proof vests to wet
boots stuffed with newspapers.      


They stopped at an office
doorway.  The officer pointed at an empty
chair in the middle of the room and said, “Go in and sit down.”  


Reynaldo saw a second
man sitting inside the room, rubbing his temples.  He was dressed in a suit but his hair was
longer than the officers.  He looked
tired.  “Come on in, we don’t bite.  I’m Detective Frank O’Ryan and you’ve already
met Officer Iolaus.  You’re one of the
two people remaining in the selection process, so let me congratulate you on
making it this far.”


“Thank you, sir.  It is an honor.”       


Officer Iolaus picked
up his pencil.  “Tell us about yourself.  What makes you think you deserve to work here?”



Reynaldo swallowed and
pressed his hands flat against his knees to try and stop them from
bouncing.  “My name is Reynaldo Francisco.  I work at a pizza shop delivering pizzas on
the weekends and have a little sister who was kidnapped.”  Reynaldo paused.  He knew he was screwing it up.  He’d practiced this exact speech a thousand
times, but getting it out correctly was like trying to stop an express train
with a hand brake.  “I mean to say that I
am going to the Police Academy full-time and work on the weekends.  It is very important to me to become a police
officer.  When I was a boy, my little
sister was kidnapped by a bad man, and the police found her.  She was not hurt, thank God, because of how
quickly they reacted.  That is why I want
to do this as well.” 


“Okay,” Iolaus said,
scanning his sheet for the next questions. 


Frank held up his hand
and said, “Wait a second.  Your sister was kidnapped?  What the heck happened?” 


“We grew up in Brooklyn
and my mother owns a store.  She was
helping a customer and a man grabbed my sister out of the stroller behind the
register.  My mother chased after him, screaming
for help, and the officers in the area caught him.”


“Where were you?” 


“I was in school.” 


Frank nodded.  “I guess that had a big effect on you.” 


Reynaldo nodded.  “Very much, sir.  Yes.”  


Iolaus looked at Frank,
who nodded for him to keep going.  “Where
were you born?” 


Reynaldo took a deep
breath and shifted in his seat, “I was born in Mexico City, but we came here
when I was a baby.  I am a naturalized
citizen.” 


“How did your parents
come here?” Iolaus said.   


Frank glanced at him
sideways and said, “Let’s move on to the scenario question.  I’m going to describe things to you and I
want you to answer truthfully.”


“They came here
illegally,” Reynaldo said.  “I have
nothing to hide, sir.  They went through
very terrible things to bring all of us, because they love this country so
much.  I love it too.  It is why I am now a citizen.”     


Iolaus made several
notes on his sheet.  


Frank continued with
the scenario, “You are a patrolman riding by himself for the first time.  Your sergeant has given you a direct order
that you are not to go by yourself to any calls.  You receive a call for a domestic that is
less than a mile away from your location. 
Before you can answer, your sergeant tells you to wait for his
arrival.  What do you do?” 


“I would drive to the
area of the call and let the dispatcher know I was close by.  Then I would wait for my sergeant to arrive.”



“While you are waiting,
you hear a woman screaming from inside the apartment you were dispatched
to.  She is screaming for help.  What do you do?” 


“I let the sergeant know
that the woman is screaming and request he hurry to my location.” 


“The sergeant tells you
that he is coming from a distance, but that you are to wait for him.” 


“Okay.” 


“You then hear the
woman say, ‘Please don’t hurt me’ and there is the sound of a loud disturbance
inside the residence.  Things are
crashing and breaking and she is screaming louder.  What do you do?” 


Reynaldo took a deep
breath as he considered his answer.  “I
would let the dispatcher know what I heard,” he said.  He looked at both of the men nervously, both
of them were staring straight at him, watching his every movement.  “And then I tell the sergeant that I was
taking action.” 


“Weren’t you just given
a direct order not to go inside?” Iolaus said. 
 


“Yes, sir,” Reynaldo
said.  “I’m very sorry, sir.” 


“Sorry or not, you are willfully
disobeying a direct order.” 


“Yes, sir.  That is what I would do, sir.” 


Frank leaned back in
his chair and folded his arms.  “You
realize that as a probationary employee, you can be fired for any reason.  Disobeying a direct order would mean instant
termination.” 


“I understand that,
sir.”


“Anybody who is fired
from a police job will never get another one. 
Nobody will ever hire you again to be a cop.  You’ll be delivering pizzas for the rest of
your life.” 


“I understand, sir.” 


“So do you want to
reconsider your answer?” Frank said.  


Reynaldo wilted,
sinking down in his chair under their penetrating stares.  “The woman is screaming?” he said.  


“That’s right.”   


“Then I will still go
inside.” 


Iolaus leaned forward
and barked, “There is no room in a police department for people who cannot
follow simple orders, Mr. Francisco.  Do
you understand that?” 


“I do, sir,” Reynaldo
said.   


“So why would you do
the one thing you were specifically directed not to?” Frank said.  “Think how hard you’ve worked to get to even
this point.  You took a written exam with
over a hundred other applicants.  You
passed the first two interviews and are one of the last two people left for
this job.  Are you seriously going to
risk throwing that all away just because some dumb woman is yelling?”


Reynaldo swallowed
hard, trying to steady himself.  “I
apologize, sir.  But, my answer is still
yes.”    


Frank folded his hands
on the table.  His voice was calm and
pleased when he said, “Tell me why.” 


“Because I would rather
lose my career doing the right thing than to keep it by being a coward.” 


***


“What did Wally Jr. say
when you asked him the question?” Chief Erinnyes said. 


Iolaus looked down at
his notes.  “He stood by when the woman
was yelling.  Maintained his position
when he heard the crashing.” 


Frank held up his hand,
“That’s not all he said.  Tell him the
rest.” 


Iolaus lowered his
voice, “He said he’d call his dad for advice.” 


“Oh boy,” Erinnyes
said.  


“We told him his dad
wasn’t available.” 


“So when did he go in?”



“He didn’t,” Frank
said.  “We had the suspect shouting ‘I’ve
got a gun to her head and I’m going to kill her if you don’t come in here!’ and
the dumb fuck still wouldn’t go in the house.” 


Iolaus raised his
finger, “He did draw his gun when he heard the shotgun go off inside the
apartment and tried to get a visual on the suspect through the kitchen window.”



“Jesus Christ,” the
Chief muttered.  “You’d think his dad
would have prepared him a little better. 
How about the Mexican kid?” 


“He went right in,”
Frank said.  


Erinnyes sighed.  “He must’ve thought they were giving away
free enchiladas inside.  Anyway, write it
up so that it’s fair.  The Mexican sounds
like a good kid, so don’t beat him up. 
Somebody else will pick him up soon enough.” 


“All right, Chief,” Iolaus
said. 


“Hang on,” Frank
said.  “We are hiring Reynaldo Francisco, correct?” 


Erinnyes grinned at
him, waiting for the punchline.  When
none came, he said, “Yes we are, as long as the budget allows for a second
officer after we hire Chief Conlin’s kid.” 



Frank slammed his fist
against the chair, “This is bullshit.  Francisco
blew the interview out of the water.  He
speaks Spanish, for God’s sake.  That’s a
huge asset by itself, but this kid feels it, Chief.  It’s in his gut, and you can hear it when he
talks.  He’s real police and it’s
something this department desperately needs.” 


“All I can hear is
somebody asking me where to plant the rhododendrons,” Chief Erinnyes’ flabby
face quaked as he burst into laughter. 
“They probably thought INS took the kid. 
‘Hey, meester, have chu seen my
seester?’”     


Iolaus covered his
mouth and guffawed.  Frank got up in
disgust and headed for the door.  “I’m
writing it the way it went.” 


“You do that,” Erinnyes
said.  “Look on the bright side,
Frank.  We don’t have to hire the kid,
because he don’ neeeed no stinking batches!”



Frank closed the door
behind him, shutting it on the sound of Erinnyes laughing until he
wheezed.  He headed for the stairwell and
braced himself at the top of the steps, stopping to look over the railing.  The lights were on in the hallway below.  


He put his foot on the
railing and rubbed his knee, feeling the contraption of plastic and bolts under
his skin where the bone used to be.  The
lights in the hallway flickered as he descended.  That’s
just faulty bulbs, he told himself. 


The tiles in the floor
were loose, popping up in places from the water rotting the boards
beneath.  The hallway beyond the
detective’s office was dark.  


He smelled scorched
metal and smoke.  It got stronger the
closer he came to the closed office door. 
Just the crappy HVAC system down
here.  That’s all it is.  


Frank reached for the
doorknob and stopped, realizing the lights were out inside the office.  “Mother fucker,” he whispered.  He punched in the code to his door and turned
the knob, letting the door open completely while he stood in the light of the
hallway outside and looked in.  


Vic’s desk was
empty.  Frank let his breath out and
flicked on the light switch.  All of the
case files on his desk, so neatly stacked when he left, were toppled over and
strewn across the floor.  Frank clenched
his jaw and bent over to gather up the papers. 
“We can keep doing this every week for all I care,” Frank said out
loud.  “I’m not hanging the damn poster
back up.” 
















[bookmark: three]3. The little girl sat up on the back of a couch, pressing
her face against the window when Frank’s car pulled up.  He smiled and waved while she jumped down on
the cushions, shouting, “Mom!  Uncle
Frank’s here!” 


The front door opened
and Frank bent down to press his face against the storm door’s glass, “Hello
Miss Penelope.” 


She cupped her hands
around her eyes and pressed against the door, making it fog up with her breath.  “Hullo, Mr. Frank.” 


“Can I come in, Miss
Penelope?” 


“Yes you can, Mr.
Frank.” 


Danni Ajax came down
the steps and waved her daughter away from the door.  “Back up, back up.”  She unlocked the storm door and said, “Thanks
for coming, Frank.  I really appreciate
it.”


“What happened?” 


“He got in a fight with
an older boy at school.  They were both
suspended, but the school has a zero tolerance policy and now he might get
kicked out of the marching band.” 


“What was he fighting about?”



Danni looked down at
her daughter and stroked the girl’s hair. 
“Apparently the other boy had dealings with you-know-who and said
something to Jason during lunch.” 


“Okay.  I’ll go talk to him.”  Frank headed up the stairs and knocked on the
first closed door he came to.  “You okay
in there, buddy?  It’s Frank.  Can I come in?”  


There was no
answer.  Frank twisted the knob and
opened the door just enough to peek in. 
“Everybody decent in here?” he said. 


“Yeah.  Hi,” Jason said.  The kid’s face was swollen and red, either from
crying or from the fight.  There was an
impressive shiner developing over his right eye.  


Frank tilted his face
up to admire the black eye.  “That’s a
beauty.  Was it a jab or a left cross?” 


Jason shrugged, “All I
know is it hurt.  But I kicked him right
in the nuts.” 


“You did?”  Frank frowned and sat down on the edge of the
bed.  “Why did you do that?” 


“I was standing in the
lunch line and this big eleventh-grader started shouting at me that my dad was
a pussy.  Everybody was looking at
me.  I tried to pretend like I didn’t
hear him, but he wouldn’t stop.”  


Frank chuckled, “Your
dad was no pussy.”  


“I know.  That’s what my mom said, and that’s why I
should have ignored it.” 


“So did you kick him in
the nuts when he called your dad that?”  


“No.  I did it when he said he was glad my dad was
dead.” 


“Jesus,” Frank
whispered.  “What a little shit bag.  What was this kid’s name?” 


“Sal something.” 


“Mormo?” Frank said.  “You’re
kidding me.” 


“My mom said I still should
have ignored it.  She said I’m not
allowed to fight.”  Jason’s voice
cracked, “And now they’re going to throw me out of band.” 


Frank bent over and
picked up the brass trombone on Jason’s floor. 
He ran his fingers along its length and said, “I never did learn how to
play an instrument.”  He flipped the
lever near the mouthpiece a few times and worked it with the tip of his
finger.  “What’s this do?” 


“It’s the spit valve.” 


“Yuck!” Frank said,
wiping his hands on his pants as both of them laughed.  He laid the instrument on the bed and said,
“Look, your mom is right.  Fighting is
stupid.  It’s wrong.  Playing music?  That’s good. 
You understand me?” 


“Okay,” Jason said.  “I’m sorry.”   


Frank cleared his
throat and leaned closer to the boy’s ear, “But, there is a time and place for
everything.  Sometimes, you will meet
people who are big and dumb, and they will try to hurt you.  They won’t take no for an answer.  You can’t talk to them, you can’t reason with
them, and they won’t go away.  If that
happens, and you don’t have any other choice, you know what you do?” 


Jason was silent.  


“You gouge that
asshole’s eyes out.  Rip his ears off.  Bite his fingers.  Hit him with a crowbar.  Whatever you need to do to end it, you do it,
but only when it’s necessary.  Okay?” 


“Okay,” Jason
said.  


Frank put his arm
around the boy’s shoulders and pulled him close.  “And don’t worry about the band thing.  They’ll let you back in.  If they don’t, get a guitar and start a rock
group.  Those guys get all the chicks.” 


***


They’re animals.  That’s why they always gather together in
packs.  Gibbering hyenas with cigarettes
who hover around playgrounds.  Cackling
simians in low-slung blue jeans with a pair of sweatpants pulled over them.  They gathered around the benches of a
basketball court that had rusted chain nets and swing sets with broken
seats.  


They picked up Frank’s
scent as he entered their territory, seeing his unmarked police car coming down
the street.  They smiled and pointed and
laughed at him, until he slammed on the brakes directly in front of them.  


Nobody moved.  Frank slammed his door shut and came through
the group toward its center, using the tip of his pointed finger to part
them.  He zeroed in on the grinning one.  The one with the flat baseball hat brim and
the original, never-peeled silver advertising sticker.  “You.” 


Sal Mormo pointed at
himself and said, “Me?  Take that
bullshit down the road, man.  I ain’t
tryin’ to hear it.” 


Frank snatched Sal by
his tee shirt collar and yanked him off the bench.  “You remember me?”  Sal tried peeling Frank’s fingers away and
Frank smacked his hands.  “Touch me again
and I’ll break every bone in your face.” 



“Get off of me!” 


He shoved Sal into the fence.  “You got something to say about one of our
fallen officers?  Say it now.  Say it to my fucking face, you little piece
of shit.” 


Sal squirmed, eyes
flicking back and forth from the group of his friends as they crowded around
them to Frank’s glare.  “I didn’t say
nothing to that kid.  He just went crazy
and attacked me so I decked him.” 


A light flickered from
the group and Frank cast his eyes sideways just enough to see that someone was
recording them with their cellphone.  Frank
raised his voice, “You going to cry again, Sal? 
Just like the last time when we had you in, after you raped that little
girl Li-li and she took her own life?” 


“I told you she thought
she was my girlfriend!” 


“She was a child,
Sal!  The report is on file at my
station!  Her suicide letter is an open
record that anyone can come see.  You and
her brother raped her.  Remember
that?  And you cried in your mama’s arms
and shit your pants in my police station like the little sissy you really
are.  I’ve got the whole thing on video.”  


“Whoa.  That’s fucked up,” the kid holding the camera
said.  


Frank turned and looked
at the camera, eyebrows raised in surprise. 
“Were you recording that?  Oh no. 
I hope you don’t put it on YouTube. 
That would be terrible.”  


The kid shut the camera
off and started playing with his phone to check the recording.  “Wait!” Sal shrieked.  


Frank leaned close to
Sal’s ear, “Go near one of my cops’ families again and see what happens.” 


***


Claude Erinnyes had
more plaques than wall space behind his desk. 
The largest was engraved To Secretary
Claudius Erinnyes, In Recognition of His Service to the Pennsylvania Police
Chiefs Association.  Next to that, a
framed certificate thanking him for his decades of public service from the
Governor of the Commonwealth. 
Photographs of him standing with politicians, public officials, and
newscasters appeared in between the plaques. 
                             


The intercom light
flashed on his desk.  “Chief, are you in
your office?” 


“What is it?” 


“You have a visitor.” 


“I’m not expecting
anyone.” 


“It’s an attorney.  He says he represents Aprille Macariah and he
would like to speak with you.” 


Erinnyes chuckled and
said, “Oh really?  Send him back,
then.”  He buttoned his collar and leaned
back in his chair, folding his hand across his belly as a young dark-skinned
man wearing a suit knocked on the door of his office.  “Enter.” 


“Chief Erinnyes?  Marcus Horatio.  Thank you for seeing me.” 


Erinnyes did not
move.  


“Do you mind if I come
in and sit down?” Marcus said.  


“You may sit, but if
you are here to discuss a former police officer with me, I warn you it is going
to be a short conversation.”


“Former?” Marcus
said.  He looked down at his notes and
said, “Was she terminated?” 


“She hasn’t bothered
showing up for work in almost two years. 
Whatever is left is sheer formality.” 


Marcus pushed the thin,
wire-rimmed glasses back up on his nose and said, “With all due respect, Chief,
Officer Macariah was on extended medical leave. 
She had a special arrangement with Chief Midas, and now that her
treatment is completed she is ready to return.” 


Erinnyes leaned forward
and said, “Yes, let’s talk about that illness
for a moment.  What exactly was the
nature of it again?” 


“I couldn’t say, sir.” 


“I have spent the past
year trying to unstick this police department from the godawful mess it was in
when I took over.  She will never return
to work here, even if I have to drag her in front of a public supervisor’s
meeting to discuss her leave of absence.” 


Marcus crossed his legs
and propped his elbows on the armrests of his chair while the Chief spoke.  When he replied, his voice was smooth and
calm.  “How many zeros would you like to
put on my check, Chief?  You violate that
young woman’s right to privacy and I’ll let you start counting at six.  I won’t stop until this police department has
to carry slingshots because you can’t afford bullets.”  Marcus smiled and said, “It can get worse for
you real quick.  Take your little
all-white, all-male police department, Claude. 
I don’t think you want me anywhere near this.”  Marcus snapped his business card out of his
shirt pocket and laid it on the Chief’s desk. 
“I’ll be expecting your call telling me when my client can start.” 


Erinnyes picked up the
card as Marcus stood up.  He crushed the
card in his pudgy hand and tossed it over his shoulder at the wastebasket.  Marcus chuckled and said, “You’ll want to dig
that out of there.  If the phone call I
got this morning is any indication, I’ll be back here real soon.” 


“And what phone call
would that be?” 


“MALDEF retained my
services this morning regarding your department’s hiring practices.”   


“Who the hell is Maldef?”



“It’s not a who, it’s a what.  Being that we’re such
good friends now I can tell you that they are a well-funded organization with
heavy political clout that specializes in defending the rights of a certain
segment of the population.  Equal
employment rights is a particular favorite of theirs.” 


Erinnyes leaned back in
his chair and said, “Are these people hiring you to represent Reynaldo Francisco?”



Marcus pressed his hand
against chest and feigned shock, “Chief Erinnyes, it would be unprofessional of
me to comment on something like that.  I
was just letting you know that you and I will be real bueno amigos in the near
future, so I think you’d better save that card.” 


***


The restaurant’s front
door opened and Frank immediately stuck his hand in the air, waving until Marcus
saw him and nodded.  Marcus stopped
mid-stride, eyes popping at the sight of the blonde sitting next to Frank.  “Hello, hello,” he said.  He picked up her hand in his and covered it
with his other hand.  “Please tell me you
are not Mrs. O’Ryan.” 


“She’s not,” Frank
said, pulling Aprille’s hand away from Marcus’s grip.  “She’s your client, smooth operator.” 


“Not officially,” Marcus
said, flashing a bright smile at her. 
“Although that’s not to say I am not owed some sort of remuneration for
my services.” 


“Well now,” Aprille
said.  “That all depends on how good the
service you give is.” 


“I give the best service.” 


“All right, all right,
before I gag,” Frank said.  “What
happened?” 


“I went to see the fat
man and made him jiggle a little.  I even
managed to throw something in for that Francisco kid you told me about.”  Marcus held up his hand for the waiter and
flagged him over.   


“Good,” Frank
said.  He looked down at his soda and
shook the ice cubes around inside of it, taking a moment to absorb everything
while Marcus ordered his drink.  “Now we
just wait and see what stuck.” 


“You two want to do a
shot?  I need one after that.” 


“I’m fine,” Aprille
said. 


“We’re both fine,”
Frank added quickly.  


“Okay, screw you then.”  He turned to Aprille, back to being smooth,
and said, “Excuse my language.” 


Aprille looked at him
straight-faced.  “No fucking problem.”


***


“I need to go out
tonight to do surveillance.” 


Dawn pulled a wet plate
out of the dishwasher and wiped it off with a towel.  She handed it to Frank and said, “What time?”



“Not till after
midnight.”  He turned around and put the
plate into the cabinet above.  “And I
need to take the van again.” 


“Why are you all of a
sudden using our personal cars for police work?” 


“I told you, the house
I’m watching is on a residential street. 
The van has dark windows and I can sit in the back where nobody will see
me.” 


“Doesn’t your work have
vans?” 


“Yes.  But right now the helicopter units and Marine
Division are using them.” 


“Funny.  I guess it’s okay.” 


“I wasn’t exactly
asking, woman.  I’m the King of this
Castle and all who dwell within it, so—” 
He stopped speaking as Dawn’s fingers tightened around his scrotum.  “So what I meant was, honey can I use the
van?” 


She kissed the tip of
his nose and said, “Go get the bad guys, baby.” 


He watched her walk out
of the kitchen and said, “I didn’t mean you had to let go.” 


***


At two o’clock in the
morning the last light went out.  All of
the houses were now dark.  All of the
cars in the neighborhood, accounted for. 
Frank waited.  


At three o’clock in the
morning, he took four No-Doz and drank the last Red Bull in his cooler.  He found an empty Gatorade bottle in the
backseat next to the booster seat his youngest little girl sat in.  He unscrewed the cap and pissed into the
bottle, careful not to spill any.  It
smelled horrific.  Frank waited. 


At three thirty, he got
out of the car quietly and shut the door just enough to catch.  He removed four bags of trash from the trunk,
two white bags, two black, and lowered the lid but did not close it.  


Frank crept across the
cul-de-sac with the bags, keeping out of the lights, taking note of every truck
and bush along the way and assessing their concealment capabilities if he
needed to vanish.  He stopped at a large
oak tree and peeked around its side, getting eyes on a modest-sized rancher
with blue aluminum siding.  “What a Friend We Have in Jesus” was
written on a wooden plaque by the front door. 
The Erinnyes Residence was
written right below it.  


He bent over and ran,
keeping low to the ground as he headed for the large green trash container set
near the edge of the Erinnyes’ driveway. 
He dropped the bags he’d brought and quietly opened the trash can’s lid,
resting it carefully on the back of the can. 
Frank clicked on his flashlight and looked inside.  


The blue filter mounted
to the front of his light minimized the beam, but he could not tell if the bags
inside the can were black or dark green. 
He grabbed the first bag and set it on the street.  He had to tip the can forward and stick his
arm down into the trash can to grab the next one. He winced at the smell and
held his breath, grabbing for the next bag. 
A glass bottle fell out of the bag as he lifted it, clanging all the way
to the bottom of the can.  It sounded
louder than a Howitzer in the quiet cul-de-sac. 



A light came on in the
upstairs bedroom of the neighbor’s house. 
Frank snatched the last bag and dropped the two dark ones he’d brought
inside of it.  He set the trash can back
in place and grabbed all of the bags from the ground, keeping his eyes up on
the window to see if anyone was looking out. 



He ran as fast as he
could back to the car, throwing the bags of trash into his backseat.  One of the bags was open and spilled across
the floor of the car.  Dawn was going to
be pissed.
















[bookmark: four]4. “Hello, buddy!  Same as usual?” 


Jim Iolaus nodded and
said, “One medium decaf with skim milk and one extra large, black.”


“Okay, buddy!” 


Iolaus looked at his
phone.  No messages.    


He waited until 0740
and wrote: You ready, boss?


Iolaus put the phone
away and pulled out of the parking lot into traffic as it slowed for a red
light at the next intersection.  He
looked at his phone.  No response.  The light changed to green and someone laid
on the horn for the first car to move. 
Iolaus looked in his side mirror and saw a business man in a red Audi
driving the heel of his palm into the center of his steering wheel.  


He crept forward, waiting
for the Audi to get in front of him, watching the driver run his hand through
his hair and nervously tap his fingers on the passenger seat headrest.  The Audi cut into Iolaus’ lane, trying to
penetrate the long line of traffic, got frustrated, and cut back.  They came to another light.  Iolaus purposely stayed a few car lengths
back.  


The light changed and
the Audi slammed the horn again, honking it until the cars in front of him
finally had a chance to move.  Iolaus
checked his phone again.  It was blank.  He threw the lights and siren on, waiting for
the driver of the Audi to look into his rearview mirror.  Iolaus pointed at him and said, “You.”  


Iolaus pulled his car
behind the Audi and waited.  He put on
his black leather gloves and adjusted his hat. 
The driver opened his door to get out and Iolaus dropped his hand to his
pistol and said, “Stay in your car!” 


“But I was just—”


“Stay in your car.” 


The driver huffed and
slammed his door shut.  Iolaus took his
time, looking in the backseat, checking the date on the inspection stickers,
looking in the cup holders.  “What’s the
problem, Officer?” 


“License and
registration, sir.” 


“What did you stop me
for?  I’m in a huge rush, and I can’t
afford to be late.” 


Iolaus tilted his head
down, looking at him over the top of his aviator sunglasses.  “License and registration.” 


The driver sat up to
grab his wallet out of his back pocket and then reached over to the glove
compartment to grab the card.  Iolaus
stepped back and peered down, watching the glove compartment carefully as it
opened.  The driver handed the items over
and said, “Can I ask you why you stopped me now?” 


“You failed to signal
back there when you changed lanes.  Also,
you’re not wearing your seatbelt.” 


“Can I have a warning?”
the driver said.  “Please?  I’m in a super big hurry and I just got a new
job.  Things are really tight at the
moment, and I could use a break.” 


Iolaus stepped back
from the vehicle without speaking, walking backwards to his car, keeping a
careful watch on the driver.  He got into
his patrol car and checked his phone. 
Still nothing.  


He reached into his
lunch bag and pulled out a plastic shaker cup with exactly one and a half
scoops of protein powder sitting at the bottom. 
He poured a bottle of spring water into the cup and shook it up until
the powder dissolved, turning the water into something cloudy and pink.  He drank until the shaker was empty, eyes
locked on the driver in front of him.  He
finished the drink, wiped off his mouth with a napkin, and checked his phone
again.  Nothing.  


He opened his ticket
book and started to write.  


***


Iolaus slammed both
tickets down on the secretary’s desk and said, “Why are my stats screwed up?” 


The secretary stopped
typing and looked up at him.  “Excuse
me?” 


“The computer says I
only have fifteen tickets for the month, when I wrote six new ones over the
weekend.  It shows me as third in the
department.  I should be first.” 


“I’ve been trying to
get caught up and just haven’t had a chance to update the system yet.” 


“When will you?” 


“Today, I guess?” 


“Good,” Iolaus
said.  “Make sure you put both of those
in there too.” 


The secretary rolled
her eyes and went back to typing. 
“There’s a woman in the lobby who wants to speak to an officer.” 


“About what?” 


“I don’t know.  I’m not an officer.” 


Iolaus threw his hands
up in the air and headed for the door. 
The woman sitting in the lobby flinched when he shoved it open and stuck
his head out.  “Can I help you?” 


“I’m not sure,” she
said.  “I just have a few questions.”


“Okay.  Shoot.” 


“What do I need to get
a restraining order against my husband?” 


“An act of
legislation.  There are no restraining
orders in Pennsylvania.” 


“Oh,” is all she
said.  She was as tall as Iolaus and
twice as thick.  Her purse was decorated
erratically with buttons and feathers, and she clutched the strap with large,
manly hands.        


“What’s going on with
your husband?” 


“We have a disabled
daughter and he’s been really mean to her lately.  I’m the only one working, and when I come
home, Kayla isn’t clean.  Ralph lets her
soil herself and sit in it.  He screams
at her when she spits up what he feeds her.”


“How old is she?” 


“Twenty-two, but she
has the mental ability of a four year old.” 


“Nothing I can do.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Does he injure her at
all?  Is she bruised?” 


“No, not that I can
see.  He’s just really angry towards
her.  And me, too.” 


“So leave him.  He sounds like a jerk.” 


She looked down at the
ground, “It isn’t that easy.  I’m the
only one working and we have no money for anything.  Where am I supposed to go?” 


“The women’s shelter.” 


“They won’t take us
because of my daughter’s medical condition. 
They don’t have the facility for her.” 


“Listen, then I have no
idea what to tell you.  If he’s breaking
the law, I’ll go lock him up right now. 
You say the word and boom.  It’s
done.  If he’s not, there’s nothing we
can do for you.” 


“Okay.  I’m sorry to bother you, I guess.” 


“What’s your name?” 


“Mary Polonius.” 


“Tell you what, Mary.  I’ll put a report in the system to document
your concerns.  That way, if you ever
need it, we have proof.”  She thanked
him, and Iolaus held up his hand and said, “Hope it all works out.  Take care.” 
He shut the lobby door and glanced at the secretary, checking to see if
she’d picked up his tickets yet.  Both
were still sitting there.  Iolaus grunted
and said, “If you think those two are bad, just wait.  There’s going to be twenty more by the end of
the day.” 


He left the station
just as Frank O’Ryan’s blue sedan pulled into the lot.  It was four minutes past the hour.  Iolaus shook his head and pulled out a small
notepad and pen.  He flipped to the last
entry and wrote the date, then FO late to
work (8:04).


Iolaus closed the
notebook and looked at the set of sergeant’s stripes drawn on the front
cover.            


Frank O’Ryan walked
past him and waved, then stopped in front of the officer’s entrance, staring at
the wall over Iolaus’ head.  Iolaus
looked up and said, “What?” 


Frank pointed at the
small round black object mounted to the wall above the door.  “Is that a camera?” 


Iolaus looked up at it
and shrugged, “Hell if I know.” 


“That’s a camera,”
Frank said.  He walked around the side of
the building to the sally port, the secure parking area used for prisoner drop
offs at the station, and looked all around the walls and roof.  “There’s no camera in the sally port?” Frank
said.  


“Maybe the Chief
couldn’t afford to do them all at once?” Iolaus said. 


Frank turned and looked
at him, “So the officer’s personal entrance is a higher priority?  What’s he doing, making sure nobody leaves
early?” 


“Well, if guys don’t
abuse the system they have nothing to worry about,” Iolaus said.  


“Are you drinking the
fucking Kool-Aid or something?” 


“So says the guy with
the fancy office and title he didn’t test for.” 


“Whatever,” Frank said.  He walked into the station and looked above
the jail cells.  “No cameras here.”  He kept walking and looking, with Iolaus in
tow.  He checked the locker rooms and the
interview rooms, but found nothing.


Frank made his way down
the stairs, checking the high ceiling above the stairwell and the storage rooms
lining the hallway.  Finally, he came to
his office and punched in the code to open his door.  He flicked on the light and a soft, muted
curse escaped his lips as he looked up. 
“That fat mother fucker.” 


Iolaus looked up at the
small black object mounted on the ceiling, looking down at his desk.  “I guess there won’t be any more sleeping on
duty.”  


Frank watched as Iolaus
walked back down the hallway, hearing him chuckle as he headed up the
stairs.  Frank walked over to the closet
and pushed the row of clothing aside.  He
found it turned against the wall in the back. 
He took down the framed certificate of achievement hanging on the wall
and hung the large evidence poster there instead, directly behind his chair, in
view of the camera.  


He stepped back and
admired the massive African-American penis displayed in the blown up
photograph.  “There.  Happy now?” he said.  


***


Iolaus had his phone in
his hand before he reached the car, typing: Frank
is freaking out over the cameras. Pretty funny stuff, boss.


He put the phone away
and sat back down in his police car.  The
phone buzzed before he could get the key in the ignition.  He pulled it out and smiled.  The response read, “Tell me EVERY thing.” 
















[bookmark: five]5. The place had a real name, but nobody called it
that.  The locals called it Stretchmark Sally’s. Some just called it
the Stretch.  


The stripper on stage
was in her fifties, easy, Frank thought. 
He watched her swing around the pole and winced.  Other dancers surrounded the bar, pressing up
against the men sitting there.  Beer
bellies covered the front of their G-strings. 
Old cartoon characters tattooed on their breasts became long and
stretched out, reminding Frank of the times as a kid when he’d lifted
impressions with a piece of silly putty, then pulled it apart to start
over.  The woman on stage slapped her
crotch while Lil’ Kim rapped through the speakers about making someone suck her
dick. 


Frank sat down at the
bar and threw a twenty down.  There were
no taps.  The bartender moved from cooler
to cooler lined up under the bar, pulling cans of beer off of six-pack rings
depending what the customer shouted at him. 
Frank held up his finger and said, “Miller Lite?” 


The bartender slammed a
cold can in front of him and snatched the money.  “Can I have singles?” Frank shouted.  The bartender returned with his change.  Sixteen singles.  “Four dollars for a can of beer?  You serious?” 


“Natty Ice is on
sale.  The good stuff’s more.” 


Frank cracked the can
of Miller Lite open and laughed.  “I’ll
remember that.  Serves me right for
ordering the good stuff.” 


A hand came around his
shoulder from behind, sliding across his back. 
He smelled her light perfume and slight perspiration.  “It’s not like you’re paying for it,” she
purred in his ear.  


“What’s your name at
this place?” he said. 


“Tinkerbell.  Same as the other place.” 


“I thought it was Venus
there.” 


“They already had a
Venus,” she said.  She sat down next to
him at the bar and lit a cigarette.  The
name Ophelia was tattooed in cursive
over her right shoulder blade.  She
pulled out a thick bundle of ones and fives and counted them quickly before
stuffing them into her purse.  


“The task force doesn’t
pay for us to drink,” Frank said.  “Just
for drugs.  You cost me about fifty bucks
every time you drag me to one of these places.” 



A dark-skinned stripper
came around the other side of Frank and propped her elbow on the bar.  “How you doing, baby?”


“I’m good, how are
you?” 


“I’m good,” she
whispered.  She got close to his ear and
said, “I’m real, real good.”  


“Great,” Frank
said.  He smiled and peeled off a dollar
bill from the bar.  The dancer
automatically cupped her tiny breasts and pushed them together.  Frank slid the dollar bill between them and
tried turning back to Ophelia, but the stripper grabbed his knee and held him
in place.  She spun around and stuck her
rear end onto his knee, gyrating against it until Frank dropped another dollar
into the waistband of her G-string.  “Thanks,
honey.” 


“Thank you, baby,” she
said.  


“You don’t have to tip
them, you know,” Ophelia said.  “Tell
them to take a hike.” 


“That wouldn’t be
right,” Frank said.  “They’re out here
working, just like I am.” 


Ophelia pointed to the
woman dancing on the stage, a leftover biker chick with a spiderweb tattoo on
her elbow and a teardrop under her left eye. 
“That one gives blowjobs for an extra twenty bucks during lapdances if
you’re interested.” 


“Doesn’t this place
have cameras in the back rooms?” 


“None of them
work.  What kind of joint do you think
you’re in?” 


Another dancer pulled
on Frank’s elbow.  He handed her two
bucks and said, “Thanks.  Take care”
before turning back to Ophelia.  “So
where is he?” 


“I don’t know,” she
shrugged.  “He texted me and said he’d be
here.” 


“Be here in a few
minutes or be here maybe not at all?” 


Ophelia turned to him
with brown eyes bigger than an animated hentai heroine’s right before the
multi-tentacled alien had its way with her. 
Her long dark hair was braided, so that both braids fell over her
olive-skinned shoulders like an Indian Princess.  “Are you serious?  I
am dancing tonight.  If I invited you to
come watch me, would you turn me down?” 


Frank sipped his beer
and looked her over.  He turned back
toward the bar and said, “I like girls with big boobs.” 


Ophelia covered her
breasts so that only her dark nipples stuck through her fingers, “What’s wrong
with my boobies?” 


“They’re tiny.” 


“They’re cute!” 


Frank looked back at
them.  “Yeah, all right.  They’re cute. 
For a twelve year old.” 


She punched him in the
arm and got up to go to the next customer, an old man who dropped his drink and
immediately started to grope her.  Frank
watched her move, watched her round hips rotate and her legs stretch out in the
clunky high-heeled shoes.  She turned
away from the old man and backed herself against him.  She bent over and looked up at Frank. 


Frank looked away.  He ordered another beer.  Not the good stuff.


***



Twenty minutes later,
she came back and pressed up against him. 
“He’s here.” 


Frank looked past her
hair, trying to scan the bar.  “Which one
is he?” 


“He’s back by the
dressing rooms.  Tall guy in a black
sweater.  Aldo shoes.” 


“What the hell’s an
Aldo shoe?”  He looked toward the
dressing rooms and saw an olive-skinned man standing by the door, arms folded,
watching Ophelia impatiently.  Frank
looked at his shoes.  The guy was either
European or gay.    


Ophelia wrapped her
arms around his neck and started to sway to the music.  “I told him you were my best customer and
would give me the cash for it as long as I partied with you.” 


“Smart girl,” Frank
said.  He smiled at her and pulled two
twenties out of his right front pocket. 
They were the only bills in there, kept separate from anything else.  “When you get it, bring it right to me.  You can’t go in the back room, can’t go in
the bathroom, nowhere.”  


“Don’t you want to
search me first?” she said, smiling.  She
ran her hands up and down her bare torso, pinching her nipples and
giggling.  


“I think it should be
okay.  Go get my drugs.”    


“Yes, sir!” she said,
firing off a salute.  


She bopped across the
floor toward the target who smiled and nodded as she reached out to hug
him.  She pressed Frank’s money into his
hand and he unfolded the bills and held them up to the light, checking their
watermark.  Ophelia cocked an eyebrow at
Frank.  The target put the money in his
pocket and the two of them embraced.    


The target left and Ophelia
spun to face Frank, holding up her hands and wiggling her fingers, showing him
that they were empty.  


“What the hell?” he
said.


She smiled as she came
toward him, taking long, swaying steps like a model.  “You didn’t know I was a magician, did you?”
she said.  


“You’d better either
make my money or my drugs reappear or I’m going to saw you in half,” Frank
said.  


She parted his knees
and stood between them, pressing her chest against his.  “Why don’t you reach inside my hat and see
what you pull out?” 


Frank looked at her.
“You aren’t wearing a hat.” 


“Then I guess you’ll
have to check somewhere else.”  She
looked at his money on the bar and said, “Pick up a dollar and pretend like
you’re putting it into my panties.”


Frank grabbed a dollar
and looked down at the small triangle of fabric covering her crotch.  She pressed against him closer.  He pulled the G-string forward and saw the
bag of cocaine wedged against her sex. 
She was shaved and smooth against the back of his fingers as he pulled
the baggie out.  He palmed the drugs in
his hand and quickly dropped the baggie into his coat pocket and stood up from
the stool.  “Nice work.  I’ll text you tomorrow.” 


“Sit down.”  She lifted his hands to her breasts and said,
“Work’s over.  Stay and have some fun.  I’m so bored here.” 


“I have to get
home.”                


***


He stopped in the
hallway outside of the bedroom and stripped, throwing everything into the
washing machine.  There was glitter on
his t-shirt.  He crept into the bedroom,
feeling his way in the dark, but Dawn turned over before he could put his gun
away. “You’re back late.”


“I know.  I tried not to wake you up.” 


“I can’t really sleep
until you get home.  I just lay here and
toss and turn until I hear the door open.” 


He kissed her on the
forehead and said, “I’m going to go jump in the shower.”  He kissed her on the lips and reached down to
caress her breast through her nightgown. 
“Do you want to come with me?” 


“I do honey, but I
really need to get some rest.  I will if
you really want me to.”     


“No, it’s okay,” he
said.  “I’ll be right back.” 


He turned on the water
to let it warm up.  He stuck his hands
underneath the spigot and started to scrub.


[bookmark: six]6. Jim Iolaus walked across the parking lot, looking
up at the camera, letting it see his face. 
He was half an hour early for shift, his new ritual since they were
being recorded.  He walked into the
station and saw the nightshift officers standing in the squad room, looking at
the bathrooms.  


“What are you all
looking at?” Iolaus said.  


“Your new squad,” one
of them said. 


“There’s a landscaper
in one bathroom and Vic’s Bitch in the other. 
Good luck, Jimbo.  You’ll make
rank in no time with that crew.” 


Iolaus turned to look
at the bathrooms and cursed under his breath. 
A voice boomed from down the hallway, “Officer Iolaus!  In my office, now!” 


The other cops turned
to look at him and snickered.  Iolaus
turned down the hallway and headed toward the Chief’s door.  He stopped in the doorway and saluted.  “Good afternoon, sir.”


“Come in and sit down,”
Chief Erinnyes said.  He picked a small
box, rolling it around and around in his hands, making sure Iolaus saw that it
was a new phone.  A smartphone.  Just like the one Erinnyes had.  “You have a new squad effective immediately.”



“Okay,” Iolaus
said.  


“One of them is the new
hire, Reynaldo Francisco.  The other is
Aprille Macariah.  Neither of them has
any police experience.” 


“Didn’t Aprille work
with Vic on all those drug cases?” 


“I said police
experience, not rooting through trash cans and sitting in bars.”  


“I understand, sir.” 


“I want them properly
taught the procedures and rules of this police department.  They are not to get involved in any police
actions until I approve it.”  Erinnyes
leaned forward and said, “And I want them under strict supervision.  Strict.  Document everything and forward it to me at
the end of each tour.”   


“So what would you
prefer?  Them to be trained or ridden?” 


Erinnyes held out his
hands and said, “A fine balance of the two, so long as we get the desired
result.”  


Iolaus nodded, “Which
would be?” 


“Making sure this
police department is staffed by the finest officers possible, of course,” the
Chief said.  He smiled at Iolaus and held
up the box.  “You understand what I’m
grooming you for, right?  I did all the
work around here for years while Midas was jerking off the Township
Manager.  Now, I’m trying to do both jobs
and can’t do it alone.” 


Iolaus kept a straight
face.  He paid attention like he was
hearing the most serious words uttered since the burning bush said, “Moses,
over here.”  Iolaus nodded and said,
“I’ll do anything I can to help you, sir.” 


“Good.”  Erinnyes slid the box across his desk and
said, “You are the only person in this department to receive a departmental
phone.” 


Iolaus picked up the
box and said, “I will only use it for emergencies, I promise.” 


Erinnyes waved his
hand, “Use it for whatever you want, Jim. 
It’s got unlimited everything. 
You can download a movie a day on it. 
It is your phone in every possible sense, only you don’t have to pay for
it. The way I look at it, that’s the cost of doing business for me to be able
to reach my right-hand man when I need him.” 


Iolaus thrust out his
hand and said, “I won’t let you down.” 


“I already knew that.” 


***


Aprille Macariah walked
out of the women’s bathroom fidgeting with the bullet proof vest under her
shirt.  “Whoever designed these things
didn’t have boobs,” she said.  The other
officers looked at her silently as she walked past.  “What’s up, guys?” 


She walked into the
roll room and saw James Iolaus sitting at the table, waiting for her.  There were three binders on the table, all
marked Policies and Procedures.  She sat next to Reynaldo and said, “How
you doing?” 


Iolaus said, “You’re
late.  We start at oh seven hundred hours
sharp, and it’s seven-oh-two.  You will
be here, in uniform, and ready to hit the street on time.  Am I clear?” 


Aprille shrugged and
said, “Well, maybe if there was a locker in the women’s bathroom I wouldn’t
have had to run out to my car to secure all my things.  Are there lockers in the men’s bathroom, Jim?”



“Don’t sass me, officer.”



“Did you really just
say sass? 
And aren’t we both still just officers, Jim?” 


Iolaus pulled out the
notepad from his pocket and started to write in it.  “No, we are not both just officers, because I
am your supervisor.”  He slid two of the
binders toward them and said, “We’re going to start each shift by reviewing a
different departmental policy.  I’ll be
testing you on your knowledge of the policies on a weekly basis.  I suggest you keep your binders with you at
all times to review.”  He stopped
speaking as he looked up to see that Reynaldo was looking through his binder
but Aprille was staring at his forearms. 
“What are you looking at?” 


“Do you shave your arm
hair off?” 


Iolaus sighed and said,
“We’ll start with the Use of Force.  Reynaldo,
please read aloud until I tell you to stop.” 


Aprille leaned over to Reynaldo
and said, “And I bet you thought police work was for grownups.” 


Two hours later, they’d
taken turns reading the Use of Force policy (Only shoot when necessary, but
shoot to kill), Vehicle Pursuit policy (Essentially, don’t do it), and half of
the departmental rules and regulations that listed the penalties for various
infractions.  Aprille looked down in
amusement at the last two.  “So, drinking
alcohol on duty is punishable by a written reprimand, but using insulting
language toward a supervisor is a one-day suspension for the first offense?” 


“That’s right,” Iolaus
said.


“Typical.” 


“All right, the two of
you go hit the street.  I want you to
familiarize yourselves with the town, but under no circumstances are you to
take any police action.  Do not stop any
cars, do not respond to any calls, until you get my clearance. Understood?” 


The new officers stood
up and headed for the door.  Aprille held
the exit open for Reynaldo and said, “I’m going to grab us some coffees.  Meet me around the back of the school.” 


“But Officer Iolaus
said to familiarize ourselves with the town.” 


“The school’s in town.  See you over there.” 


Iolaus walked out of
the building and saw that both of his new officers had already left.  Good,
he thought.  He got into his patrol car
and pulled out his new phone.  He typed
in his wife’s number and wrote, “Guess who?” 


“Enrique the hot pool
boy?” 


“Close. It’s actually
the soon-to-be second in command of the PD. 
The Chief gave me my own phone.” 


“Nice!  Congrats, hon.” 


“That’s like getting a
$100 a month raise.” 


“It’s just for work
though, right?” 


“Nope,” he wrote.  “It’s mine for whatever.  I told you this was all going to work
out.  I can feel it.” 


“That’s great
sweetie.  So proud of you.” 


Iolaus grinned.  “So what are you doing?” 


“Your son just spit up
on me after I finished nursing him.” 


“Mmmm…big milky
boobies.” 


“Lol.  Big milky boobies covered in baby vomit.  Hang on, I have to put my shirt in the wash.”



“Let me see!” Iolaus
wrote. 


“The baby vomit?” 


“Ha ha.  Very funny. 
I meant you with no shirt on.  I
need a few good pics of you on my new phone.”     


Inside the station,
Chief Erinnyes walked over to the coffee machine and poured a cup.  He felt something buzz, and pulled out his
phone from its case.  Incoming message batch from PD2. 


He put his phone away
and carried the coffee back to his office. 
He shut the door and sat at his desk to log into his computer and click
on the Celletex Corporate Security Services website.  He entered his code and clicked on the
blinking red message button that said, Incoming
message batch from PD2.  


He scrolled down to the
last message, Sent Message 0909 hours: Ha
ha.  Very funny.  I meant you with no shirt on.  I need a few good pics of you on my new
phone.     


The next message was a
picture icon, received two minutes later. 
Erinnyes clicked on the picture and opened it, making a pair of heavy
pale breasts appear on the screen.  He
leaned forward, was that milk leaking
from one of the nipples?  Erinnyes
chuckled and clicked save.  
















[bookmark: seven]7. “Finish up your food.  Then it’s bath time and bed for both of you.”



“Daddy is tucking me in.”



“Daddy has to work
tonight, honey.” 


“You said you’d read me
a story.” 


Frank looked at his
little girl’s face and said, “I’m sorry peanut. 
I have to go to work.” 


Dawn picked up their
dishes from the table and said, “Are you making a buy or patrol tonight?” 


“Both.  My CI called me to say she has a new target,
and after that, I’m covering the overnight shift.” 


“Again?  What’s the point of being a detective if you
have to keep jumping into uniform?” 


Frank pointed at his
older daughter’s plate and said, “Come on. 
Your little sister is going to be done before you are.”  He opened the dishwasher and started to load
it with plates from the sink.  “I just
need to keep Erinnyes off my back for a little while.  The longer he stays fat, dumb, and happy, the
better off I’ll be.” 


“Well, he can’t keep
doing this to you.  One day you’re in
detectives, the next day you’re on patrol. 
It isn’t fair to you, and it isn’t fair to us.  Can’t your union do something about it?” 


“Not when I’m a
not-even-promoted detective, babe.  It’s
just an assignment.” 


“You would think after
Vic…” she stopped talking when Frank looked up at her.     


***


Frank pulled into the
shopping center and saw Ophelia’s grey Acura. 
He pulled into the spot next to her. 
The bass from her car stereo made his teeth vibrate.  The green and gold plastic beads wrapped
around her rearview mirror shook.  She
rolled down her window and said, “Nice soccer mom van.” 


“It’s a work car.” 


She sat up in her seat,
“With two kid’s car seats in the back?” 


“Will you turn that
shit down?  The whole idea is not to draw
attention to ourselves.” 


She bounced up and
down, dropping her rear end on the seat like she was crashing into the lap of a
paying customer.  He looked down, seeing
the dark blue g-string under the low waist of her pants.  Her tight tank top swooped low from her neck,
showing the edges of her bra as it crushed her breasts together and thrust them
forward.  Frank looked away.  “So what’s up?  We got a new friend?” 


Ophelia fished a small
piece of paper out of her purse.  “His
name’s Rico.  He says he can get me
whatever I want.” 


“Weed?” 


“Probably.  I thought you wanted harder stuff?” 


Frank nodded, “I’d
rather get pills or heroin or cocaine if he has it.” 


“He just said whatever
I want.” 


“You think he was just
trying to impress you?” 


She pointed to the
phone number on the piece of paper and said, “Only one way to find out, babycakes.”



Frank got out of his
van and into the passenger side of Ophelia’s car.  “Okay, text this guy and ask him if he can
still get you something.” 


“Tonight?” 


Frank looked at his
watch.  “I have to be back at work by
eleven, so probably not.  But don’t tell
him that.  Let’s just see how for real this
guy is.” 


Ophelia nodded and
started typing on her phone.  Hey honey! 
It’s Tink from last night.  She
showed Frank the phone, “Do you want to take a picture of it?” 


“Not yet.  Let’s wait to see if he gets back to you.” 


The phone buzzed with a
reply.  Who the fuck is this?


“Tinkerbell.
From the club.” 


“Apparently you didn’t
make much of an impression on him,” Frank said. 



“Bullshit.  I was wearing my nurse’s outfit last
night.  Guys were eating out of my hand.”



“I wouldn’t do that.” 


“You didn’t see me in
that outfit.” 


“I meant eat out of
your hand.  I’m pretty sure they’re
dirty.” 


Ophelia squeaked in
disagreement and rifled through her purse for a bottle of hand sanitizer.  “I go through fifty of these a week!  My hands are always clean.” 


The phone buzzed
again.  Da 1 wit da nice boots?


“Boots?” Frank said. 


“He means boobs.  See?  I
told you I have cute boobies.” 


She texted again.  Yup!  U coming out tonight?  I was looking to get something.


Like
wut?


Ophelia looked at
him.  “Ask if he’s got 30’s.” 


“How many?” 


“Let’s see how much he
wants for them first.” 


Ophelia nodded and
wrote: U said u had whatevs.  Whats your $ on 30’s?  “Now what?”      


“Now we wait.” 


Her phone buzzed
again.  Thirty per, less u buy 15.  Then
its $29.50.


“Wow, a whole fucking
fifty cents,” Ophelia said.  “He’s trying
to rip me off, Frank.  Let’s go bust his
ass.”


“If he gets back to
you, just ignore it.  We’ll reach out to
him tomorrow night or something.” 


“Want to see something
cool?” Ophelia said. 


“Sure.” 


She handed him her
phone and said, “Go over to pictures and click on it.” 


 Frank ran his thumb across the screen and
touched the photographs icon.  The first
one was of a small dog with ribbons tied around its ears.  “Not that one.  The modeling photos after it,” she said. 


It was Ophelia, naked
in a field.  She was stretched out across
the grass, perfect in the sunlight and daisies with her back arched.  “Keep going,” she said. 


Frank scrolled through
the series, until the setting changed. 
It was Ophelia in a locker room shower, covered in soap.  Each photograph was of her sponging the soap
away, revealing more and more of her body. 
The pictures captured her from different angles, even from behind as she
crawled across the tile floor.  Frank
went to the last picture and said, “Very nice.” 


“I just got them back
from the photographer.  Aren’t they
awesome?” 


 “I’m thinking the one in the shower where
everyone can see up to your tonsils would make a nice Christmas card.  I could hang it on my fridge.” 


“Ew, why were you
looking so close at it then?  I bet you
like that one, don’t you.” 


Frank laughed and said,
“Careful who you show them to.  People
are weird out here.” 


“But you liked them?” 


“Yes.” 


“That’s it?  No smart assed answer?”


Frank opened her car
door and said, “I’ll give you a shout tomorrow. 
Be good, okay?” 


***   


Halfway through his
shift, the car in front of him swerved slightly, going over the double-yellow
lines once, twice.  A sudden brake, then
it began building up speed.  


“Son of a bitch,” Frank
muttered.  The process of elimination
began. 


I’m the only one
working.  


But
this guy is dangerous. 


I’ll follow him out of
town and then he’s somebody else’s problem. 



And
what if he crashes into a car full of kids?


I’m not even supposed
to be out here doing this stupid fucking job. 



So
who is supposed to do it, then?


“Mother fucker,” he
shouted as he threw on the overhead lights. 
The street lit up red and blue all around both cars and the vehicle
reared to the right and scraped against the curb, leaving a long black smear of
tire marks along the cement.  


Frank slammed his door
open and stormed forward, banging on the driver’s side window with his
fist.  “Get out of the car, asshole.” 


The driver looked up at
him with red-rimmed eyes.  The whole car
reeked of booze.  “Three-six-nine,” he
slurred.  He tried to reach behind his
back, but stopped when Frank shouted at him not to move.  “I’m not carrying, officer.  I’m on the job.  My shield’s back here.” 


“You serious?  How much did you have?” 


“A lot!” he said.  “I’m lost brother.  I’m so, so lost.” 


Frank opened his door
and said, “Come on.  Get out.  I’ll take you home.” 


***


The city was quiet and
covered over by a fog so thick Frank’s spotlight stopped just past the hood,
blocked by a wall of swirling gray.  He
inched down the street, ready to brake at any moment for whoever wandered in
front of his car.  


“You a detective?” 


Frank nodded, seeing
that his passenger was looking at the gold badge pinned to his uniform
shirt.  “I have to cover the street
sometimes.  We lost two guys last year
and are running really short.” 


“That sucks.” 


“Losing the guys or
covering the street?” 


“Both.” 


“You’re right.” 


“I appreciate you not
locking me up.  I really do.  I’ve got fifteen years on the job.  My wife doesn’t work.  It’s funny, but you take stuff like health
benefits and steady income for granted until the moment you realize you might
lose it.  I’m not gonna fuck around
anymore after tonight.  This shit is too
important.” 


Frank squinted to try
and read the street sign above them.  “My
old man always told me we had to look out for one another.  Unfortunately, I haven’t seen much of that
since I came on the job.” 


“What district was your
Pop in?” 


“He wasn’t.  He grew up here but worked in the
county.”  


“But still, he was a
stand up guy, yeah?” 


Frank laughed, “You
have no idea.” 


“Turn right over here,
pal.” 


Frank went down the
back alley slowly, grimacing at each narrow pass the sides of his car made at
open iron gates and diagonally parked cars. 
The cop still smelled like a brewery, but it was starting to wear off.  He held out his hand and said, “I owe you
one.” 


“I’ll keep an eye on
your car.”  Frank watched him head up the
driveway, then navigated his way back to the street.  Frankford Avenue’s traffic lights shimmered
in the thick, turning the billowing haze shades of brilliant emerald and
menacing red.  


At the intersection, a
bright light.  


It swung back and forth
a few feet above the street.  Frank drove
closer and saw it was a lantern, carried by a man in a dark, heavy trench
coat.  The man was twirling what looked
like an umbrella, holding it by the wrist strap and flicking it back and forth
so that it spun and danced in his hand. 
Frank’s headlights caught the man and he realized it was no
umbrella.  The man was carrying a long
wooden nightstick.  


The frontispiece of the
man’s hat and the dull metal shield on his left breast were the same.  Frank had seen them before in old photographs
of city policemen back in the Prohibition era. 
Frank slammed on the brakes, but the man was already past his car,
moving deeper into the fog and vanishing. 



***


“Dad, I’m telling you,
it was the most bizarre thing I’ve ever seen. 
This guy looked like he stepped right out of the nineteenth century.” 


Frank Sr. nodded as he
squirted a pile of ketchup onto his hash browns.  One of the waitresses looked up at the
gastric noises coming from the ketchup bottle as he squeezed.  “Uh huh. 
Sounds like it.” 


“That’s enough
ketchup!  Do you know how much sugar that
is?” 


“What sugar?  It’s healthy. 
It’s made outta tomatoes.” 


“No.  It’s made out of tomato paste and
sugar.”         


Frank Sr. reached for
the salt and started shaking it over his food. 
“There, now it’s balanced out so it won’t be so sweet.  You happy?” 


“Jesus Christ.” 


“Look, you eat what’s
on your plate and I’ll do the same.  Do I
pick on you for making the poor waitress go find you skim milk?  No, I don’t. 
Even if I am embarrassed by it.” 


“Anyway, this guy had
to be coming from a costume party or something.” 


“Or you imagined it.” 


“I didn’t imagine it.” 


Frank Sr. stabbed his
hash browns with his fork and stuffed them into his mouth.  He chewed thoughtfully for a moment before he
said, “Maybe you saw the Night Watchman.” 


“Who?” 


“The Night
Watchman.  Old Philly cop got kilt back
in the twenties walking a foot beat. 
Supposedly he’s still out there walking around, trying to get back to
his old station house.” 


Frank looked at his
father in disbelief, then smiled abruptly and said, “Get the fuck out of here.”



Frank Sr. instantly
reached across the table and smacked his son on the cheek.  He picked his fork back up and started to eat
again.  “You’re in public.” 


Frank looked around at
the empty tables.  “There’s nobody here,
Pop.” 


“It’s the principle of
the thing.” 


“All right, all
right.  I’m sorry, okay?  But this guy, he had to be pulling a prank or
something.  You think Philly guys dress
up like that every once in a while to scare rookies?  Maybe they saw my police car and figured I
was one of them.” 


“Maybe,” Sr. said.  “I can’t see anybody putting on a costume
like that, though.” 


“This from the guy who
spent half his career dressed up like a homicidal bunny rabbit?” 


Frank Sr. picked up his
coffee cup and sipped from it.  “When you
say it like that, it makes it sound like it was something weird.”  
















[bookmark: eight]8. Iolaus pulled into the Chief’s driveway and put the
SUV in park.  The driveway was empty, but
the front door was open.  He put on his
hat and slid out of the driver’s side seat to go knock.  


 A plump, pleasant looking woman answered the
door.  “Good morning.” 


“Good morning, Mrs.
Erinnyes.  How are you?” 


“Chief?” she called up
the stairs.   


A voice boomed in reply,
“Who is it?”  


The stairs creaked as
Erinnyes made his way down them, leaning on the handrail, his swollen ankles
and veiny legs visible between his white tube socks and tan bathrobe.  “What are you doing here?” 


“I came to pick you up,
boss.” 


“Did I ask you to take
me in today?” 


“No, I just figured.” 


“Who’s watching the
other two if you’re here?” 


“They’re in the station
with orders not to leave.”  Iolaus
followed Erinnyes into his sitting room and said, “I’ve got them reviewing
policies until I get back.  My radio’s
on.  I’ll know if anything comes out.” 


“I made you their
supervisor so that things like this don’t happen, Jim.”


“Look, I’m sorry,
sir.  Since I’m here, do you need a ride,
or are you good?” 


The phone rang in the
kitchen.  Erinnyes leaned forward to
listen when his wife picked it up.  “It’s
the surgeon, Chief.  Do you want me to tell
him you’ll call him back?” she said. 


“No, I’ll be right
there.  We need to get this taken care
of.” 


“Are you okay?  What’s wrong?” Iolaus said. 


Erinnyes pushed him
toward the door, “Get back to town and make sure those two idiots haven’t
burned the station down to the ground.” 


“Okay,” Iolaus
said.  He took off his hat and headed for
the car.  “Something’s wrong w/ the Chief,” he typed into his phone.  “He
needs an operation or something.” 


“Oh
yeah?  Is he going to be okay?”
his wife replied. 


“Not
sure.  I hope so.” 


“Well,
if he isn’t, I guess you’ll just have to take over then.” 


“Ha
ha.  Guess so!  Do you know his wife calls him Chief?” 


“Weird.”



“I
know, right?” 


He put the SUV into
reverse and started to back down the driveway when he realized that Erinnyes
was looking at him through the window. 
Iolaus lifted his hand to wave, but then the window was empty.  


***


Both officers were
sitting in the roll call room when he returned, reading the Use of Departmental
Computers policy (All computers and electronic devices are the property of the
police department.  All activity can be
monitored.) and Uniform Policy.  Aprille
pointed to the section marked Female
Officers and said, “At least I’m allowed to wear ‘nude nylons.’  Jealous?” 


Iolaus drew a circle in
the air with his finger and said, “All right, time to hit the street.  You two follow me.”  He told them to follow him over to his police
car and opened his door.  “Do you both
see what that is?” 


“I do, sir,” Reynaldo
said.  “The lightbar controls.” 


“Do you see it, Officer
Macariah?” 


“Are you serious right
now?” 


“I asked you a
question.” 


“I see it because
you’re pointing at it and Reynaldo just announced what it is.” 


“It is the controls for
your vehicle’s emergency lights.  It is
also the thing you will not be touching unless I give you clear, express
permission to do so.  You will not go
over the speed limit to respond to a call. 
You will not use your siren.  You
will not activate your overhead lights. 
Am I clear?” 


“Very clear, sir,” Reynaldo
said. 


“So we’re not going hot
to any calls.  No matter what?” Aprille
said. 


“That’s correct.  Unless I give you permission.” 


Aprille shrugged,
“Okay.  If you say so.” 


“Now you’re getting
it.” 


***


Reynaldo Francisco
drove through the shopping center, stopping his car to let every person on the
sidewalk cross in front of him.  “Hello,
how are you?” he said.  He smiled even
when they did not respond.  


He listened to the
other police officers on the zone calling out traffic stops and responding to
calls.  So far, they’d had nothing.  Reynaldo parked his car in a parking space
and unhooked his police microphone. 
“Seventeen-ten to seventeen-seven, come in please.” 


His radio crackled with
Iolaus’s voice, “Go ahead.” 


“I’d like to do a foot
patrol at the shopping center if that’s all right with you.” 


“Permission is granted.”



A chorus of clicks
erupted on the radio with a crackling voice shouting “Douche bag!” in the
background.  The county dispatcher cut
all of the other radios out and sternly said, “All units on the zone check your
microphones.”  


The air was quiet after
that, until a final, defiant click sounded. 



“Seventeen-nine, are
you trying to reach County?” the dispatcher said. 


Aprille answered her,
“No, County.  I was checking my
microphone like you asked.” 


Reynaldo got out of the
car and put on his hat.  He made sure his
tie was straight and bloused his uniform shirt to keep it from sagging over his
gunbelt.  He passed a group of juveniles on
the corner and said, “Hello, everyone.” 


The kids just looked at
him.  He kept walking.  He opened the door to the dry cleaners and
walked in, standing at the counter until an Asian woman came out from behind a
rack of bagged clothing.  “Hello there,”
he said. 


“Is something wrong,
Officer?” 


“No, I just wanted to
stop in and make sure everything was okay.” 


There was alarm in her
eyes, “Why wouldn’t there be?  Is
something going on?” 


“No, I was just doing a
foot patrol.” 


“Oh…I don’t think cops
do them around here.” 


Reynaldo nodded and
waved his hand, “Have a nice day.”  The
woman leaned forward to watch him leave. 



He walked into the post
office where a long line of people stood behind a nylon barricade, all of them
holding packages and envelopes.  Reynaldo
went around the side to where one of the postal clerks was talking to an angry
looking customer.  The customer
immediately turned to Reynaldo and said, “Oh, so he called the freaking
cops?  Real nice.  First you rip me off and now you’re trying to
get me arrested.” 


The postal clerk looked
over at Reynaldo and said, “Nobody called anybody.  I’ll be right with you in one moment, Officer.”  He looked back at his computer and said,
“Your package wasn’t delivered to Minneapolis until yesterday.  It will arrive in California tomorrow.” 


“Then why the hell did
I pay so much money for overnight shipping?” 
The customer turned to Reynaldo and said, “Officer, these people stole
my money!  Can’t you do something?” 


“I’m not sure,
sir.  I only came in to check on how
everyone was doing.” 


“Everyone is tired of
waiting for this dude to stop holding up the line,” someone called out from the
back. 


“Hey, back off!” the
customer said.  “It was my
granddaughter’s birthday yesterday and her gifts never arrived.  Now these people are telling me it won’t get
there until tomorrow.” 


“Listen, what they did
in Minneapolis is out of my control, but I’ll go get the Postmaster and you can
file a complaint with him.  Okay?” the
clerk said.  


“Fine!”  The customer turned to Reynaldo and said, “Am
I wrong here?” 


“I don’t know,
sir.  I really don’t get involved with
this.” 


“Well I want you to
stick around.  I need a witness for
this.” 


Everyone was looking at
him.  Reynaldo felt sweat dripping down
his back inside of his bullet proof vest. 
It was tight against his chest and he was having trouble taking a full
breath.  “Actually, sir…I have to get back
to my car.  Good luck with your
package.  Take care everyone.” 


He went through the
doors and hurried back toward his car. 
“County to Seventeen-ten.  You
still on foot in the shopping center?” 


“Yes.” 


“A woman from the dry
cleaners is calling in a suspicious male dressed as a police officer who came
into her store.  Can you stop by and talk
to her?” 


Reynaldo was about to
respond when Iolaus’s voice cut him out, “Disregard that.  I’ll handle it.  Seventeen-ten, wait for me around the side of
the building.”


Reynaldo slumped into
his patrol car and flung his hat across the seat.  He picked up the microphone and said,
“Understood, sir.”  


***


Fifteen minutes later,
Iolaus drove around the back of the shopping center and pulled up to Reynaldo’s
car.  “Did you identify yourself as a
police officer to that woman in the dry cleaners?” 


“I…I think so.” 


“She said you didn’t.” 


“But I was in the
uniform and hat.  I told her I was on a
foot patrol.” 


“She said you made her
feel intimidated and refused to tell her why you were in her store.”  


Reynaldo shook his
head, “That was not what happened.  I
just stopped in to say hello.” 


“Say hello?” Iolaus
eyed him for a minute, then leaned toward him through the window, “You got a
thing for Oriental chicks?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I mean you think that
now you’re some big shot in a police uniform it gives you the right to harass
women.  Specifically, Orientals.” 


“Absolutely, completely
not true.  I just went in there to say
hello, like I did at the Post Office.” 


“This isn’t some dating
service, and I don’t want any more complaints about you from women.  You understand me?” 


“Yes, Officer Iolaus.” 


“Good.  You gotta remember something, she’s not from
here.  Where she comes from, every cop’s
an extortionist or rapist or conscripted child soldier or some shit.  She thought you were coming in there to hurt
her, probably.” 


Reynaldo raised his
hand and said, “I swear on my mother, I was only trying to do my job.  In New York, where my mother worked, the
police stop by every day to check on the store and see if she was okay.  She knew all of them by name.” 


Iolaus shook his head
sadly and said, “Those guys were just trying to bang her, buddy.  Wise up. 
Anyway, this isn’t New York. 
Those people are animals up there. 
Worse than Philly even.  They’ve
got so many special units nobody knows how to wipe their ass.  I’ve got a buddy who told me one cop sees a
violation and calls it in, so a special unit comes to make the arrest.  That unit calls somebody else to do the
interview.  Then some other goddamn
special bullshit swoops in to take over the whole case and file charges.  This, right here, what we’re doing, is more
police work than any of those big city mopes will ever see because from start
to finish, we do it all.  You understand
me?  Now, I need you to go sit at the
intersection of Smith and Beltran and monitor it for an hour.  The township got a complaint about the
lighting cycle and passed it along to the Chief.”  Iolaus put his car in drive and said, “If you
see any traffic violations call me and I will deal with them.  The only thing I want you doing is counting
cars.” 


Reynaldo did not
speak.  He realized he was gripping the
steering wheel so tightly it was starting to shake.  The rubber casing was twisting until it split
under his hands.  He drove onto the
street with the words of Jim Iolaus ringing in his ears about someone, anyone, banging his saintly madre.           


***


“I wanted to kill
him.  Who the hell is he to say things
like that?” 


Aprille nodded as she
listened, stirring two maraschino cherries at the bottom of her glass of
Sprite.  “I’d have been pissed off
too.  You should have called him on it.” 


Reynaldo pushed away
his half-finished beer and grunted in frustration, “People like him can say
whatever they want to someone like me. 
Especially while I’m a probationary employee.  What makes me mad is I become a police
officer because it is respectable profession, and I want to protect people and
help them.  Instead, I count cars and
cannot turn on my lights without permission.” 


Aprille had stopped
listening the moment Reynaldo pushed his beer in front of her.  She looked down into its rich, golden
coloring.  “You’re going to finish that,
right?” 


“No, I do not even want
it.” 


“You can’t waste it, Reynaldo.”



“You want it?  You can have it.”


“No.” 


“It’s good.  Want me to get you one?”  He raised his hand for the waitress.  


“Put that down,”
Aprille hissed.  “I don’t want one.”  She looked over to see if the waitress was
still coming, but as she turned the restaurant’s front door opened.  A pretty, professional-looking redhead walked
in, laughing at something the man behind her said.  Her companion came inside and looked up,
seeing Aprille immediately.  It was the
devil himself. 


Dez Dolos smiled in
surprise from across the room and headed toward her.  The redhead followed after him, asking where
he was going.  Dez slowed down, letting
her stay close to him, but never making contact.  Close,
but still far enough away to not reveal that they were probably fucking in his
office every night after it closed, Aprille thought.  Same
old game.  


“I heard you were
back,” Dez said.  He turned to Reynaldo
and thrust out his hand, “How you doing? 
Dez Dolos with the FBI.  This is
Wendy Lara, from the US Attorney’s Office.” 


“Nice to meet you both,”
Reynaldo said.  


Aprille did not
speak.  She was looking at Wendy and
Wendy was looking at her, both of them examining one another like spy
satellites, pinpointing the other’s weaknesses and comparing assets.  “Really, Aprille, how are you feeling?” Dez
said.  His face, the picture of friendly
concern.  


“I’m a lot better
now.”  She sat up in her seat and peeked
around him to look at the door, “Is your wife coming?  I haven’t seen her in a while.” 


The smile was stitched
tight to Wendy’s face now, pinned to the corners of her cheeks.  “We worked late on a case,” she said. 


“Oh?  I bet,” Aprille said.  


Dez put his arm on
Wendy’s elbow and said, “You folks take care.” 
He pulled her by the elbow away from the table and Aprille smiled as
Wendy yanked away from him and started to yell at him as they reached the
door.  


“Something tells me I
don’t want to know,” Reynaldo said.  


Aprille looked around the
tables and saw that the waitress was coming toward them.  “If she comes back here offering me a drink,
you have to tell her no and make her go away before I order one.” 


“Okay.”  


The waitress smiled at
Aprille and said, “Do you need a drink hon?” 


“Go away!” Reynaldo
barked.  


Aprille covered her
face with her napkin as the waitress backed away from their table and tried not
to giggle.  
















[bookmark: nine]9. Frank knocked on the frame of the
Chief’s office door and said, “You wanted to see me?” 


“Come in and shut the
door.” 


Frank felt his stomach
turn over.  The bastard has a surveillance camera on his property and caught me
taking his trash, was his first thought. 
Frank shut the door and walked stiffly to the chair across from the
Chief’s desk.  He sat down and waited for
it.  


“I received an email
today with an interesting link to a video posted on YouTube.  Care to guess what it showed?” 


Frank shook his head.


“It showed you
brutalizing a juvenile, and now, it is on the internet for the entire world to
see.  You have embarrassed me for the
last time, Officer O’Ryan.” 


“You’re firing me?” 


“I’m moving you back to
patrol, effective immediately.” 


Frank said nothing for
a moment.  He looked at the Chief’s desk
and said, “Is this the part where you hand me a stack of traffic tickets that
you’ve been saving for me?” 


Erinnyes’ face turned
pale.  “You son of a bitch.” 


“We both know you’ve
been waiting to do this since the day I went downstairs.  This was an event that was just waiting for
an excuse to happen.  You know why I went
to see that kid that day?  He mocked
Jason Ajax at school about Vic’s death.” 


“I don’t care what your
reasons were.  It was Conduct Unbecoming,
and you are lucky all I’m doing is moving you instead of suspending you.” 


“Fine.  Whatever. 
I’m tired of waiting for the other shoe to drop anyway.  Are we finished?” 


Erinnyes took a deep
breath and folded his hands across his wide belly.  His expression softened and his voice turned
buttery, “Do you know something, Frank? 
I wish you saw the writing on the wall. 
There is so much opportunity for you here.  We just hired a new officer, and there is a
vacancy for Staff Sergeant.  The
second-in-command of the entire department. 
You see how that worked out for me, right?” 


Frank tried to
focus.  He’d never heard Erinnyes like
this.  “I don’t know that I would even
want that job.” 


“You may not want it,
but think about it this way.  If you
don’t take it, who will?  Can you imagine
someone like Jim Iolaus in the position? 
He’s no friend of yours, by the way.” 
Erinnyes let that sink in, then reached into the top drawer of his desk,
“Even though you’ll be back on patrol, I still intend to make use of your
investigative expertise.  I got you
something.” 


Erinnyes slid a brand
new phone across the desk toward Frank, who picked it up and said, “I already
have a phone.” 


“But this is a departmental
phone that I pay for, so you can get rid of the old one.  That’s extra money in your pocket.  You can use it for any personal business you
want, there’s unlimited everything on it. 
All I ask is that you answer it when I call.”  


“Am I still on the drug
task force?” 


“Of course!” Erinnyes
said.  “You’re still keeping the office
downstairs and doing the same excellent job that you’ve always done.  Listen, just take your lumps and keep moving
forward.  You’ll be back in the saddle in
no time.” 


“Yeah?” 


“I swear to God.” 


Frank smirked.  There was a flicker in the Chief’s eyes,
something waiting behind the benevolent gleam, an alligator floating just
beneath the surface of the dark, still water. 
“Well, thanks then,” Frank said.  He
shook the phone inside the box and said, “This thing is better than what I have
now.” 


“Use it in good health,
Frank.” 


***


Frank walked out of the
Chief’s office with his new patrol schedule and headed for the roll call
room.  Jim Iolaus was sitting with
Aprille and Reynaldo, reading aloud from the policy book.  “This department will not tolerate sexual harassment
of any kind.  At no time will any officer
use their badge of office to incur favor from any member of the opposite
gender.” 


“But same gender is
okay, right?” Aprille said.  “You know,
in case I want to take the old tongue boat to tuna town.” 


“That is sexual
harassment, right there, what you just did,” Iolaus said.  He opened his notebook and jotted something
down.  “I’m giving you a verbal
reprimand.” 


“Who did I offend with
that comment?  The other women sitting in
here with me?” she said. 


“Knock it off, Officer
Macariah.  Are we clear on the sexual
harassment policy of this police department?” 


“Yes, sir,” Reynaldo
said. 


“That includes
Orientals for you, mister.” 


“Asians, you mean,”
Aprille said.  


“Whatever.” 


Frank cleared his
throat at the doorway and held up the new patrol schedule.  “I hate to interrupt this thrilling
sociological discussion, but I just wanted to let you know that Reynaldo is
working with me starting Monday night.” 


“What are you talking
about?  I’m losing him?” Iolaus said. 


“Apparently so.”  


“And why the hell
wasn’t I told this?” 


Frank looked at the
phone sitting on the table next to Iolaus. 
He held up his box and said, “Hey, the Chief gave you one of these
too?  How do you like it?” 


Iolaus stared at
Frank’s phone.  “I’d like you to leave
now,” he said softly.  “I’m conducting
training.” 


Aprille smacked Reynaldo
in the arm and said, “You lucky shit!” 


Frank snapped his
fingers and said, “Oh yeah, one more thing. 
The Chief said I’m supposed to start parking my personal car in the spot
next to his outside.  I know nobody’s
there now, I just wanted to make sure you knew for the future.” 


Iolaus glared down at
the page in front of him so intensely that it almost started to smoke.  The page rattled in his hands.  Frank stepped back through the doorway and
winked at Aprille, who tried not to laugh. 



***


Iolaus read through the
rest of the policy as fast as he could, not stopping to let anyone else take
over, not asking if there were any “Questions, comments, or concerns,” when he
finished.  He put down the page, wrote
down the time they finished training and said, “Hit the street.” 


Aprille smirked at Reynaldo
as they got up, and Iolaus raced from around the table and out the door.  “I hate you so much right now,” she
said.  


“Why am I being
transferred to another squad?  Did I do
something wrong?” 


“Well they can’t put me
with Frank.  Christ, we’d actually get
some police work done in this town.  Make
the most of it, kid.  You’re lucky to be
getting away from Ensign Exfoliate.” 


Iolaus turned the
corner toward the Chief’s office, and knocked on the door.  “Hey,” he said. 


The Chief held up his
finger while talking into his phone, “Dez? 
Chief Erinnyes.  I delivered that
message to our friend.  No, I didn’t tell
him who tipped me off.”  Erinnyes started
to laugh, “You should have seen the look on his face.  It was priceless.  Let me buy you lunch as a token of gratitude
for keeping an eye on us.  Sounds
good.”  He said goodbye and hung up the
phone.  “Yes?” 


Iolaus’ heart was
beating so hard he felt it in his throat. 
“Is everything okay?” 


“Yes.  Why do you ask?” 


“Between me and you, I
meant.  Is everything all right?” 


“Do you know something
I don’t know?” 


“No.” 


“Then why do you ask?” 


“I’m losing Reynaldo to
Frank all of a sudden.” 


Erinnyes waved his
hand, “I want you to focus on Aprille exclusively for now.  You don’t need the extra baggage.  I’m doing you a favor.” 


What
about Frank’s phone?  What about his
parking spot?  “So
Frank’s back on the street then?” 


“Yes.  Are you all right, Officer Iolaus?  You look sweaty.” 


“I’m fine.” 


Erinnyes looked at his
watch.  “Shouldn’t roll call be over by
now?” 


“We were training.  Going over policies.” 


“Why are you sitting in
the station doing that?  Don’t they have
binders they can take out on the street with them?” 


Iolaus swallowed, “They
do, but I wanted to make sure they understood how we want them to do things.” 


“I want them done how
they are written,” Erinnyes said.  “That
is why I wrote them.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


***


“County to available
seventeen car?” 


Aprille waited to give
Iolaus the chance to respond, in case he had an aneurism over someone else
answering the radio.  When he didn’t, she
picked up her radio mic and said, “Seventeen-nine, go ahead.” 


“Domestic in progress
at the Shop-N-Bag.  Customers are
reporting someone manhandling a disabled woman and mom is screaming at him.” 


Aprille hung up the mic
and threw the car into drive.  She clicked
the emergency lights on and honked her horn, causing the cars in front of her
to begin getting out of her way.  She
made it to the intersection when she looked in the rearview mirror and saw
Iolaus’s police car pulling out of the station. 
“Fuck me,” she spat, and flicked the lights back off.  


“County to
seventeen-nine?” 


“Seventeen-seven,
County.  Go ahead,” Iolaus said.  


“Complainant reports
that the vehicle is now leaving the scene. 
Tag comes back on a PA handicapped tag, registered to Ralph and Mary Polonius
of Ascot Way.” 


Aprille hit her left
turn signal, trying to turn around. 
Ascot Way was only a few streets down. 
She could head them off.  


“Seventeen-seven to
County, clear it out.” 


Aprille snatched the
radio mic and said, “Say again?” 


“Clear.  It. 
Out.” 


She threw the mic onto
the passenger side floor as Iolaus’ patrol car drove past her.  He did not slow down, and did not look in her
direction.  


***


“Is that the car?”
Frank said.  


“I think so.  I only got a quick look at it.” 


Frank lifted the
binoculars and squinted, trying to read the license plate.  The rear windows of the van were tinted, and
there were no street lights in the apartment building parking lot.  Ophelia was crammed into the corner of the
rear compartment, pushed up against the toys and coats stashed in the
back.  Frank leaned over her legs to get
a better look, but the numbers on the license plate were unreadable.  “We’re just going to have to sit here until
he comes out then.  If I can’t identify
this guy, we’re screwed.” 


“It’s cold in here,”
she said.  


“We can’t turn the car
on or it will draw attention.”  He looked
around the seats and said, “There’s a blanket up here.  Here you go.” 



It was soft and pink
and had fuzzy images of elephants on it. 
Ophelia pressed it to her face and said, “Oh my God, it smells like
babies.  I love it!” 


Now
it’s going to smell like a stripper, Frank thought.  Have to
wash that one as soon as I get home.


A man came out of the
apartment building and Frank sat up with the binoculars. “Is that him?” 


“Let me see.”  She wedged between him and the back of the
van, trying to get a better look.  “Give
me those things.”  


He handed her the
binoculars and wrapped his arms around hers to show her how to focus them.  Her rear end was pushed up against him as she
leaned forward.  “I don’t know,” she
said.  “Uh oh.” 


“Uh oh, what?” 


“He’s looking right at
us.  I think he’s coming over here.” 


“Get the fuck out of
here.”  Frank looked over her shoulder
and saw a tall man coming across the parking lot right for them.  “Shit! 
Did I lock the front doors? 
Christ.  My gun is up front.” 


The man came right up
to the window and pressed his face against it, looking in.  


Ophelia grabbed Frank
and crushed her mouth against his, sticking her tongue inside of his
mouth.  She moaned loudly and grabbed his
hands, putting them against her breasts, rubbing them in circular motions.  “Yeah, yeah, keep doing that,” she moaned.   


She bit his ear, then
bit his neck.  She sucked his chin and
scratched the front of his chest with her nails through his shirt.  She bent over in front of him and reached for
his crotch, grabbing between his legs and saying, “Are you ready for me, baby?”



The man outside the van
banged his hand on the window and said, “Get a fucking room, freaks!” 


Neither one of them
moved.  The man backed away from the van
and went back towards the apartment building. 
All they saw was the dim glow of his cellphone as he held it to his ear,
calling the police about them, no doubt. 



“Holy shit!” Frank
gasped.  


“That was fucking hot!”



“We’ve gotta get out of
here before the cops show up,” Frank said. 
“Quick, get in the front.” 


“You are a cop.  What do you care?” 


“Because I don’t want
anybody to see me waving my badge around. 
Come on.”  


He waited for her to
climb in front of him and took a minute to adjust his pants.  She spun around in the seat and said,
“Playing with yourself?”


“You wish.” 


“Come on up here and
I’ll play with it for you while you drive.” 


Frank laughed and
climbed up into the driver’s seat.  “You
shouldn’t kid around like that.  Somebody
might take you serious and cause all sorts of problems.” 


She didn’t answer.  


Frank turned the van on
and started to drive.  
















[bookmark: ten]10.  “He told me
he had this big plan for revenge, but all it turned out to be was getting me
back on the job and being a pain in the Chief’s ass.  Some plan. 
Now he’s not even in detectives anymore.” There was a pitcher of soda
next to her.  Aprille filled her third
glass and tapped her nails on the table. 
The food hadn’t arrived yet.  


“Maybe he just needs
more time to work it out.  I know he’s up
to something,” Marcus said.  “Could he be
letting you get back on your feet before he brings you into it?” 


“So I can sit around
reading policies and not responding to calls? 
I think he has no clue what to do. 
This department needs a full overhaul by the AG’s office, or some kind
of civilian oversight board.  If people
only knew what goes on there, they’d be up in arms.” 


“Not really.” 


“What do you mean, not
really?” 


“I deal with police departments
all over the East Coast, and as hard as it is to believe, your little corner of
the world is no different than any other. 
Some are worse, some are better, but the fine median line is that all of
you operate in a state of complete fuckery.” 


Aprille laughed and
said, “And here I am out to dinner with a defense attorney.  We’re all going to hell in a hand basket.” 


“A black defense
attorney, no less.” 


“You’re black?  Shit.  Now you tell me.” 


Marcus snapped his
fingers, “I normally hold off on that one until the second date.  I just felt this connection with you, so I
let my guard down.  Guess I let the cat
out of the bag.” 


Aprille shrugged,
“Well, if this all goes well, I can always convert.” 


“Get you some afro
puffs, and you could pull it off, I think.” 


Aprille leaned forward,
“Do you go to a black church?  I’ve
always wanted to go to one.” 


“What’s a black
church?  You mean with the gospel singers
and James Brown doing splits up on the pulpit?” 


“Yes!  That is exactly what I mean!” 


“Sorry.  Never went to church.  My parents were both atheists.” 


“I thought all you
people were big into church.” 


“Sorry.” 


“What the fuck,
Marcus?  Next thing you’ll be telling me
that other thing about black guys
isn’t true.  I can only take so much
disappointment in one night.” 


Marcus took a sip of
his beer and said, “That one’s true.” 


***


In the darkness, he
followed the lantern’s light.  


The rolling mist
swirled around the gas lamps hanging over the wide, empty street.  Frank looked at the blue billboard overhead
that read Piedmont Cigarettes: The
Virginia cigarette.  He kept walking,
following the man with the lantern past a closed Gulf Refining Co. and Supreme Auto Oil building made of red brick
and ornate wooden windows.  


Headlights broke
through the fog, coming directly at them. 
Frank hurried to the left to get out of the way, just as the driver of
the truck reached over and squeezed the rubber horn mounted to his driver’s
side door.  The front end of the truck
was like a Model-T, but the back was a ridiculously long flat bed with
sidewalls that read Amoroso’s Baking
Company Hearth Baked Bread and Rolls.  The
truck stopped in front of a house and the driver ran around the back to grab a
loaf of bread that he threw into a small metal box outside of the front
door.  


“What the fuck…” Frank
whispered.  


He looked up at the
street sign.  Broad Street and W. Hunting
Park Avenue.  There were no painted lines
in the road.  No barriers.  Just a wide, flat surface.  Frank watched a milk truck drive past with
the driver actually dressed in a white shirt, white pants, and white hat.  


The lantern was almost
a full block ahead of him.  Frank ran,
trying to catch up.  The man’s dark
clothing made him nearly impossible to see until the headlights from the milk truck
revealed his long woolen uniform coat and hat. 
The truck turned suddenly, heading right for him.  


Frank screamed out for
the cop to move, but there was a sickening crunch and the jolt of metal
crashing and tires screeching.  The
lantern flew into the air, spinning around and around before it shattered on
the ground.  The milk truck driver got
out of the truck, moaning, “Oh God, oh God, no! 
Why the hell weren’t you looking?” 


“Hey!” Frank
shouted.  “Hey!” 


The milk truck driver
cried out at Frank’s approach and dove back into his truck, throwing it into
gear and racing away.  “Stop, you son of
a bitch!” Frank hollered.  


“Help me.” 


The voice was a
whisper.  


“Help me.” 


It was nothing but mist
and shadow everywhere he looked.  “Where
the hell are you?” 


“Frank.  Help me.” 


“Vic!” Frank
screamed.  “Vic!  Vic! 
Vic!” 


“Hey!” Dawn said,
shoving him on the shoulder.  


Frank jerked awake,
clutching the covers around his chest. 
“Christ almighty,” he gasped.  


“You were tossing around
like crazy,” Dawn said.  “You’re covered
in sweat.  I’m soaked over here.” 


“Fuck.  I’m sorry.” 


“It’s okay.  Are you all right?” 


Frank took a deep
breath and said, “I don’t know.  I think
I’m cracking up.” 


Dawn ran her fingers
through his hair and said, “It was just a bad dream, honey.” 


“Okay.” 


“That didn’t sound very
convincing.  Tell me what’s going on.” 


“It’s too stupid to
say.” 


“Like that’s ever
stopped you before?” 


Frank laughed
lightly.  “I think Vic’s haunting me from
the grave because he wants me to do something, but I can’t.” 


“Can’t, or won’t?” 


“I don’t know.” 


“Is it something bad?” 


“That depends.” 


Dawn sighed and said,
“You have a family to think about, Frank. 
You can’t go doing something stupid just because you feel guilty.  It was a terrible accident that killed Vic,
but there was nothing you could have done. 
Look at how good you’ve been to his children since he passed.  I’m sure, if Vic was here right now, he’d
tell you how much he loves you and that he’s doing just fine.” 


Frank nodded and said,
“Okay, hon.  Thanks.”  He rolled over and thought, You don’t know that mother fucker like I do.


***


Frank handed Reynaldo
the keys to the patrol car and said, “You drive.”  He threw his duty bag into the trunk and
pointed at the hat on top of Rey’s head, “Give me that.”  Frank tossed the hat in the trunk and slammed
it shut.  He got into the passenger seat
and said, “Okay.  Now we’re ready.” 


“Officer Iolaus said I
need to have my hat on every time I get out of the police car.” 


“Why?” 


“Because I’m not in
uniform if I am not wearing it, he said.” 


“Four years ago a cop
in Maryland was killed walking up to a house for a routine alarm call.  He never saw the person who shot him because
he was busy putting on his hat.  When you
work with me, the hat stays in the trunk. 
If we’re directing traffic or something, I’ll tell you to put it on.” 


“Ok.” 


“How many arrests have
you made so far?” 


“None, sir.” 


“Tickets?” 


“Two hundred.” 


Frank looked at him and
waited, “Uh huh.  Seriously, how many?” 


“Two hundred and five,
sir.” 


“What the hell were
they for?” 


“Parking
violations.  Officer Iolaus sent me out
last week with a ticket book and told me to write as many as I could find.  I came back in two hours and needed another
book.  He sent me out four more times.” 


Frank squeezed the
bridge of his nose and shook his head. 
“Do you know why he sent you out there?” 


“Because we enforce the
parking?” 


“Because we keep the
entire fine from parking tickets.  It’s a
huge revenue booster for the Township. 
He’s trying to impress the supervisors while you’re out there walking
all over hell and creation.” 


“It made people very,
very angry too.  They came out screaming
at me.” 


“Look, any idiot can
write a traffic ticket.  Iolaus is the
kind of guy to write somebody for a red light violation on Christmas
morning.  There is a time and place for
traffic enforcement, as long as it’s done with a purpose.  You want to write people for speeding in a
school zone?  Fine.  Going around school buses?  Good. 
Running stop signs in residential areas where families walk?  Perfect. 
You want to sit on the highway and trap people doing twenty miles over
the limit, you’re working with the wrong guy, and we will not get along very
well.  Understand?” 


“I understand, Officer
O’Ryan.” 


“What’s your name?” 


“Reynaldo.” 


“Mine’s Frank.  And I need coffee.” 


***


Reynaldo pulled a stack
of manila envelopes for the Township Supervisors from his patrol bag and said,
“I have to deliver these before it gets to be too late.”  


Frank took the stack
and thumbed through them.  “I’d rather do
it in the middle of the night so we don’t have to see any of these people.” 


“Chief Erinnyes told me
that the Supervisors are complaining about someone tossing the envelopes on
their front lawn like newspapers and he wants them hand-delivered.” 


Frank’s smile widened,
“Who on earth would do such a thing?” 


“So now I have to write
up an incident report saying what time I take each envelope to each person.” 


Frank handed him the
first one and said, “A rewarding career of non-stop action and intrigue.  That’s what it said on the recruiting poster,
yeah?” 


“Recruiting poster?” 


“Just drive, Reynaldo.”



After an hour, the
deliveries were almost done.  Reynaldo
had assembled a stack of incident reports with the times of each delivery and
the names of the person he’d made the delivery to.  Frank picked up the last envelope and read
the name William Osric.  


“Mr. Osric is going to have
to wait until the morning,” Reynaldo said. 



“Why?” 


“He likes to go out in the evening.” 


“Out?” 


“To the bar.” 


“What bar?” 


Reynaldo shrugged, “I
don’t know.  Officer Iolaus said that it
was best to stay away from his house after the bars close, though.” 


Frank tapped the
envelope against his chin and said, “I’ve got a better idea.” 


***


Reynaldo wiped his eyes
and tried to stifle a yawn.  The streets
were empty and they’d spent the past hour sitting in an alleyway, watching the
VFW’s parking lot.  Finally, the doors
opened and the last customers came outside. 
Frank sat up in his seat and said, “That’s the one, the Cadillac.  Let it get out of the lot before you turn the
car on.”


“Why don’t we just give
Mr. Osric the envelope in the morning?” Reynaldo said nervously.  


The Caddy backed out
onto the street and paused, its taillights illuminating the surrounding brick
buildings.  It pulled forward slowly,
navigating the turn wide, taking too long to get righted.  “Okay, turn the car on,” Frank said.  “Once he gets out of our sight, catch up to
him.”  


“I really don’t think
this is a good idea, Frank.” 


“Let’s go,” Frank said
sharply.  “He’s got a few miles to go
before he gets home.”  They saw the Caddy
speeding ahead, and Frank said, “Match his speed for the next quarter-mile.”    


Reynaldo looked down at
the speedometer.  “Sixty-five.” 


“Perfect.” 


The Caddy braked at a
red light briefly, just long enough to bring the car to a complete stop, then
kept going through the intersection. “That’s a keeper,” Frank said.  “Hit your lights.” 


Reynaldo felt his pulse
quicken, making the vein on the side of his neck throb.  He flicked the lights and gripped the wheel
with both hands, trying to keep them from shaking.  The car in front of them did not stop.  


Frank pushed the air
horn button three times, then turned the siren on.  The Caddy stopped suddenly, making Reynaldo
slam on his brakes.  Frank jumped out of
the car and hurried toward the driver’s side, pausing long enough to push down
on the trunk of the car.  He shined his
flashlight into the car and said, “Roll down your window, sir.” 


The operator squinted
in the flashlight and said, “Who is this?” 


“License and
registration.” 


“Is that you, Frank?” 


Frank nodded and said,
“Yes it is, Mr. Osric.  Can I see your
license and registration, please?”


“Listen, I’m right down
the street from my house.  Let me just
park my car here and you guys can give me a lift the rest of the way, okay?” 


“License and
registration, sir.” 


Osric chuckled and
shook his head, “I’m not trying to be difficult.  Really, I’m not.” 


Frank stuck the
flashlight in his face and said, “Please give me your information, sir.” 


“Get that fucking
flashlight out of my face, you little shit!” 


Frank grabbed the door
handle and yanked it open.  Osric
screamed and dove across the seat, but Frank reached in and grabbed him by the
pant legs.  He gave Osric a good yank and
dragged him out of the car, sending him flat to the asphalt in one move.  Osric whimpered on the ground as Frank bent
over and handcuffed him behind his back. 
Frank caught his breath and pointed at Reynaldo, “Go into the glove box
and get Mr. Osric’s registration and insurance card, okay?  Then call for a duty tow.” 


Frank patted Osric on
the leg and told him, “Okay, time to stand up. 
Here you go.” 


“You don’t know what
you’re doing, O’Ryan.  You’re making a
huge mistake.  I can have your Chief
fired with one fucking phone call. 
What’s he gonna say when he hears about this?” 


“Mr. Osric?” Reynaldo
said.  “Mr. Osric, sir?” 


Frank stopped him and
Osric said, “What is it?” 


“I have your envelope
sir.  Would you like me to leave it in
the backseat with you?” 


Frank shook his head as
he opened the rear door and lowered Osric into the seat.  


***



“We have to call
someone, Frank.” 


“Why?” 


“To let them know what
we did.” 


“We did our job,
Ray.  We arrested a drunk driver.  What are they going to say?” 


Reynaldo bit his
thumbnail and looked out the car window without speaking.  


“What’s bothering
you?  Say what you have to say.” 


“You arrested a very
important person who knows the Chief. 
Now, he is going to blame us.  I
am still on probation, Frank.  I could
lose this job.” 


Frank held up his
thumb, “A, nobody is going to fire you for doing your job.  They might be mad, sure, but what can they
really do?  B, nobody gets a free pass
around here just because of who they are or who they know.  That’s bullshit.  Fair application of the law, Reynaldo.  That’s what we do around here.  Not staying away from somebody’s house at two
AM just because Jim fucking Iolaus is a pussy.” 


“…sucks,” Reynaldo
whispered.  


“What did you say?” 


“Nothing.” 


“It’s okay,” Frank
said.  “Say it again.” 


“I said being your
partner sucks, big time.” 


Frank laughed out loud
and said, “Buddy, you just made my night.” 
















[bookmark: eleven]11. The doctor looked at
the chart for Claude Erinnyes and shook his head, “None of this is good,
Claude.  None of it at all.” 


Erinnyes pulled on his
t-shirt and said, “I’m doing exactly what you told me to do.  The damn medicine is binding me up.” 


“You gained four pounds
since your last visit.  Are you sticking
to the diet?  Have you cut out the coffee
and alcohol?” 


“Yes.  Absolutely. 
Well, for the most part,” Erinnyes said. 
“Listen, I have obligations that I can’t just excuse myself from.  Part of my job is meeting with people from
all over for lunch and dinner.  Do you
have any idea how hard it is to eat plain grilled chicken and lettuce when
someone is forcing fries and onion rings down your throat?” 


“I’ve told you over and
over what you have to do.” 


“So schedule me for the
damn gastric bypass surgery and I’ll lose weight.” 


“Your heart can’t take
it, Claude.  Your blood pressure is
through the roof, your blood sugar is out of control, and your heart is in serious
jeopardy.” 


“Then give me a pill or
something.” 


“You’re on enough
pills, Claude.  Listen, I’m going to be
as blunt with you as I can.  You are
almost sixty years old.  You’ve been a
police officer for thirty-five years.  It
is time to retire.  Relax.  All this stress is killing you.  Ever since you became Chief, your health has
deteriorated to levels that are truly frightening.” 


“That’s your
recommendation?  That I retire?  Just when I’m finally beginning to enjoy the
fruits of all those years I suffered under one imbecile after another?  Just when I can finally see my life’s work
fulfilled?  You want me to just walk away
and hand it over to someone else?” 


“Yes,” the doctor
said.  “That is what I think you should
do.  Let it go, Claude.  Before it kills you.” 


“That’s enough.  I’m done here.  If you cannot provide me with the proper
treatment for my condition, I will find someone else who can.” 


“If that’s how you
feel, then it’s up to you.  My prognosis
stays the same though.  You need to make
a complete lifestyle change.” 


Erinnyes buttoned his
pants and said, “I like my lifestyle, boy.” 


***


The next evening, Frank
passed Reynaldo the car keys and said, “You’re on your own tonight.  I feel like shit because I had to stay up all
night with you.  I don’t care what you do
before three AM, but after that, if you make a peep on the radio I will kill
you.  Understood?” 


Reynaldo picked up the
car keys and said, “Did you get a call from the Chief today?” 


“No.  He was off, I think.  Probably doesn’t even know about it yet.” 


“Are you nervous?”


“Nope.” 


“I’m nervous.” 


“Why?” 


“I feel like I’m going
to get in trouble for it.” 


“You probably
will.  Don’t sweat it.” 


“Easy for you to say.” 


“When you stop giving a
shit, it becomes a lot better around here.” 



***


“Seventeen-cars,
burglary-in-progress.” 


Reynaldo reached for
the radio mic, having to take several breaths before he felt confident enough
to answer without his voice shaking.  “Go
ahead, County.” 


“Homeowner just
returned to find her front door kicked in. 
Unknown if occupants are still on scene.” 


Frank’s voice crackled
over the radio, “Seventeen-Eight to County. See who has a K-9 in the area.” 


“Closest one is in the
city.  They have a K-9 enroute to your
location.” 


“10-4,” Frank
said.  “Seventeen-Eight to
seventeen-ten?  Step it up.” 


“Yes, sir!” Reynaldo
said.  He jammed the gas pedal to the
floor and flipped as many switches as he could on the emergency light
console.  The car sparkled from every
angle.  Lights on the roof, lights on the
front and rear end, lights on the door frame, all of them blinking and strobing
and flickering.  A symphony of red, white
and blue.  His siren roared out through
the car’s speakers, telling people to get out of his way, get somewhere safe
because Officer Reynaldo Miguel Javier Francisco was on his way to protect and
serve.  


He came screaming
around the bend, laying rubber on the asphalt as he slammed on the brakes.  Frank was already there, running out of the
car so fast he forgot to turn off his overhead lights.  


Reynaldo parked his car
and shut everything off.  He locked the
door and drew his weapon, hurrying after Frank, who shouted, “Take the
back.”   


He hurried into the
back yard, keeping his gun trained at the large glass doors on the deck.  One of them was open.  “Seventeen-ten to seventeen-Eight.  The rear door is open as well.  Do you want me to check the backyard for the
suspect?” 


“Negative.  Stand by for the dog.” 


Reynaldo crouched down
against the wall, keeping his gun aimed toward the backyard.  There were garages and fences and swing sets
all crammed into the area by a dozen houses that backed up to one another.  Minutes later, another siren.  


The dog barked and
snarled and snapped at everyone and everything as his handler walked him toward
Reynaldo.  The officer was tall and
dark-skinned, bigger than a football linebacker.  He smiled at Reynaldo and said, “You better
back up so he don’t think you’re the bad guy. 
He chase Mexican people all day.” 
Reynaldo backed up and holstered his weapon as the K-9 officer led his
dog up the deck’s steps to inspect the open door.  The dog picked up the scent and hurried back
down the steps, flying past Reynaldo as the handler shouted, “Come on!  He’s got the scent!” 


They ran through the
yards, turning in every direction as the K-9 cop shouted, “You got something,
boy?  You got something?  Where he at? 
Find him, Lucy.  Find him!” 


The dog bolted for an
overturned canoe in one of the yards, ferociously digging and scratching at the
boat’s blue fiberglass surface.  “You got
him?  Is that where he at?”  The K-9 officer drew his gun and leaned
forward to kick the boat over with the toe of his boot.  


A young, skinny white
kid, no more than twenty years old, held up his hands and screamed, “Get away
from me!  Get away!” 


The dog went crazy,
snapping at the kid’s face.  The K-9
handler gave the dog an inch and the dog latched onto the kid’s arm, bearing
down on it with his teeth.  “Get some,
Lucy!  Get some!  There’s your treat, boy.  Get it!” 


The kid screamed and
screamed and tried to get his arm away from the dog as it ripped his shirt to
shreds and blood started to trickle out of the animal’s jaws.  Finally, the K-9 officer shouted, “That’s
enough” and the dog detached itself and sat down.  “Put your hands behind your back and don’t
move or I let him go again.”


The kid laid down on
the ground face first and put his hands behind his back, whimpering as Reynaldo
moved in to handcuff him.  “Careful you
don’t get his blood on you,” the K-9 cop said. 
“Junkies got all sorts of diseases.” 



Reynaldo yanked the kid
to his feet and picked up the microphone on his lapel and said, “Seventeen-ten
to County.  One in custody.” 


A chorus of radio
clicks followed as all the other cops on the zone signaled their
congratulations.  Reynaldo called out to
the K-9 officer, “Why is your dog named Lucy?” 


“His name is
Lucifer.  I call him Lucy to make him
sound nicer.” 


“He’s not real fucking
nice,” the kid whined.  “He bit a chunk
out of my arm!” 


The K-9 officer
chuckled and said, “Bet you don’t do that shit again though.”      


***


The next afternoon,
Frank’s police departmental phone rang.  


He’d known that it
would.  He left it on the nightstand
waiting for it to ring.  The only
surprise was that it took so long.  


“Hello?” 


“It’s Jim.  You awake?” 


“I am now.  What’s up?” 


“The Chief needs you to
come in.” 


“What for?” 


“Something happened.” 


Frank paused, trying to
understand what was being said.  Something
in the tone of Iolaus’ voice bothered him. 
“What do you mean something happened? 
Did one of our guys get hurt?”  Again, he almost said.  Please,
God.  Not again. 


“Not one of us.  A family. 
This girl…It’s real fucking bad, Frankie.” 


There it was
again.  Despair.  Frank said, “I’ll be there in fifteen
minutes,” and got up.  


***


News vans crowded the
small street from behind a line of yellow tape that stretched from sidewalk to
sidewalk.  People stood on the hoods of
their cars, chairs on their front lawns, and leaned out of their windows, all
trying to get a better look at the small house where police officers and
medical personnel crowded.  


Frank parked his car
and excused himself past the news cameras, keeping low to avoid his face being
seen.  He dropped his badge around his
neck and walked over to the group of people all gathered around Erinnyes.  Men in suits taking notes, men in tactical
gear with assault weapons slung over their shoulder, women in EMT outfits, all
of them talking at once.  The Chief
looked at Frank and said, “They’re inside. 
Take Macariah with you.  She’ll
fill you in.” 


Frank saw two EMTs
standing by the back of an open ambulance. 
Jim Iolaus was sitting on the back bumper with an oxygen mask over his
face, his face sheet-white.  “You all
right?” Frank said.  


Iolaus did not
respond.  


Aprille was standing by
the open garage door holding a clipboard. 
“Nobody’s been inside since we did the initial sweep.  The Chief wanted us to wait.” 


Frank pulled on a pair
of rubber gloves and glanced around the garage, seeing only a blue van inside
the garage with handicapped plates.  “Was
the garage open when you got here?” 


“No, but there’s
evidence on the inside of the front door and I wanted to leave it closed.” 


“Okay.”  She was excited, talking quick, bouncing up
and down.  He imagined her heart was
going a mile a minute.  “You want to stay
out here?” 


“No. Let’s just get
started, okay?” 


“Lead the way.” 


They walked up the ramp
to the garage entrance to the kitchen and Aprille pointed at the bloody
footprints in front of the refrigerator. 
“Careful where you walk.  Our doer
grabbed a drink when he was done.”  She
pointed at a brick sitting on the kitchen island and said, “There’s your murder
weapon.”   


Frank walked around the
footprints and bent down to look at the brick. 
It was covered in blood with long strands of brown hair stuck to it.  Aprille pointed down the hallway and said,
“There’s victim number two.”  


He saw her feet
first.  Bare.  Dirty. 
She was facedown, her nightdress pulled up to her hips.  Her thick, veiny legs were hairy and
pale.  Large green underpants, soiled in
the middle, post mortem.   Both of her arms were outstretched toward the
door.  More bloody footprints by the
door, and blood covering the door handle. 
The back and right side of the woman’s head was caved in.  The bones of her skull were pulverized and
chunks of brain tissue spiraling out of the wounds like bouncy snakes in a can
from a child’s toy.  


There was a long smear
of blood connecting the woman to the first step on the staircase that lead down
from the second floor, going several feet across the floor to where she laid,
her tangled brown hair soaking in the red gore. 
  


Frank walked around the
woman, heading for the stairs.  There was
a fan of blood spattered on the wall at head level.  “Here’s where she took the first hit.”  He walked beside the smear on the floor and
saw two bloody footprints on either side of the top of the woman’s head,
partially covered by her arms.  “Tough
lady.  She was still going after
him.  Looks like he stood over her right
here and finished her off.”    


“She had a reason,”
Aprille said quietly.  


Frank looked upstairs
and said, “You want to stay down here?” 


Aprille shook her
head.  


There was a long metal
rail along the bottom of the steps that lead up to a handicapped chair lift
mounted at the top.  Frank grabbed the
handrail and vaulted over the first four steps to avoid stepping in the blood.  He reached his hand down to Aprille and said,
“Come on, I’ll pull you up.” 


“We already walked
through all this when we first got here. 
We thought the guy was still in the house.”  


Frank headed up the
staircase toward the upstairs hallway and stopped.


There was an open
doorway to the first bedroom on the right. 
It was dark except for a Mickey Mouse nightlight.  There were balloons and stickers covering the
door.  Kayla’s Room was written on the middle of a heart-shaped plaque on
the door.  


Frank pushed the door
open slowly, seeing the motionless figure sitting in a wheelchair in the center
of the room, her head covered by a red-soaked Disney Fairy Princess pillowcase.  


Her legs and arms were
atrophied from never being used.  There
were straps around the arms and legs, holding her in place.  Her head was slumped forward against her
chest and blood dripped out of the bottom of the pillowcase.  Frank stared at the body without moving.  “Did you already…” 


“Photograph it?”
Aprille said.  “Yeah.  Before you got here.” 


“Okay,” he
whispered.  


He reached for the
pillowcase and slowly started to peel it up from Kayla’s head, revealing it a
little at a time.  He had to reach in and
unstick her long blonde hair from the inside of the fabric.  


Aprille came around
Frank’s side and said, “He hit her three times.” 


“Yeah.” 


“Do you think she felt
anything after the first one?” 


“No, probably not.” 


“How can you know?” 


“I’m pretty sure,”
Frank said. 


“Are you just saying
that to make me feel better?” 


Frank looked at her, then
back at the crippled dead girl in front of them, imagining the terror she felt
when the pillowcase went over her face, covering the only part of her body that
worked, the only thing she was physically aware of.  Her ability to see, to hear, to smell, all
suddenly eliminated while she sat there defenseless.  Strapped down.  Crippled. 


“Frank?”  


“I’m going to kill this
man,” Frank whispered. 


“Okay, buddy.”  Aprille patted him on the back, “Let’s just
cool downl.” 


“You don’t
understand.  I really am.” 



















[bookmark: twelve]12.
“Chief, do you have any leads on the whereabouts of Ralph Polonius?” 


Erinnyes pushed past
the sea of reporters and said, “Nothing I can share at this time.” 


“Have you had previous
contacts with the Polonius family?  Anything
that might have indicated something was wrong?” 


“Our departmental
records show one call a few days ago.  A
reported domestic in the parking lot of a store, but they were gone prior to
our officer’s arrival.” 


“Is Ralph Polonius a
suspect in the homicide of his wife and daughter?” 


“We certainly want to
speak with him.  Now excuse me, I have to
get back to the station.” 


Jim Iolaus watched the
Chief’s car drive away, just as the coroner’s people came through the front
door.  The gurney’s wheels dropped down
on the hard cement porch, followed by a chorus of cameras flashing from behind
the yellow police tape.  The large figure
in the body bag was strapped down under bright yellow nylon straps.  It took four people to roll her down the
incline of the front yard toward the driveway. 
Nobody wanted to ditch the body in front of so many cameras, so they
moved slowly.  


The next group came
through the door with the second gurney. 
The figure inside the bag was much smaller, really just the size of a
child.  Iolaus bent down between his
knees and vomited onto the street.  Acid
filled his stomach until tears dribbled down his cheeks, and as he spat the
rest of it out and looked up, some ignorant fucker took a picture.  


***



“Hello?” 


“Dawn, it’s me.” 


“You’re up early,” she
said.  “Couldn’t sleep?” 


“I got called into
work.  We had a pretty bad incident
here.” 


“So now the Chief decides you can do more
than just write speeding tickets?” 


“I guess so,” Frank
said.  “Anyway, the guy that did it needs
to get caught, so I’m going up to look for him. 
I think he might be up in Potter County.” 


“Where’s that?” 


“Far, far away.  I probably won’t be home tonight.” 


There was silence on
the other end.  


“What?” 


“Are you meeting with
that CI again, Frank?”


“…which CI?” 


“The girl. 
The one you told me about.  The
one you’ve been going out to see at her work and coming home smelling like
perfume and cigarettes.” 


“She works at a bar,
hon.  I told you that.  And no, I’m not working on that case.  I’m going to Potter County to look for a
homicide suspect.” 


Again, no answer. 


“Go online and check
the local news, honey.  They were all
over the place.  You’ll see what I’m
talking about.  This guy killed his wife
and crippled daughter.” 


“So why are they
sending you after making you a patrolman again?” 


“Because they are,”
Frank said.  “Do you really think I’m
cheating on you?” 


“You’ve been going out
at night on all sorts of weird hours. 
Taking our van instead of a police car. 
Meeting up with some girl.  It’s
got me wondering.” 


“Listen, I didn’t get
much sleep and have seen some things today that I’m not going to forget for a
long time.  Now I have to drive four
hours to go to East Bumblefuck to find this douche bag and try not to put a bullet
in his brain.  Can you cut me some
goddamn slack, please?” 


“Fine.  Consider it done.” 


The phone line went
dead.  Frank tossed it across the car and
followed the signs for the turnpike.  


***


Trees. 


Cowshit.  


Crickets.  


Cornfields. 


All populated Frank’s
senses simultaneously as he looked down at the tiny town below the
freeway.  It looked to be the size of a
postage stamp.  Smaller, even.  Frank looked at his watch.  It wasn’t even eight p.m. and everything was
closed.  Even the one gas station on the
main road.   


Frank drove down into
the valley and navigated the dusty, unpaved roads until he passed the dark gas
station and headed into town.  There were
two traffic signals, just blinking single lights strung across the
intersections that flashed yellow.  Frank
stopped to find a street sign, but there weren’t any.  “What the hell,” he whispered.  


He kept going, past a
barber shop and a Radio Shack.  Finally,
he saw a sign for the municipal services building and police department and
pulled into the parking lot.  The
municipal services building was a small, glass-faced storefront sitting beside
the town bakery.  He looked around for
the police department but only found a trailer in the back of the parking
lot.  Finally, he took another look at
the trailer and saw the name, Cole Clayton,
Chief of Police stenciled across the door. 
“You have got to be kidding me,” Frank said.  


He heard someone
talking inside the trailer and knocked several times until the door
opened.  Frank held up his badge, “Chief Clayton?”



A skinny, annoyed
looking man with a thin-mustache said, “Naw. 
He don’t work nights.  How can I
help you?” 


“I’m trying to find out
information on a homicide suspect.” 


“Okay,” the officer
said. 


“So…can I come in?” 


“Okay,” the officer
said.  He got up and cleared a pizza box
off of the couch, then went back to his computer.  He picked up a black headset and put it back
on his head, then immediately began typing on the keyboard.  “Sorry about that, I had to answer the door.”



Frank sat down on the
couch, seeing that the officer was playing a computer game and cursing every
time the enormous Orc he was controlling got hit by an effeminate looking wood
sprite.  Frank tapped his fingers on his
case file and waited.  Finally, he said,
“Hey, is someone around who can help me?” 


“Hang on,” the officer
said over his shoulder.  


Frank stood up, “I’ll
just come back.” 


“I said to hang on one
freaking minute!  Christ!”  The officer threw off his headset and rolled
his chair over to the radio sitting on the countertop.  He pressed the microphone and said, “Chief,
you there?” 


After a moment, the
radio crackled, “Go ahead.” 


“You got a visitor who
say he need information on a homicide suspect.”


“Is that right?  Send him around the homestead and I’ll see
what I can do for him.” 


“All right.”  The officer turned around and said, “I’m not
even supposed to be working tonight.  I
told the Chief I had a very important match to play and he said I could just
sit here and cover the desk.  Now that’s
all shot to hell, thank you very much.” 


“Well, I appreciate
it,” Frank said.  “How do I get to the
Chief’s house?” 


“Keep going that way
until you come to the first white picket fence and turn left.  It’s four doors down.” 


“Thanks again,” Frank
said.  “Good luck with your fairy, or
whatever you were fighting.  She looked
tough.” 


The officer grabbed his
headset and slammed the door behind Frank with a thud and a quick turn of the
lock.  


***


The man sat on his
front porch, rocking back and forth in a chair. 
He had short cropped grey hair and a thin goatee with blue eyes, razor
sharp enough to make Frank stop at the edge of the driveway.  God
knows what they do to intruders around here, he thought.  “Are you Chief Clayton?”       


“Yes, I am.” 


Frank shut his door and
showed him his badge and case file, “Is it too late for me to be bothering you
like this?  I can try and come back
tomorrow if you want.” 


“Not at all,” the Chief
said.  He held out his hand, “Name’s Cole.  Welcome to my home.” 


“I’m Frank.”  He showed him the case file and said, “I’m
investigating a homicide, and while I was searching the premises, I found a
utility bill for a residence out here.  I
was wondering—”


“How far you drive
today?” 


“About two hundred
miles.  I came straight from the scene.” 


“You want to use the
bathroom?” 


“Actually that would be
amazingly fantastic.  Do you mind?” 


“Go ahead in.  It’s the second door on the left.” 


Frank looked into the
door and saw a woman standing in the kitchen, “I won’t scare your wife walking
into the house like that?” 


“Son, I started
carrying a gun when I met that woman because I seen what she can do to with a
knife.  Go ahead in.” 


Frank knocked politely
on the door and let himself in.  Cole
turned around in his seat and yelled, “Honey, fix Frank up some coffee and
supper!  He come all the way from
Philadelphia in one shot.” 


“All right,” she
said.   


Frank nodded politely
at Mrs. Clayton, and she said, “You hungry for anything in particular?” 


“No, ma’am.  Last thing I ate was a Wendy’s hamburger at
noon.” 


“Go ahead and get
washed up then.  I’ve got just the thing
for you.” 


***


Frank picked up one of
the ribs and gnawed on it.  “This is
delicious.” 


Cole pointed to the
plate in Frank’s lap, “Everything on that plate is from a five
mile-radius.  Them ribs are from cattle
over on the Bower’s farm.  The coleslaw
and beans are homemade from what my neighbor grows.  She put some egg on there too?  Those are from my chickens out back.  We got so many damn eggs she’s making me eat
them morning, noon and night.”


Frank stopped talking
to keep eating, making tiny grunting noises when the Chief spoke just to be
polite.  


“I take it you met
Bill.  The one who sent you over here?” 


Frank nodded.  


“Was he an asshole?” 


Frank tried not to
smile and shrugged slightly, “He was tied up with something.  I just think he wasn’t expecting
company.”  


Cole shook his head,
“I’m kind of stuck with the runts of the litter around here.  Anybody worth a damn runs off and joins the
State Police.  I have to make do with
what I’m given.” 


Frank wiped off his
mouth and said, “Honestly, I thought you guys would be covered by the State
Police at night.  That’s what most of the
smaller police departments outside of our county do.” 


“We used to be,” Cole
said.  “Then me and the local barracks
had a falling out over an investigation. 
Some asshole was cooking meth up in the hills and dumping the chemical
byproducts in the nearest stream.  We
caught on when people started getting sick. 
Turns out the State Police narcotics boys were sitting on this house for
over a year, gathering intel, making all sorts of overtime.  I raised holy hell and told them what was
what.  Now I’m always struggling to keep
somebody in that damn trailer on the overnights.” 


“That sucks,” Frank
mumbled.  A bit of meat fell out of his
mouth, but he caught it and ate it again. 
“This is the best food I’ve ever eaten in my life.” 


Cole patted him on the
back and said, “Eat up.  There’s plenty
more.  When you’re done, we’ll go into my
office and see what I can dig up on your suspect.” 


***


There was a
yellow-painted brick mounted on a plaque above Cole’s desk, hanging beside a
framed certificate from the FBI National Academy.  “You went to the National Academy?” 


Cole put on a pair of
bifocals and leaned forward to squint at his computer screen, “Yes,
indeed.  Working on my master’s degree
from the University of Pittsburgh too.  I
do online courses mainly, but there’s a satellite campus about an hour
away.”  Cole turned and looked up at him,
“You thought we were a bunch of podunk hicks out here in the boondocks, didn’t
you?” 


“No,” Frank said.  “I bet things really changed for you folks
when the invention of flight finally reached you out here last year.”  


Cole smiled and said,
“Hand me that file of yours so we can track this rascal down.”


The Chief’s fingers
flew over his computer as he logged into the town’s financial records, bills of
sale, and courthouse records.  “I’m
running a search for anything related to the name Polonius.  Luckily it’s not too common around here.” 


“We get all sorts of
goofy names around my way,” Frank said. 
“My chief’s name is Claudius
Erinnyes.  He was born to be a
flaming dickwad.” 


“Language, boys,” Mrs. Clayton
called out from the next room.   


Frank felt his cheeks
go hot.  “Sorry, ma’am!”   


Cole went to the
kitchen and came back with two beers.  He
handed one to Frank, but Frank said, “I shouldn’t in case I gotta go get this
guy tonight.” 


Cole dropped the beer
in his hands and said, “It’s darker than the devil’s hind quarters out there in
the mountains this time of night, son. 
All you’d do is get yourself lost, or hurt, or worse.  Let’s triangulate this knucklehead’s position
and give ourselves a proper advantage.” 


“Know any good motels
around here?” 


“Nope.” 


“Can I sleep in the
police department’s parking lot?” 


“Nope.” 


“Okay.” 


“Honey?” Cole called
out.  “Get Jesse’s room ready for a
guest, if you don’t mind?”


“Ok.  Can it wait till my show is over?” 


“Course it can.”  Cole cracked his beer open and said, “My boy
Jesse’s over in Europe.” 


“In the military?” 


“Nah.  I thought he’d go into the Army like his old
man, but he’s got brains.  He’s in Spain
right now, teaching English to young mamacitas.  His mom misses him like crazy, though.” 


Frank looked down at
the beer in his hands and chuckled. 
Miller Lite.  The good stuff.  



















[bookmark: thirteen]13. Apparently nobody
needed alarm clocks in Potter County because at six o’clock the next morning,
everything suddenly woke up.  It wasn’t
just the roosters.  It wasn’t just the
horses and cows.  It was everything, both
living and mechanical.  Tractors, trucks,
table saws, and more.  It was people
walking around outside hollering, “Hey, Cole! 
How you doing?” and Cole hollering back, “Can’t complain, Roy.  How’s the crops looking?” 


Frank looked for his
clothes on the floor and saw that they’d been laundered and folded on the back
of a chair near the bed.  He got dressed
and found Mrs. Clayton in the kitchen, “Thanks for everything again,
ma’am.  I don’t know what to say.” 


“You came up here to
get rid of a bad man, isn’t that enough, honey?” she said.  “You hungry?” 


“I wasn’t until the
moment I walked in here.  I’m going to
send my wife out here for cooking lessons.” 


She smiled and said, “Cole’s
out on the porch reading the newspaper. 
Here, take some coffee.” 


Frank carried his mug
onto the porch and squinted in the early sun. 
The wheat field across the street swayed in the light breeze, like a
gently rippling sea of amber.  Cole held
up a piece of paper and said, “I found your boy.  There’s a small house not too far away that
belonged to a Ronald Polonius.  Old
Ronald P. kicked the bucket in a car accident seven years ago, but somebody’s
been paying the taxes in his name ever since.” 



“That’s good news.” 


“No it ain’t.  He’s a mile outside my jurisdiction, in the
unincorporated part of the County. 
That’s State Police’s territory.” 


“Shit.  Does that mean we need to call them?” 


“Supposed to.  They’ll be here in about twelve hours with a
SWAT team.”  


“How far is he from us
right now?” 


“About fifteen
minutes.” 


Frank leaned against
the porch post and sipped his coffee. 
“Okay.  Just show me the way, and
I’ll go get him by myself.  You won’t
have to worry about it.” 


Cole looked up at him,
one eye closed in the sun.  “That how you
boys do it down there in the big city? 
Stop being lawmen when it’s convenient?” 


“Only some of us,
Chief.  Not all.” 


“Good.  Follow me around the back.”  Cole led him to a small shed behind the house
with an electronic lock on the door.  He
punched in a code and pulled the heavy steel door open.  Frank looked in and whistled at the racks of
assault rifles, body armor, and night-vision goggles lined up along the
walls.  “We had trouble with a local militia
a while back.  I got some grant money out
of it and spent it on repurposed military ordnance.”  


Frank picked up a black
M4 Carbine rifle with a red holographic site display attached to the gun’s
frame.  Cole handed Frank a bullet proof
vest and a stack of rifle magazines and said, “Let’s go catch us a bad guy.”   


***


Aprille Macariah
knocked on the glass window and held up her badge.  “I’m here for the autopsies.”  


The secretary nodded
and buzzed her in.  She followed the
secretary through the alley of cubicles toward a secured door at the rear of
the office.  The secretary swiped her ID
card at the sensor, and the lock deactivated. 
“Just go down that hallway, toward the autopsy room.  They’re in there waiting for you.” 


There were windows
along the walls, but when she knocked on one, both men inside the room waved
for her to come in.  They were dressed in
surgical scrubs with face masks and hair covers.  Both of them had on long smocks and booties
over their shoes.  The floor was polished
and lined with drains.  “Have you ever
done this before?” the coroner said. 


“No.” 


“Did you bring a
camera?”  


Aprille pulled it out
of her back pocket and showed him. 


“Excellent.  We’re going to bring the first specimen
in.  Once we uncover her, take a few
overall shots, and then when we begin the external examination, I will nod each
time I want you to document my findings.” 


“Okay,” Aprille
said.   


“Make sure you stand
back during the cutting phase.  It can
get messy.  How is your sense of smell?”


“Pretty good,” she
said.  


The coroner smiled
thinly.   


The assistant wheeled
in Mary Polonius’ body and yanked the white sheet off of her.  She was nude under the harsh lights, every
inch of her body exposed and unprotected, undignified.  Her facial features were distorted with most
of the bones shifted from the pounding of the brick on her skull.  The bruises covering her eyes had not gone
down, making her look like a bullfrog or a dazzled prizefighter.  Her mouth was open slightly and her tongue
stuck out.  It was grey.  Her lips were purple.  


Aprille snapped
photographs of the woman’s body from head to toe, taking pictures of Mary’s
feet, her ankles, her shins, and thighs. 
The coroner tugged Mary’s legs apart and opened her labia with his
fingers, waving for Aprille to come closer and take a photograph.  “No signs of sexual trauma.”  He looked at his assistant, “That’s nice to
see every once in a while, yeah?” 


When they reached the
top of her head, Aprille began snapping multiple photographs, trying to get the
injuries from every possible angle. 
“Don’t wear yourself out on that. 
We’ll get a much better view of the injuries after I remove her scalp,”
the coroner said.  


Aprille stopped
photographing as the coroner picked up a scalpel.  “Okay, time to step back.” 


He covered up Mary’s
face with a blue towel and made three quick incisions along her torso, cutting
her in a Y that went from each shoulder to meet in the center of her breastbone
and straight down her stomach.  


Within seconds, she was
opened up.  They deconstructed the woman
with the precision of auto mechanics. 
They popped her hood, dug into her engine, and started stripping her
parts.  They used scalpels and saws.  Mary’s innards leaked through their fingers
and splattered the floor.   


Two hours later, they
were spraying down the metal autopsy table, washing the leftover chunks of Mary
Polonius down into the drain.  The
assistant set a bag full of Mary’s organs back inside of her empty chest cavity
and rolled her out of the room.  The
coroner looked at Aprille and said, “How you holding up?” 


It smelled like a
slaughterhouse.  It smelled like spoiled
meat and wet, rotting vegetation.  It
made her eyes sting.  “I’m fine,” Aprille
said hoarsely.  “No big deal.  Let’s just keep moving.” 


“Bring in the second
specimen,” the coroner said.  


They uncovered Kayla
and straightened out her crooked limbs, making notes about her deformities and
underdeveloped genitalia for their medical records.  Just a
girl, Aprille thought.  Just a young, fragile thing who’d never
known anything, really.  Not even
walking.  


She thought about the
Mickey Mouse nightlight in the bedroom. 
Innocent.  As innocent as the
fairy princesses on the pillowcase her father threw over her head right before
he bashed her brains in.  


Don’t
cut her open, she thought.  She wanted to grab the cart and run out of
the room, to take the body somewhere else, somewhere pleasant and peaceful and
not some fucking sterilized laboratory with saws and knives and scales and
plastic biohazard bags.  


Don’t
cut her open.  


But they did.  They cut into her small body and unzipped her
like a winter jacket, and all Aprille could do was watch.  


***


Cole stopped his truck
a half mile down from the nearest driveway and said, “That’s it up ahead.  We’ll go in on foot.  Stay low and follow me.” 


Frank grabbed his M4
and closed the truck door quietly, letting it catch without fully
shutting.  Cole ducked into the brush,
moving from tree to tree for cover. 
Frank copied his movements and came up behind him.  The house was only fifty yards away.  A small one-story shack with a wood stove and
rotting wood on the porch and windows. 
Frank tapped Cole on the shoulder and showed him the trash cans sitting
at the end of the driveway.  “Where’s his
car?” Frank whispered.    


“Don’t know.  From here on in, you cover me while I
advance, and I’ll do the same.  Keep an
eye on those windows.  He might try and
snipe us.”  


Frank lifted his rifle
and painted each window on the house with the tiny red hologram in the sight
display.  Cole made it to the corner of
the house closest to them and waved for Frank to hurry up.  Frank raced forward, running to get back to Cole’s
side.  “Okay,” Cole said, taking several
deep breaths.  “We go to the front door
together and stack up.  I’ll break right
and you break left.  As soon as we clear
that room, we’ll regroup.”  


Both of them walked in
low crouches, keeping their weapons ready. 
Cole ducked under the wide living room window and said, “Watch
that!”  


Frank turned and lifted
his rifle, keeping his finger near the trigger. 
Cole leaned over the porch and pulled open the screen door, then closed
it again and came back to Frank.  “His
car’s along the side of the house.  I
just saw it.  He’s definitely here.” 


Frank felt sweat
leaking into his eyes from his hair.  He
nodded and said, “I’m ready when you are.” 


Cole went back to the
screen door and pulled it open slowly and quietly.  He tried for the door handle, and it was
locked.  “Son of a bitch,” he said.  “We’re gonna have to do this the old
fashioned way.  Come on.”  


“I’ll do it,” Frank
said. 


“What do you mean?”


“I mean I’ll do
it.  He’s my guy, and this is my mess to
clean up.  I’ll go in first.” 


Frank’s hands were
shaking so much the gun was rattling.  He
chalked it up to adrenaline.  He moved
around Cole and grabbed the screen door, leaning back on one foot and about to
kick when it occurred to him that he hadn’t talked to Dawn since their
fight.  


He’d tried to call her
once he reached Potter County, but there was no cell service.  


He hadn’t wished the
girls goodnight.  


Cole clapped his hand
on Frank’s shoulder and said, “Whatever the hell it is you’re thinking about
right now, put it out of your mind, boy. 
Kick that door in and let’s go.” 


Frank reared forward
and blasted the door open with the heel of his boot, sending it crashing into
the kitchen wall.  “Police department!”
Frank bellowed, racing inside the kitchen and crouching low with his weapon
raised.  


“Ralph Polonius, you
are under arrest!” Cole shouted.  


“Kitchen’s clear,”
Frank said.  


“On my six,” Cole
said.  He moved forward and stopped at
the living room threshold.  There were
rifles leaned up against each window. 
Each of them scoped, each of them ready to go.  “Holy shit. 
He was waiting on us.  Where the
hell is he?” 


Cole moved toward the
bathroom with his rifle raised, and Frank opened a small door in the
hallway.  “There’s a basement!” Frank
shouted.  


“Give me a minute to
look in the bathroom,” Cole said.  


Frank squinted down
into the darkness and saw light flicker. 
He bent low and raised his rifle, seeing something holding a
lantern.  


He started down the
steps slowly, feeling the loose boards bend under his weight.  They were loose enough to vibrate even as he
stood there, trying to see into the dark. 
The lantern’s light was dim and flickering like a candle, as if the oil
inside of it had nearly gone out.  


Frank looked down to
take another step but shouted in fright at the sight of a man’s leg sticking up
from the floor.  He bent down to see that
it was Ralph Polonius, face down on the basement floor.  Ralph’s neck was twisted at an unnatural
angle, bent up so that he was looking back at Frank over his right
shoulder.  Flies landed on his open eyes
and small white maggots spilled out of his nostrils. 


“Where are you?” Cole
called out from the living room. 


“Down here.  I found him,” Frank said.  He looked up at the figure holding the
lantern, backed against the far wall of the basement.  The light was nearly out, casting a golden
halo over the muddy walls and pool of black slime under Ralph Polonius’ head
before it finally went out.    


“Are you serious?  He’s down there?”  Cole reached into his pocket for a flashlight
and aimed it down at the body.  There was
a shotgun on the basement floor, a foot from where Ralph lay.  


Cole came down the
steps and aimed his flashlight around the empty basement.  “No circuit breaker, no supplies.  Not even a damn door.  What the hell was he coming down here for?” 


“He heard something,”
Frank said.  “Or saw something.  He was coming down to check it out with his
gun, when he must have slipped and fell.”


“Lord, have mercy,” Cole
said.  “Lucky for us, yeah?” 


 Frank bit his lip and said, “Yeah.  Pretty damn lucky.”    


 



















[bookmark: fourteen]14. “Those state police
boys were madder than hornets, weren’t they?” 


Frank chuckled and
said, “I thought they were gonna try and lock us up for breaking and entering.”



Cole shrugged and said,
“Wouldn’t be the first time.  Probably
won’t be the last, neither.  Hey, there’s
something I want to ask you.  You see how
it is out here.  The kind of help I
got.  If you don’t mind me saying so, you
don’t seem real happy with the situation back home, with your Chief and all.” 


“That’s one way to put
it.” 


“How would you like to
come work for me?” 


“Is there enough room
for another person in that trailer?” 


Cole winced and said,
“I know, I know, it’s not much.  You all
probably got much better stuff back home. 
But these are good people and I’m getting a little long in the
tooth.  I could use a hand, is what I’m
saying.” 


Frank looked out the
truck’s windows at the tall trees and quiet, country road.  “My wife hates
the woods, Chief.  She’s a city girl.” 


“It’s a good place to
raise a family.  Shoot, the way my wife
loves little ones, you wouldn’t ever need a babysitter.” 


Frank nodded.  “Honestly, and I mean this, there is nothing
I’d rather do right now.  But I’m not the
one who needs to be convinced.  Can I
think it over and see what my wife says?” 


“Of course,” Cole
said.  “It’s a big decision.” 


“What’s the starting
salary?” 


“Twenty-four thousand a
year.  But with your experience and all,
I can probably get you up to twenty-five.” 


“Oh.” 


“What’s your salary
back home?” 


“Seventy-two thousand.”



“Seriously?” 


“Yeah.  I’m sure with cost of living and all, it
evens out.” 


“I guess,” Cole
said.  “And out here, you’d never have to
buy eggs.” 


***



Chief Erinnyes looked
out of his living room’s bay window and frowned.  Iolaus was late.


“Don’t forget to pick
up your prescriptions today, Claude.  And
call your doctor.  You need another
follow up appointment with the heart specialist.”


Erinnyes shouted
“Okay,” up the steps.  


“Did you check your
blood sugar this morning?” 


“Yes.” 


“How was it?” 


“Fine.” 


“Bring me home some
broccoli from the store.  I’ll make it
for dinner.” 


“I’m not coming home
for dinner.  I’ve got the Chief’s banquet
tonight.” 


His wife came to the
top of the steps, “I don’t think you should go. 
There’s going to be all kinds of food and liquor there.  With your medicine, it isn’t a good idea.” 


“I’ll be fine,”
Erinnyes said.  He saw the police SUV
pull into his driveway and spun on his feet, fixing his hat to the top of his
head.  “I’ve got to go.  Have a nice day,” he called out as he shut
the door behind him.  He stood in front of
the door, waiting for Iolaus to stop and get out.  It wasn’t Iolaus.  


Reynaldo stopped the
car too far down the driveway and sat there, waiting.  Erinnyes sighed and walked toward the
car.  He opened the passenger side door
and saw it was filled with equipment. 
“You want to ride in the front, sir?” Reynaldo said.  


“Get this shit out of
my way,” Erinnyes said.  


Reynaldo grabbed his
bags of gear and hurried around the back of the car to toss them into the rear
hatch.  Erinnyes pulled himself up into
the seat and sat down, rocking the vehicle back and forth.  Reynaldo jumped into his seat and turned to
face the Chief with a quick salute, “Good morning, sir.  I’m sorry I’m late.  I had trouble finding the house.” 


“Where’s Iolaus?” 


“He went home sick.” 


“Typical,” Erinnyes
sniffed.  “Did the supervisors get their
mail last night?” 


“Yes, sir.  I dropped all of the envelopes off before I
came to get you.” 


“Good.”  


“Can I ask you a
question, sir?  Will we ever have a K-9
unit?” 


Erinnyes cocked an
eyebrow at him, “Why in the world would I want one?”   


Reynaldo shrugged, “I
think they would be useful.” 


“Hold that thought.”  Erinnyes pulled his phone off of his belt and
dialed, expecting another automated message, but this time it actually rang. 


“Hey, Chief,” Frank
said. 


“It is about time you
answered the phone.” 


“I didn’t have any
phone service up north.  Looks like I’m
finally getting closer to civilization.” 



“The State Police
contacted me and told me our suspect is dead.” 


“That’s correct.” 


“What time will you be
back in the area?” 


Frank looked at his
GPS, “It says by ten.  I’ve been driving
since six.”  


“Good.  I want your report on my desk by noon.” 


“Uh…I need to stop home
first.  I haven’t seen or talked to my
wife or kids in two days.  I’ll come in
later on.” 


“I wasn’t asking,
Frank.  You will report to work
immediately and you will have the report done by noon.  Am I clear?” 


“Not really.  The bad guy’s dead.  Case closed. 
I found bloody clothing in the trash cans that the State is having
analyzed to match the victims.  This
isn’t some sort of mystery, Claude.  It’s
open and fucking shut, and I’m gonna go see my kids.”  


The phone line went
dead.  


Erinnyes turned to
Reynaldo and said, “Dogs cost a lot of money, you know.” 


“I will write as many
parking tickets as you could possibly need, sir.” 


Erinnyes nodded and
said, “You might be on to something.  There’s
other things a smart, aggressive young man can do to help himself in this
police department, Reynaldo.  I want you
to pick me up tomorrow at seven am. 
Sharp.  With the front seat
clear.  We’ll talk more about it
then.”  


A smile stretched
across Reynaldo’s face and the Chief said, “By the way, do you have a
cellphone?” 


***


Dawn stood at one of
the bank teller’s stations, waiting on a customer.  Frank stood by the door, one hand in his
pocket, the other holding a heavy plastic bag. 
She glanced at him and held up her finger, then finished counting the
rest of the customer’s money.  Frank
watched her close down her drawer and stepped outside, looking up into the
clear, bright sky.  


The door opened behind
him, and Dawn said, “Hey, stranger.” 


He turned and she
grabbed him by the shoulders, planting a kiss on him. “I am sorry,” she
said.  “It was all over the news and all
anybody’s been talking about in here for days. 
It must have been terrible.  And
I’m sorry I thought you were cheating on me.” 


“It’s okay,” he
said.  “That girl is a stripper.  I lied to you
about that, and I’m sorry.  But I wasn’t
cheating.” 


Dawn folded her arms
across her chest and said, “Anything else?” 


“No.  I really was in Potter County looking for the
bad guy.”   


“Was he dead when you
found him?” 


“Yeah,” Frank sighed.


“You say it like it’s a
bad thing, though.” 


Frank shrugged, “I was
looking forward to meeting him, I guess.” 


Dawn nodded, “Well,
maybe it’s for the best then.  What’s in
the bag?” 


“The Chief I stayed
with up there wouldn’t let me leave without all this.  It’s from his garden.  And a few of their neighbor’s gardens.  You hungry?” 


“I just ate Taco
Bell.  That was nice of him, though.  I can’t imagine Fat Fuck doing that.”


“No,” Frank
laughed.  “He ordered me to come straight
to work to do the damn report.  I told
him I had to come see you guys though.” 


“Are you going to get
in trouble?” Dawn said. 


“Who cares?  I haven’t seen my little girls in two
days.  The goddamn report can wait.” 


“He just demoted you,
Frank.  What’s he going to do next if you
keep pissing him off?” 


“You know what?” Frank
said.  “I’m tired of living like
this.  I’m tired of taking orders from
these people.  I want to make a change.” 


“Like what?  You want to come work at the bank?  You can make eleven dollars an hour to
start.  We can pay half our mortgage and
feed one child on that.  The other one we
can donate to science or something.” 


“Not funny,” Frank
said.  “The Chief up there offered me a
job, you know.  We could get away from
all this.  Be around decent people.”  He lifted the bag and shook it, “We could eat
a lot of vegetables, Dawn!  A lot of
freaking good organically grown vegetables.”    


Dawn laughed gently and
said, “This is who we are, Frank.  This
is where we live and work and where the girls go to school.  Maybe instead of trying to run away, you
should try and figure out a way to make it better here.” 


“There’s only one thing
that could make this place better,” Frank said. 
He handed her the bag of vegetables and said, “I’m going to be home late
tonight.” 


***


Aprille Macariah leaned
close to the mirror and checked her makeup. 
Her long earrings sparkled in the bedroom light.  She sprayed perfume on her neck and dabbed it
on her wrists, checking her profile in the mirror from each side.  “Not bad,” she said.  


The doorbell rang.  Aprille looked at her watch in surprise and
headed for the door.  “You’re half an
hour early!” she said as she pulled the door open.  


Dez Dolos held up a
bottle of red wine and showed her the label, “Cotes du Rhone, Reserve
Chartreuse de Bonpas, bottled in 2007.  A
peace offering.” 


“What are you doing
here?” 


“I came to check up on
you after that homicide.  I heard you
went to the autopsies and figured you could use a friend.” 


“We aren’t friends, Dez.  You made that perfectly clear before.” 


“I fucked up.  You have no idea how sorry I am for
that.  All I came to do is talk it out
with you over a few glasses of wine.  If
that means we get a little closure, then so be it.  You’ll never hear from me again.” 


“I have plans,” she
said. 


“Okay,” he sighed.  “I’m going away in a few days, so it might be
a while before you hear from me again.” 
He held out the wine and said, “You can keep this.” 


Aprille took the wine
and looked at him.  Neither of them
moved.  Finally she sighed and said,
“Hang on.  Come in and sit down but don’t
say anything.”  


Dez shut the door
behind him and sat on the couch.  He
listened to Aprille dial a number from the kitchen and say, “Marcus?  I just got called in to work.  I’m so sorry. 
Some sort of emergency.  I
know.  I know.  Can I make it up to you?  Okay. 
Listen, I will call you back when I get settled in.”  


Aprille hung up the
phone and came back.  She kicked off her
shoes and sat down on the couch, ignoring Dez’s sly smile.  “You wanted to talk,” she said.  “This better be good.” 


“I love you.  I always have.  Always will. 
I should have been man enough to own up to it before.  Even if you don’t take me back, it won’t
change anything.”  


Aprille nodded and
said, “And?” 


“And I’m sorry for
everything I put you through.” 


“And?” 


Dez laughed and said,
“Man, you’re tough.  Can I at least have
some of this wine?” 


“Glasses are in the
kitchen,” Aprille said.  She looked over
her shoulder as he walked past and said, “Get two.” 



















[bookmark: fifteen]15. “You’ve been sipping
that same glass of beer all night, Claude. 
It’s an open bar.” 


Erinnyes waved his hand
and said, “Bullshit.  This is my fifth
glass, Wally.” 


“You’re a lying
bastard!  All that liquor is already paid
for, so do your part in drinking it.” 


Claude leaned across
the table, shouting over the music, “How’s Wally Jr. making out?” 


“He got picked up by
the Sheriff’s Office.  I figure it’s a
good start for him.  Let him get some
experience.” 


“Make sure he comes back
and sees me when we test again.” 


“Why, so you can pass
him up for another landscaper?” 


“Nah, I reached my
quota last time,” Erinnyes laughed.  


“Sounds good,
Claude.”  


Erinnyes picked up his
knife and fork, cutting a tiny piece of roast beef off at a time.  He put each piece into his mouth when he
finished cutting it, making sure he chewed it seven times before
swallowing.  He took drinks of water in
between bites. 


There was music
playing.  A DJ with his own lighting
system making old white men get on the dance floor and embarrass
themselves.  Erinnyes took so long to eat
that everyone else left his table and was either at the bar or wandering from
table to table, shaking hands with one another, telling funny stories about the
idiots they worked with.  


Some of the Chiefs had
brought their wives.  Erinnyes could hear
some of the women in the corner cackling and carrying on, their voices rising
above even the annoying thump of the DJ’s speakers.  


He tried cutting
another sliver of beef, but it came apart under his knife, turning into a
stringy mess.  “Screw this,” he
said.  He cut the thing in half and
stuffed it into his face, chewing and chewing, finally satisfied.  


Frank walked into the
banquet room and looked around, staring into the sea of white shirts and dress
uniforms.  There were District Judges and
Assistant District Attorneys there. 
Township Solicitors and insurance agency representatives.  Frank shivered at the sight.  It was like walking into the gaping,
rupturing intestinal cesspool of bureaucracy.    


He saw Erinnyes sitting
by himself in the far corner.  A white
whale.  Frank rolled through the crowded
dance floor toward Erinnyes, watching the jelly rolls of his chins flop up and
down as he ate.  The Chief looked up at
him and grunted and shook his head.  “I
tell you be somewhere today and you don’t come. 
Now you show up where you’re not invited.” 


Frank sat down next to
him, putting his hands on the table. 
They were shaking, so he clasped them together and held them tight.  “I came to have a word with you.” 


“Oh really?  You came here?  I don’t think so.  Report to my office at oh-nine-hundred hours
tomorrow.  You’re going to be suspended
without pay for ignoring a direct order.” 


“No, I’m not,” Frank
said.


“You can grieve it
through the FOP, but you’re still getting suspended.” 


“I quit.” 


Erinnyes stopped
chewing instantly.  “What did you say?” 


“I said that I
quit.  I’m done.  I am leaving the police department.” 


“Sure you are.  With your two young girls and a wife who’s an
assistant bank manager?  Listen, just go
home and sleep it off.  In time, you’ll
stop being pissed off about the suspension and be glad you didn’t make a
terrible mistake.” 


“I’m not pissed off,”
Frank said.  “I understand.  You have a job to do, and a department to
run.  You needed me to do something, and
I didn’t do it.  If you want me to wait
to quit until after the suspension’s over with, I’ll do it.  That way, it’s still on the books.” 


“Are you really fucking
serious about this?” 


“I am.  I’m finished,” Frank said. 


“What are you going to
do for work?” 


“I’m thinking about
selling my house and moving up north.  I
like the quiet.  Dawn wants to get a
little farm and raise piglets or something. 
I’m going to work the land, Chief. 
Be my own man.  Make moonshine.”   


Erinnyes stared at him,
“I really don’t know what to say, Frank. 
I know we’ve had our differences, but I wasn’t expecting this.  You’re one of my top guys.” 


“That’s why I came to
tell you in person, boss.  Out of
respect.  I’d like to ask you one favor
before I go, though.” 


“What?” 


“Let me buy you a
drink.”     


They walked toward the
bar together, Erinnyes in his crisp white uniform shirt, decorated with gold
buttons that caught and reflected the lights from the DJ booth.  Frank in a shirt and tie, dressed nice enough
to be mistaken for a busboy.  They leaned
against the bar and Frank held out a twenty toward the bartender and said, “Two
shots of Jack, please!” 


Erinnyes held up his
hand and said, “Actually, I’m not supposed to—”


Frank passed the twenty
toward the barmaid and slid the Chief’s shot in front of him.  “Here you go, boss.  To police work!”  


They clinked their
glasses together and both of them downed their shots.  Erinnyes grimaced and wiped his mouth as
Frank called out, “Hurt us again, honey!” 



“I have to get back,
Frank,” Erinnyes said.  


Frank looked
injured.  “It’s my farewell drink with
you.  It’s the least you can do.” 


“Okay, but last
one.  This thing ends in half an hour and
I have to drive home.” 


Frank held his shot
glass up and said, “Live long and prosper, boss.” 


They clinked their
glasses together and Frank downed the booze in one swallow, while Erinnyes
turned away and slowly sipped his.  Frank
snapped his fingers at the bartender and when she came over, he leaned forward
and whispered in her ear, “This is my dad. 
He just got divorced.  Can you
make the next one a double and get him to drink it?  I need him to forget his troubles.”  He put an extra twenty in her hand and
thanked her.    


Erinnyes finished his
drink and turned toward Frank with his hand outstretched, “It’s been my
pleasure, Frank.” 


“Mine too, Chief.” 


The bartender set two
large shot glasses in front of them and started to pour.  “Here you go boys, on the house!”  


“No,” Erinnyes said,
waving his hands.  “Absolutely not.” 


The bartender pouted
and said, “But they’re already poured, sir.” 


“I don’t care!  Take them away.” 


She looked around
nervously, “I can’t take them away, and I can’t give them to anyone else
now.  I’m going to get in big trouble.” 


“She was just trying to
be nice, Chief.” 


“I refuse.” 


Frank snapped his
fingers and said, “You know what we didn’t do? 
We didn’t drink for that poor mother and daughter.  They deserve to be remembered.”  Frank looked down and shook his head, “It was
something else in there, I tell ya.  I
keep seeing it.  Every time I close my
eyes.”  Frank put his arm around the
Chief’s bulky, sweaty shoulder and said, “This is the last thing I’m ever going
to do as a police officer, Chief.  I’m
going to remember the dead.”  He picked
up both shot glasses, so full that the liquor spilled over the rim onto his
fingers.  “For Mary and Kayla.  For Joe Hector.  For Vic.” 



Claude Erinnyes took
the tall shot glass and said, “May they rest in peace.” 


Both the men
drank.  Frank shook the Chief’s hand and
said, “Goodnight.”  He left the banquet
hall and ran down the stairs for his car, yanking his tie off and tossing it
into the backseat.  He ripped off his
dress shirt and pulled on a ratty old t-shirt and baseball hat, then bent over
the side of the bushes, and jammed his finger down his throat until he
vomited.  


***


A half hour later the
doors opened and people began to filter out of the banquet hall.  Chief Erinnyes wobbled a little on the steps,
taking his time as he headed down into the parking lot.  He rummaged in his pocket for the keys,
staggering slightly as he went to fit them into the car door.  


Frank sat up and turned
on his department issued smartphone, activating the video camera feature and
setting it for optimal nighttime capture. 
He focused on Erinnyes’ face as he opened the car door and got in.  Frank had to keep himself from giggling as
the brake lights came on and the car began to move.  


He followed the vehicle
out of the parking lot and onto the main road, holding the camera in one hand
and steering with the other.  Erinnyes’s
car swerved over the double-yellow lines once, then corrected back to the far
right lane, nearly hitting the curb.  


“Got you, you son of a
bitch,” Frank whispered.  He pulled out
his other cellphone and dialed 911.  


“911, what is your
emergency?” 


“I’m following a
drunk.  He’s swerving all over the
place.  Please get a police officer out
here before this guy kills someone.” 


“What is your location,
sir?” 


Frank gave them the
name of the street, the cross street, and their direction of travel.  He gave them the Chief’s car’s make, model,
color, and tag number.  “Please get
someone out here right away.” 


“What is your name and
callback number, sir?” 


Frank hung up the phone
and set it next to him.  “Come on,” he
said.  They were only five miles away
from Erinnyes’ house.  Frank looked
around for a police car, cursing and smacking the dashboard.  


They drove through an
intersection and Frank saw the front bumper of a Stygian Falls police cruiser
inch up, the officer inside peering in their direction.  Frank flashed his headlights several times
and stopped his car, letting the cop pull out in front of him.  


Frank held his breath
as the officer got behind Erinnyes.  The
officer activated his overhead lights and Frank screamed, “Yes!” 


He pulled his car off
to the side of the road and got out, keeping his phone pointed at the traffic
stop ahead.  Claude Erinnyes was quick to
point at the badge on his chest and bellow, “What the hell are you stopping me
for?” 


Frank yanked the
baseball hat over his face and ran up waving his hand, shouting, “Do your job,
sir!  Do your job!  I’m video recording this whole thing.  Just do your job!” 


The cop looked up at
Frank in dismay and Erinnyes spun around in his seat, seeing through Frank’s
disguise and shrieking “You mother fucker! 
You cocksucking faggot mother fucker!” 


Erinnyes tried to force
himself out of the car, but the uniformed cop held him in.  The Chief’s voice was high-pitched and
broken, on the verge of hysterical babbling as he cursed Frank.  “I’ll fucking kill you, you piece of shit!” 


“Careful, Claude,”
Frank said.  “You don’t want to threaten
me on film, now.  Do you?” 


“Sir, you need to
settle down and wait in your car until I instruct you otherwise.” 


Erinnyes began to
sob.  Frank moved closer with the camera
and said, “What’s the matter, Claude?  Is
the whole world crashing down on you?  How’s
it feel, you fat fuck?  How’s it fucking
feel!” 


The officer jammed his
finger in Frank’s chest and said, “You, back up now.” 


“I am on public
property,” Frank said. 


“And if you interfere
with my police activity again, I’ll arrest you.” 


Frank backed up,
keeping the camera on the officer as he went around the back of his car for the
portable breathalyzer test.  “Uh oh,”
Frank said.  “What’s that, Claude?  Looks like it’s a PBT coming your way.  Get ready to watch your whole life vanish
before your very eyes, buddy.”  


The officer opened the
door and said, “Sir, will you please step out of the vehicle.” 


Erinnyes slumped out of
the car, defeated, knowing he was finished. 
The officer instructed him to blow into the tube until it beeped, and
Claude wrapped his thin, fishy lips around the tube and started to blow.  


The machine
beeped.  The officer looked at the number
and frowned.  “One more time, sir,” he
said.  


Erinnyes blew again
until the machine beeped.  


The officer shrugged
and knocked the plastic tube onto the ground. 
“You can go,” he said.  “You’re
only a point seven.” 


Erinnyes looked at him
in disbelief.  “I’m not under arrest?” 


“You’re just under the
limit, Chief.  Drive home safe.” 


Frank lowered the phone
and stared open-jawed at the officer as he walked back to his car.  The cop smirked at Frank and said, “Nice try,
buddy.  Guess you’ll have to get some
other poor sucker to be on YouTube.”  


Erinnyes looked at
Frank as the cop drove off and it was like watching an enormous balloon fill up
with red dye.  His ears turned red.  The vein standing out of his forehead turned
red.  He started to shake.  “Return to Headquarters immediately to
surrender your badge,” he sputtered. 
“You are terminated.” 


***


Reynaldo listened to
the phone ring until his mother finally picked up.  “Hello, mama. 
How are you?” 


“Papi!  So good of you to call me.  How are you?” 


“Doing very well.  I miss you.” 


“I miss you too!  How is your job?” 


“Excellent.  I am doing very well here.” 


“Tell me all about it.”



“I wrote the most
tickets last week.  The Chief was very
happy with that.  I think I even set a
record for most parking tickets handed out in a single day.  The more money I make the Township, the
quicker I can get a dog.” 


“A dog?  Papi, that sounds wonderful!  Are you putting away the bad guys and
rescuing babies too?” 


“Of course, of course.”


“Do you remember Mrs.
Hartwell who have the bodega on our block?” 


“Yes,” Reynaldo
said.  “Is she all right?” 


“A terrible thing
happen to her.  Some guy came into her
store and pretended like he needed her to show him where something was in the
back, and then he put a knife to her throat and try to rape her.” 


“Oh my God.  What happened?” 


“Officer Fuller was
walking by and did no see her at the register. 
He stuck his head inside the store to see where she was at and found the
man holding her down.  Thank God.  She is okay now, but her husband won’t let
her work alone any more.  I told Officer
Fuller that people like him are the reason you are now a police officer
too.  He said he cannot wait to see you
and hear all about it.” 


Reynaldo’s voice was
quiet when he said, “All right, Mama. 
You be careful up there.  I will
see you soon.” 


***


Jim Iolaus watched the
car go through the red light and pulled out after it.  The driver stopped and waited for Jim as he reached
for his ticket book and started to get it ready.  Two kids heads popped up in the backseat,
smiling at him and waiting. 


Iolaus walked up to the
car and the driver had license and registration ready to hand over.  Both kids were now looking up at him with wide
eyes.  


“I ran that light, huh,
Officer,” the man said.  


“Yes, you did.” 


The man handed over his
cards and said, “How much is the fine?” 


Jim glanced at the
cards briefly and then looked back at the kids, “How you guys doing tonight?” 


“We’re good, police
man,” they both said. 


“I like that you both
have your seatbelts on.  I always wear
mine too.”  


“Daddy doesn’t wear his
sometimes,” the older one said. 


“Uh oh,” Jim said.  “You hear that?  They’re turning you in.” 


The dad smiled and
shook his head.  “It’s amazing what they
pick up.” 


Jim handed him back the
cards and said, “You’ve got some precious cargo on board.  Slow down.” 


“I will officer, I
promise.  Be careful out there.” 


“Wait a second while I
pull out and roll the kids windows down in the back, okay?”  Jim went back to his car and waited to make
sure the road was clear.  He turned on
all of the lights and activated his siren as he drove past them, waving as the
kids in the backseat laughed and clapped. 
  


***


Aprille rolled over and
touched Dez’s face, running her fingers along his stubbled jawline.  He kissed the tips of her fingers and her
palm.  “I missed you,” he said.  


“I missed you too.” 


“What time is it?” 


She picked up her phone
from the nightstand and checked.  “It’s
late.”


“Shit.  I better get going.”  Dez sat up and scratched his head, “Where did
you throw my pants?” 


“I think they’re in the
living room.” 


“Oh yeah,” he
said.  “You’re an animal, woman.” 


Aprille pulled the
covers up to her chin and listened to him stumbling around in the darkness,
getting dressed.  He came back in a few
minutes later and walked around the side of the bed.  He smiled at her and leaned down, whispering,
“I’ll give you a call tomorrow in the evening.” 


“Do you want to do
breakfast?  I found this place that
always made me think of you,” she said. 


“I can’t tomorrow.  I’m taking the family out for the day.” 


“Have fun,” she said.    


“Don’t be like that,
hon.  I’ll call you tomorrow.  Maybe I can even swing by in the
evening.”   


Tell
him to get out, she thought.  This
was a terrible mistake.  Kick this piece
of crap out and call Marcus.


He kissed her on the
nose, “There’s something I didn’t tell you. 
I talked to your Chief today.  I
told him I want you back on the Task Force. 
I figured you had enough of writing parking tickets and were ready to
start doing drug work again.” 


Aprille did not answer
him.  Dez got up and said, “Get some
rest, baby girl.  You’re going to need it
for tomorrow night.” 


***


Frank was fucked.  


There was nothing to
say, no apology to make.  He took his
best shot and blew it.  


Terminated.  


No pension.  


No health benefits for
the kids.  


No income to pay the
bills.  


Fucked. 


He thought about Cole
Clayton’s job offer and it stabbed him in the gut.  Like
any Chief was going to hire a guy who tried to set up that last one he worked
for? 


He thought about
telling his little girls that he was no longer a police officer.  Daddy
does construction now.  Daddy’s a
bartender now.  Daddy’s going to real
estate school now.  


Daddy
doesn’t arrest bad guys anymore?


No.  Now Daddy helps people find decent used cars
at a gouged price, sweetie. 


“Fuck!” he
shouted.  He took the department phone
and smacked it against his forehead, “You stupid, stupid, selfish mother fucker!”  


He was nearly at the
police station.  


Erinnyes was pulling in
ahead of him.  He parked his car right
next to his office door and threw his car door open so hard that it nearly
swung back and closed.  He stood by his
car and screamed, “Park your piece of shit and get your fucking ass into my
office!”  


Frank did as he was
told.  He pulled up next to the Chief’s
car and parked it.  Moving on
autopilot.  He had numb hands and his
legs were too heavy to move.  


Erinnyes yanked open
his office door and shrieked, “Now!” 


Frank lowered his head
and headed for the open door.  He went
into the office and stood there, trying not to cry.  


“Badge!” Erinnyes
shouted.  


Frank reached into his
pocket and pulled out his wallet.  He
tried to unclip the badge’s sharp post and remove it, but couldn’t get his
fingers to work right.  “Here,” he
whispered.  


Erinnyes snatched the
wallet out of Frank’s hands.  He opened
it and started to fumble with the post, but his hands were shaking.  “You piece of shit,” Erinnyes snarled.  “You motherfucking disloyal pussy.”  


Sweat dripped off of
the Chief’s forehead, spilling over his face. 
He struggled with the post until finally throwing it back at Frank and
shouting, “I don’t give a shit if you have to break it.  Get it ou……………t.”  Erinnyes’ voice seized in his throat like
something was caught in it.  He rocked
back and forth, trying to force the words out, but all that came out was a
long, high-pitched whistle.  He finally
sucked in enough air to speak and managed, “Get that the…fuck…out of your
wallet and give it to me.” 


“You all right?” 


Erinnyes reached up to
wipe the sweat from his forehead.  His
hand came away drenched.  He went to
brace himself against the desk and missed its ledge, toppling over like a
building, like King Kong from the Empire State Building.  Erinnyes’ massive form hit the ground and he
whacked his right temple hard enough to vomit. 



“Chief?” Frank said,
frozen in place.  “You all right?”  He inched around the desk and peeked down,
seeing Erinnyes’ legs shaking violently while he clutched his chest and gasped
for air like a fish in a bucket. 
Erinnyes flopped around, his tongue sticking out of his mouth, his enormous
face now grotesque in its purple shade and swollen fullness.  


Erinnyes reached up for
Frank, clawing for him, eyes bulging.  Frank
did not move.  


Erinnyes’ arm collapsed
against his side and bile spilled out of his mouth and nose.  Frank stared at him, then looked up at the
office ceiling and checked for cameras. 
There weren’t any.  


He went to the Chief’s
door and opened it up.  “Hello?  Anyone?” 



No answer.  


He went back inside the
office and picked up his badge wallet and returned it to his back pocket.  Erinnyes had stopped moving.  “Hey. 
Chief.  I’m going to go finish
that report on the Polonius case like you asked.  I’ll be downstairs if you need me, okay?”  


He backed away from the
desk, watching it carefully.  He slid out
of the office and quietly closed the door, then turned down the hallway and
bolted for the stairwell.  


The tiles in the floor
downstairs were loose, popping up in places from the water rotting the boards
beneath.  Beyond the detective’s office,
it was dark.  


The smell of scorched
metal and smoke got stronger the closer he went to the closed officer
door.  Frank punched his code into the
door and twisted the doorknob, throwing it open while standing on the outside
looking in. 


 Everything was in its proper place and nothing
was disturbed.  
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Welcome back and thanks for
dropping by! Let me start off by congratulating you on the release of not one,
but two publications over the past few weeks. My God, man,
when do you sleep? I feel like I should be warning Sarah Connor about you.


I appreciate the opportunity,
David. The question about when I sleep and how fast I write has come up often
lately. People who are balancing jobs and families seem mystified at how
quickly I write and release products.


I wrote like this when there
was no Kindle. I wrote like this when agents and small press magazines were laughing
at me.


Superbia is a
project that you have been talking about for a long time. You and I touched on
it briefly during your last visit to the site. Of all the projects swimming
around in your head, why did Superbia rise
to the top? Why now?


No matter what book I
released, people around me would say, “That’s nice, but when are you going to
write a cop book?”


I was afraid to write Superbia. I couldn’t see what they saw. Plus, I was still
struggling with the belief that I would be a police officer for the next
fifteen years or so. I knew that to really write it, I would have to let go of
that belief because the consequences would be potentially disastrous to my
career.


Superbia is
obviously a very personal story. Was it difficult reliving some of these moments
over again for the book?


No. What was difficult was
trying to describe them in ways that would not make their source immediately
apparent. I know what really happened. I needed to bend the entire story enough
that no one could come back and connect reality to fiction, but still resonate.


You have said that Superbia might be the book that ends your police career. Have you
shared the book with anyone on the force? If so, what has been their reaction?


I’ve told several people
about the book, and heard back from one already. His quote, I believe was,
“This was no shot across the bow. This was a direct hit from the Battleship New
Jersey.”


Without giving anything away,
talk about the book’s ties to Greek mythology. What inspired that pairing?


Completely accidental. I kept
struggling with Vic’s last name, doing “Replace All” in the manuscript multiple
times, until finally it occurred to me to make it something meaningful. After
that, the rest seemed obvious.


Anyone who follows you on
Twitter knows that the real-life Bernard Schaffer is often a humorous and
jovial guy. As an author, your subject matter rarely lends itself to comedy,
but Superbia is surprisingly laugh-out-loud
funny at times. Did you base the relationship between Frank and Vic off of real
life experience?


I’m doing very limited press
for this book, David, but since you’ve been so good to me, I’ll tell you
something funny that no one else knows.


Superbia did
not turn out the way I originally intended it. I meant it to be my “Beach Read”
book, a la John Locke. I read his book How I SOLD 1 MILLION EBOOKS IN 5 MONTHS!
and the part about his writing style annoyed me. I think he said it was heavy
on dialogue, light on description, and that he didn’t exert much effort.


My reaction was, “Shit, I can
do that with my eyes closed.” I sat down and wrote out a few scenes between Vic
and Frank that focused on dialogue, getting their back-and-forth conversational
style down. Then, the monster kicked in.


I first encountered the
monster during Guns of Seneca 6. After Whitechapel, I was trying to write a lighthearted little sci-fi
western to show people I can do more than just explicit gore, and these
psychopathic cannibal hillbillies showed up. I sat there staring at my computer
screen like, “You can’t be serious. Don’t EAT THAT GUY.” But they did.


The turning point for Superbia came toward the end of the first draft when I realized
what Vic’s fate was. I don’t mean decided, I mean realized. Here I was,
motoring along, writing my cute little cop buddy book and it was like someone
slammed a gavel down and said, “Vic Ajax is going to kill himself.”


I was absolutely horrified.
Pissed off. I couldn’t sleep.


In that one fell swoop, my
funny beach read became a major work. Once you’re faced with that, you can’t
back down. I am not sure how many MAJOR WORKS the universe gives you, but when
it does, you better be ready.


I know that a magician never
reveals his secrets, but I’ve got to know: The bit about the poster-sized
African American penis. Please tell me that was based off of a real event. I
had tears pouring down my face after that.


The ENTIRE book is fictional.
Honest. I swear to God. (If you read the book, I’m hoping you pick up on that
one.)


As a policeman, was it
difficult to toe the line between authenticity and protecting sensitive
information when writing this book? Not just in the crime stories, but also in
describing what happens behind the station’s doors?


That was the hardest part of
all. I don’t want to give people the impression that I wrote a different book
about my real life experiences and then modified it to create Superbia.


If I told you all of the
bizarre things that have happened to me during the course of my career, it
wouldn’t be readable. It would seem like I was just being outrageous. I grew up
as a cop’s kid, and have spent my adult life in police work. Believe me, I’ve
got stories out the wazoo.


The trick was to create a
fictional world, with fictional characters, who experience real things.


Like a good friend of mine
said, “If anybody complains about what they read in the book, they are
basically admitting that’s how they act. They won’t make a peep.”


I can’t talk much about this
without giving away plot spoilers, but I am very curious to know about the
backstory involving the “Truth Rabbit.” I got the feeling that it could have
been a tall tale used to spook the rookies, but it also sounded bizarre enough
to be true.


The Truth Rabbit is a
mythical beast that once reportedly roamed the basements of Philadelphia Police
Districts. He’s an urban legend. That’s all I’m allowed to say.


When writing Whitechapel, you talked about how listening to Morrissey for
inspiration played a huge part in your process. Did you look to a specific
playlist for inspiration for Superbia?


I did, especially once I came
to that division bell of the book turning from Beach Read to Major Work. It
took me some time to absorb the ramifications of the story, and I relied on
Chris Cornell and Hank Williams III to help me understand what it meant.
Specifically, “Cleaning My Gun” from Chris’s Songbook LP and “#5” from Hank 3’s
Rebel Within album.


Based on the early reviews,
how do you feel about the warm reception Superbia is
getting?


Grateful. It’s like bringing
your girlfriend home to meet your family, and when she goes to the bathroom,
they all say, “She’s a winner. Where did a bum like you find her?”


I believe those were my
parent’s exact words when they met my fiancée. So, was there any part of you
that was concerned that your readers might not “get” your book?


I sent the second draft of
the book out to five beta readers. Three of them got back to me immediately and
put me to work right away. I sat down and started making adjustments and
rewriting the manuscript.


Two of them waited until the
last minute to tell me they’d only had time to read half of it and disliked
certain things. One said she thought the “weird names were distracting.”


That’s a gut check when you
have already finished the book and ready to release it. I stuck to my instincts
and people have had no problem figuring out the “weird names.” Thank God.


Are you at all worried about Superbia becoming the measuring stick for which all your future
books are judged, or are you looking forward to the challenge of one-upping
yourself?


You know, it never crossed my
mind until reader reviews started making it an issue. I never set out to write
“My Greatest Book” with Superbia. I was just telling a
story.


Once you become concerned
with the formula for success, it’s over. I’ve been bitten on the ass by too
many authors who thought they could crank out another book in a series just to
take my money. I’d probably be making a lot more cash if I just wrote just one
series. The problem is, I have more to say than that.


You’ve been talking lately
about your ambitious plans for 2012: Publishing four books and earning over a
million dollars. That seems like a lot of pressure for one writer to put on
himself. Care to divulge your strategy?


Write hard and well. So far,
so good.


Let’s talk a little bit about
your agenda for this year. One of the books on your slate is WHITECHAPEL 2,
which surprised me a little bit. What prompted you to revisit this series?


I miss the characters when
I’m not spending time with them. Little things remind me of them, like old
lovers. Take Whitechapel. It might be a Morrissey
song, or a commercial for the new Sherlock Holmes movie. I’ll start thinking
about my characters and wondering what they’re up to.


With Whitechapel, I did an enormous amount of research into the times and
crimes of London’s East End during that period. One thing that always bothered
me was that Scotland Yard missed something incredibly important.


They had a second serial
killer at work right under their noses, but were so consumed with Jack the
Ripper that they missed him.


Whitechapel 2: Inspector Lestrade
and the Torso Killer is going to correct that. The Torso Killer has been
getting a free ride for over a century. Gerard Lestrade is back on the job,
folks. He’s got a little something special planned for the one that got away.


In all the times we’ve
spoken, I can’t recall you ever mentioning The Widow Sword, which is another
book you’ve targeted for release. How about a quick overview?


The original Widow Sword
manuscript predates Whitechapel, written before
anything like Kindle existed. It was too short for me to send to an agent, and
I mothballed it. Recently, I was going through some of my older work and found
the book. When I started reading it, I was happily surprised at what I saw and
decided to try and make a go of it.


The story is a sword and sorcery
romp, where a Viking goes off on a journey to rescue his son from an evil
sorceress. It’s my next Beach Read. Honest. I swear to God.


I, as I’m sure many of your
fans are, am excited to see a sequel to Guns of Seneca 6
popping up on your radar. Have you given much thought as to where the sequel
will take our favorite characters, or is that one still a ways off?


It is a work in progress. I’m
still accumulating ideas for it. All you really need for any book is a decent
starting point. I tend to write in spurts, working on multiple projects at the
same time, until one really takes hold and everything else comes to a halt.


I love the world of Seneca 6.
It is as interesting to me as the world of Whitechapel, but in a completely
different way. Kind of like my kids. They aren’t alike at all, but I dig them
both unendingly.


Bernard, as always, it’s been
a pleasure to talk books with you. I wish you nothing but continued success and
hope to see you here again soon. The door is always open to you!


David, you’ve been with me
from the very beginning, and I don’t intend on that ever changing. Thank you so
much for the chance to come back.




















Fringe Scientist’s Interview with
Superbia author, Bernard Schaffer


Published: January 27,
2012


Firstly,
congratulations on Superbia. It was a fantastic read.


I appreciate it Tony.
The early feedback has been amazing. As I write this, the book is finishing up
its second day of free promotion on Amazon via the Kindle Direct Select
program. So far it’s been downloaded over 17,100 times and reached the #11 spot
on all of Amazon. That’s mind-blowing. It goes back on sale tomorrow. Wish me
luck.


(Note, Superbia is now
back on sale at the regular price)


What
are you doing to promote it?


B: The KDS program is
my first, best promotional tool at this point. I’m a believer in the program. I
never experienced much luck with the Nook or Smashwords, so I don’t miss being
able to list my books there. Aside from that, there’s Twitter. One of the best
things about being a smaller independent author is that people can reach out to
me anytime they want. You can read my book and go right on Twitter and start
talking to me. I’m not hard to find.


I opted to only do two
interviews for the book, one here, and one with David Hulegaard. I would rather
have two heartfelt discussions rather than find myself repeating the same
things twenty different places.


I
think that Superbia should really reach the widest possible audience, it was
such a satisfying read.


I’d love to see it
happen. I feel a great responsibility for the people I’ve chosen to speak for.
It is a very diverse group and some of them might not appreciate what I have to
say, but they’re probably the people I took shots at in the book anyway.


It’s
one of those things I’d like to see picked up for TV. Wouldn’t that be a boon!


I keep hearing the
words “HBO series.” I’d like to let the fine people of HBO know, should any of
them be reading this, that I’m available to discuss it. Unless Showtime calls
first, at which point I will shamelessly deny ever saying anything nice about
HBO.


Reading
Superbia, I was reminded a lot of John D Macdonald, and some of the different
books published via HARD CASE CRIME. I wouldn’t call Superbia pulp, but I would
say it was sort of in the same vein. I’d like to say the realistic policing
world of LA Confidential, too, but I’m only talking about the movie, not the
book. There is certainly something about the way you’ve painted the setting of
Superbia that doesn’t leave room for doubt that it’s a real story taking place
before your eyes. I explained it to my wife as being “like a documentary,
following real cops around as they experience the ups and downs of the job.”


My whole intent was to
create a fictional world filled with fictional people who experience real
things. I’ve been a cop for fifteen years and grew up with a dad who was on the
Job as well. I’ve been around it my entire life. It was a matter of referencing
all of the stories from all of the cops I’ve ever known.


There
were great references throughout to different cop shows and movies. As a cop
yourself, how much of what you see on TV today correctly represents what you
see day in, day out?


As cops we actually
reference the movies and TV shows ourselves on a daily basis. That’s all part
of the group dynamic. The dialogue in Superbia is something you would hear in
any precinct around the world. I’ve worked with cops from the UK, from the
Canadian border, and all across the United States. We’re all pretty much the
same sort. This is the Cops, mind you. The working man, or woman. Not the
REMF’s.


That being said, what
you see on TV is total bullshit. The plague of CSI-type shows has completely
bamboozled the public into believing we’ve all got crime scene units following
us around with NASA-grade technology. I did a temporary assignment with
Philly’s Crime Scene Unit for two weeks and met some of the smartest, most
dedicated professionals I’ve ever had the privilege to know. Most of them had
to buy their own gear.


The
scene halfway through the novel, with the guy who hung himself, was another one
of those scenes where I thought “He hasn’t made this up.” Is that instinct
right? It just didn’t feel like you’d sat at your desk and created that scenario
out of thin air.


The entire book is
completely made up. I have no idea what you’re talking about. I don’t even
think I wrote the damn thing. Who are you and why are we talking again?


I’ve
read your interview with David Hulegaard, and the subject of the humour present
in the novel came up. I found Superbia VERY funny. As David noted, it’s the
funniest thing you’ve written yet. Your off-the-wall humour, which we all come
across via twitter and your blog, really shines through in Superbia.


Writing Superbia was a
completely different experience for me. The other books were a matter of
building up the worlds and structuring them in a specific manner. Paying
attention to every little detail. Were zippers invented in the era of Sherlock
Holmes? What was a common expression for people who suffered Tuberculosis in
the Wild West? Those sort of things.


For Superbia, it was
matter of me getting out of the way. Opening up as a writer and shaking off the
fear that I would face serious reprisals for what I had to say. For cops, it is
common to crack jokes in the face of danger and horror. Maybe the humor in the
book is me doing the same thing.


In
my review I say that you have a very British sense of humour, and by that I
think I mean that it feels familiar. Vic’s banter back and forth with Frank had
me in stitches, really. It was like the banter my Dad and I might have with
each other. For example when Vic says something, and Frank says “Vic, you would
have been 10 years old” or something to that effect. Vic replies with “Yeah,
then I was a 10 year old genius detective.” Amidst the darkness present in the
novel, that humour offers a counter-point that I think really works.


I’ve literally been
standing in rooms that are covered in blood and guts. Brain matter dripping
from the ceiling. One eyeball stuck to the television set across the room and
the other one under the refrigerator in the kitchen. I’ve been standing in
those rooms with other young men who cannot possibly find a rational way to
deal with the reality of what we are seeing, so we start to make fun of it.


The thing about most
cops is that they’re excellent communicators. They survive on the street by
being able to talk to people, by being quick witted and sharp-tongued. If you
can talk a guy into putting a knife down and surrendering so you don’t have to
shoot his stupid ass, chances are, you’re a gifted bullshitter.


You’ve
mentioned more than once that this book could end your career. Surely,
releasing Superbia regardless of that possibility means that you’re prepared if
that does indeed become the case…


I think there are
several ways it could end. Some of them are positive, some negative. I would
rather leave police work on my own terms than be forced out. Joseph Wambaugh
was forced out when people kept turning up at his station house asking for
autographs.


The
ending was strange for me. It felt concluded, and yet it also felt like there
was this whole other book waiting to be written about a man with a mission to
fight corruption. Is there a sequel in the works? Perhaps something along the
lines of The Insider?


Superbia 2 might
preempt the other books I have slated for 2012. Maybe. It depends what comes
over the telepathic wire. I can tell you I’ve got the second book plotted out.


The
sense of there being corruption within and above… is that something you’ve
experienced yourself? Surely every organisation has its dark side that the
public never see or hear about.


Whenever there is a
police suicide, there is much discussion about the mental breakdown of officers
based on what they see and experience. How the horror of the Job gets to them.
How it affects their family life, causes substance abuse, and so forth.


You never see anyone
question the workplace’s impact on him. It’s always some nefarious encounter
with death or tragedy that pushed him too far. Nobody ever says, “What were his
bosses like? How was he being treated?”


I
think that the kind of writing you’ve shown in Superbia would go well with
other crime fiction, perhaps something along the lines of Elmore Leonard. Can
you see yourself dipping your toe in the genre again and incorporating more
from a criminal viewpoint? One of the things about that type of fiction is that
the bad guys are never a cut and dry case of good and evil. They’re more about
people who have made a choice to protect honesty and order (the law) and people
who’ve chosen a life that ignores rules and limitations (the criminal element).


I’ve only ever met a
few evil sons of bitches. I mean, really evil. Most of the people I’ve arrested
were ordinary dudes who made dumb decisions either out of greed or desperation.
I tend to have good reports with the people I arrest, as long as whatever they
did doesn’t violate my moral compass.


I just ran into a drug
dealer I arrested a few years ago at the local bar and we sat down and talked
about the old days over a few beers. My personal philosophy is that my life
could have easily gone in a different direction and I’d be in that other
person’s position. The Job does not grace you with any kind of moral superiority.
When I see cops who think it does, I could vomit.


You
said on your blog that you’re aiming to make a million dollars this year from
your writing. Obviously, that is a phenomenal figure to make. Do you think
you’ll do it? Is there indication in your sales to date that you will?


All I can do is keep
plugging away. Hopefully, something breaks loose.


So
what do you plan on releasing in 2012, and of those titles which ones remain to
be written?


The Magnificent Guns of
Seneca 6 and Whitechapel 2: Inspector Lestrade and the Torso Killer are two big
projects that I intend to tackle. The Widow Sword is already written, but I’ll
need to do an overhaul before it gets released. Codex Leicester is a collection
of short-stories that are written except for two. And now, while I should be
working on all of them, I’m preoccupied with continuing the world of Superbia.


What could possibly go
wrong?


You’ve
touched on this before, but what’s your work ethic? What is a day of writing
look like for Bernard Schaffer? You seem to be able to churn out one great
novel after another. And in between that you’re writing short stories and
erotic fiction. How do you do it? Or will we see a “How I Sold XXX Books On
Kindle” from you similar to what Locke has done?


Since I was a child, I’ve
always read multiple books at once. Now I tend to write them simultaneously as
well. When I finish one project, I’m already tidying up the next one and
getting it ready.


Many years ago I saw a
cartoon in Mad Magazine of Stephen King racing a word processor to see if it
could print the books as fast as he wrote them. My goal is to have them recycle
that joke with me and a Kindle.


I can tell you this
now, you will never see a “How to Sell” or “How to Write” book from me. The
greatest book about writing, ON WRITING, is already written. I have nothing to
add to what Steve said. People who want to pretend that the craft has somehow
changed because of e-books are delusional. The delivery system might change.
The craft does not.


“How to Sell” books on
Kindle would be infinitely harder, and it’s not something I’m willing to write.
Mainly because it can’t be written or taught. At least, my personal method
can’t be. There are people like John Locke who can tell you how they sold books
and steps you can take to do the same.


I’m the same writer
whether I’m selling a million books or not a single one. I walk it, breathe it,
live it, am willing to sacrifice sleep for it, willing to sacrifice my career
for it. I have an insanely competitive streak that makes me want prove things
to the entire world. Things I can’t explain, let alone jot down for sale.


Do
you see yourself remaining Indie? Would you accept a contract from a big name
publisher if it was offered? To my eye, it seems like you’re doing okay as you
are. And when you’ve got authors like JA Konrath making $100,000 in only 3
weeks at a time, I just don’t think that the big pub houses can offer anything
to match that can they?


Konrath is like the guy
who’s been in the Navy for twenty years and knows you’re getting ready to ship
out to Singapore. He puts his arm around you and says, “C’mere kid. When you
get to port, go find this one-eyed whore named CiCi and ask her for the
Goosegrease Basket Trick. Tell her Uncle Joe sent ya. She’s gonna ask you for
twenty, but only give her an extra five. And also, never eat anything called
the Beef Special.” Independent publishing is better for having him around. He’s
one of the few people in the industry that I’d like to meet.


I think that the future
of independent publishing can be found in other mediums. Take music for
example. Why can’t an independent publisher have his own imprint at a larger
label? A distribution deal for the bookstores and Walmarts of the world,
released under mutually beneficial terms. I’d consider that.


Before
we finish, I know from your interview with David how you sort of started
Superbia as a response to John Locke’s work ethic, whereby he basically writes
shit books but somehow markets them just right and gets them selling. Somehow
it turned from being a beach read to being, in my opinion, THE Bernard Schaffer
book to start with. And yet it wasn’t too long, and felt like a satisfying,
quality read that you could take to a beach. So funnily enough, I think you got
what you went for in the beginning. Only, your idea of a beach read is a little
different to Locke’s. It’s like comparing economy burgers with gourmet
quarter-pounders, you know?


Funny you should say
that. I often think of John as the McDonald’s of the independent publishing
movement. Clearly, there is a market for his work. I’m just trying to achieve
something slightly different with mine.


You’ve
mentioned to me before about Widow Sword. When can we expect that to hit the
Kindle Store? And how do you see it faring against the plethora of other Fantasy
titles on there?


Honestly, I’m hesitant.
People seem extremely interested in the book and expectations are high. The
fantasy genre is my home turf. I grew up on Tolkien and Mallory and CS Lewis
and all of the other amazing authors who inspired and delighted me. WIDOW SWORD
is not the next great fantasy epic. It’s a simple story about a father
journeying to recover his son. The boy has been stolen, and Treasach is going
to do whatever it takes to get him back.


You’ve
conquered the Sherlock Holmes category, and are on your way to conquering the
Western category with Guns of Seneca 6. Is there another genre, other than what
you’ve tackled already
(including your book of short erotica) that you’d like to write in? I’m
thinking chic-lit myself…


If and when I ever make
enough money to leave police work and write full-time, I intend to explore
America by train. I want to see the country from the ground. There are so many
places I’ve never been, so much history that I’ve never experienced. I would
write as I went and probably post things to my blog so that people could follow
my adventures.


The other super-secret
longing is to try my hand at a comic book. I’ve got a kickass comic series
inside of me that’s ready to come out whenever the opportunity arises.


Well
it’s been a pleasure as always. I can’t wait for Widow Sword. I want to see how
you tackle sword and sorcery. I see it as Schaffer v Hicks. The Don v The
Demi-God. (The term Demi-God for Hicks isn’t from me, btw…)


I can’t argue with
that. Mike is an amazing author, teacher, and mentor. Unfortunately for him, I
eat Demi-Gods and it’s been awhile since I fed last. I’m just kidding. Swear to
God.
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As a teenager, Bernard
Schaffer starred in Nickelodeon’s “Don’t Just Sit There,” musical productions,
television commercials, and a skit on Saturday Night Live.  He left acting to pursue a career in law
enforcement.  Since 2000, Schaffer has
worked as a patrolman, detective, and narcotics officer in the suburbs of
Philadelphia.    


In 2012, he released a
series of books titled SUPERBIA about a dysfunctional police department that
reached the Kindle Top 100.  As a result,
he was stripped of his detective rank.  


Schaffer is the founder
of the Kindle All-Stars.  The project’s first
release was an anthology titled RESISTANCE FRONT that starred Harlan Ellison
and Alan Dean Foster.  All profits from
that book are being donated to the National Center for Missing and Exploited
Children.  
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Guns of Seneca 6 Series


Get Your Guns Ready to travel to Bernard
Schaffer's dusty world of the Old West
set on a distant planet. Outlaws, gunslingers, native tribes, the occasional
spaceship crash landing, and men willing to risk it all.  A perfect combination of science fiction and
westerns.     


Guns of Seneca 6


Old-Time Lawmen (Short
Story Prequel)


Magnificent Guns of Seneca 6 





Superbia Series


The world of police work is a dangerous, terrifying place...and
that's just dealing with other cops.  Not-Even-Promoted Detective Frank
O'Ryan spends more time with drug dealers and child molesters than his own
family, but it's better than having to circumvent the unspeakable bureaucracy
of his own agency.  Called the literary
equivalent of The Wire and one of the most subversive books on law enforcement
ever written.   


Superbia 


Superbia 2


Superbia: Collected Edition
(Books 1-2 + MORE)


 


Whitechapel Series


The fog is dense and the cobblestone streets of London's East End
run with blood.  This new and exciting take on the classic characters from
Arthur Conan Doyle's Sherlock Holmes books has left readers all over the world
stunned...and begging for more.  


Whitechapel: The Final
Stand of Sherlock Holmes


Whitechapel: The Final Stand of Sherlock Holmes (Gentlemen's
Edition)


 *Codename: Omega features a young woman named Emily Watson who
claims to be the granddaughter of both The Great Detective and his faithful
assistant as she heads up a mysterious organization known as The Apiary
Society.



















Coordinates to Unmapped Places: The
Collected Fiction of Bernard Schaffer


This volume collects the assorted
short-stories and novellas currently available, including the Guns of Seneca 6
prequel "Old-Time Lawmen" from Resistance Front, assorted stories
from Women and Other Monsters, and the Kyoshi Scroll, Ancient Rituals, and
Codename: Omega novellas.


Chambered Rounds: The Collected
Non-Fiction of Bernard Schaffer


This volume collects all of the
essays and non-fiction pieces Bernard Schaffer has written about a wide variety
of subjects.  Includes selections from
Knife Fights, Regarding Freemasonry, Way of the Warrior, and Resistance Front.
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