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COLD RIFTS
By Sandra Seamans

The rain has an icy edge that slices like a razor, drawing blood from my heart to blush
the contours of my face a pinkish blue, making me feel alive for the first time today. Ice
encrusted drops swirl their way down the lank strands of my hair to slide into the naked
spot between my neck and the frayed collar of my shirt, waking my skin in a shivery
dance. But the wind has joined the fray now, blasting a numbing cold into my brain,
making it hard to focus. This is not good. | just killed my father and desperately need to
concentrate on what comes next, not daydream about the damn weather.

| shake my body, in a pale imitation of old Shep caught in an unexpected rainstorm,
and try to focus on the two people standing behind me. | can hear them sobbing, picture
their salty teardrops mixing with the rain and soaking into the spongy, leaf -strewn ground
where Daddy's body li es. Crocodiles, tails swishing, waiting to snap their jaws firmly on
my neck.

Mother's tears are for herself, selfish tears of relief. Her widowhood will allow her to
bring her affair with Buddy Miller out of a sleazy motel room and into the privacy of her
own bedroom, with the faint hope of wedding bells ringing in her ears. Ma needs to be
adored, something Daddy stopped doing years ago. | can't blame her for thinking about
herself, it's what we do in this family.

Standing next to her is my brother, Billy. That boy wil | actually miss Daddy. Billy's
tears come from his heart, drenched with love for a father who knew how to cherish his
son. Their lives were entwined by the sweat and laughter of working the farm, swapping
stories and sharing good times. Billy lost not only his father, but his friend, and in his
missing, he'll hate me for the loss, ignoring the fact that | had good reason to kill the
bastard.

3TTUI AUwOOwUT EUVWEUPEEODOT wEOPOwOawEIT 11 OUB
inside my dark place, that secret hideaway where all the bad memories silently grieve,
sobbing to get out and scream at the world, "Look at me. Don't you see what that bastard
EPEWOOWOT ywei awEOUOEOz OwadUwii Oxwdi yw( whEUWE w

There was never any love for me in Daddy's heart. What with Ma's skirting around
with any man who looked her way, perhaps he didn't believe | was his child, though it
was his own empty eyes that glared back at him through his drunken haze. But no, when
he saw my face, it was Ma, who stood in my shoes, Ma, he beat senseless, Ma, he was
trying to Kill.

"I'd best call the Sheriff and get this over with." My words are nearly drowned in
the rain.
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The three of us retreated to the warmth of the old farmhouse, mother heading for a hot
bath and a bottle of gin and Billy, to his room for a bout of sulking self -pity. Dealing with
the sheriff rests squarely on my weary shoulders. Fucking story of my life.

*kkkkk

The frigid downpour had exhausted itself into a li ght drizzle by the time Sheriff
Charlie Spangler's car finally slid into the driveway followed closely by Doc Burns' pickup.
Doc Burns' is the local vet and part-UBD O1 wEOUOOI UB w3T 1 Ui zUwdOOOwoU
coroner in Sullivan County. Don't nobody p ussyfoot around when they commit murder
around here. They do it, they own up. Makes closing the case easy.
Hiding in the folds of the heavy drapes that cover the front windows, | watch the
sheriff standing quiet like in the front yard, staring at the hole I'd blown through Daddy's
back. He turns his stare towards the house for a long moment, then snaps a few pictures
before helping Doc Burns zip Daddy into a body bag. Together they hoist their burden into
the back of Doc's pickup for the ride to the hospit al morgue.
With his investigation of the crime scene out of the way, the sheriff picks up the
shotgun I'd dropped beside the body and steps up on the porch. Him being Daddy's
brother ain't going to make things any easier. He surprises me by having the courtesy to
knock instead of just barging in like he usually does. He's obviously sticking with his
official sheriff's business mode. | decide to play along, just to keep him happy.
2'10000w! PUUO? wi |l wWUEAVUWEVUwW( wUPDOT wii 1 wEdHOU w
?2'1Ta0w2l DO@POOWEZ ¥ WOEET wUOOT wEOdI 111 WEGEWU
OOwaduUd~
"You're a good girl, Bits, you always know how to make folks feel welcome."
"That ain't hard, Sheriff. An important man like you can always use a good hot cup of
coffee to warm his insides, especially on a day like today."
"You here all by yourself, girl?"
| watch as he pulls out a chair and sits down to the table, adds a bit of milk and sugar
to the coffee, then dunks one of my special made sugar cookies into his mug. "Ma's
upstairs. She got caught in the rain, needed to get herself dried out and warmed up."
"Be down directly | expect.”
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"That'd be a mighty big expectation considering she took a pint of gin along to warm
herself. Ma don't do well in situations where folks migh t talk about her. Funny thing is, |
EEOzUOwUl O OETl UWEwWUDOT wpi 1 Owli 1 wll BT 1T EUz UWNEP

The Sheriff nodded. He had intimate knowledge of Ma and the gossip she could stir
up just walking out of the house. "Billy here or is he leaving all the explaining up to you?"

"Hell, Sheriff, | was the one who shot the bastard, ain't no one in this family gonna
stop me from confessing or speak up to defend me. So if you don't mind, get your asking
done, cuff me and get me the hell out of here."

"Jesus, Bits, was it that bad?"

"The man damn near split my skull in half when | was twelve. Hell, my whole life has
been about him beating his frustrations out on me every time Ma went off trolloping with
some man. | screamed myself hoarse tryng to get somebody, anybody, to listen to me. Ma,

Billy, you, my teachers, the whole damn lot of you went fucking deaf, dumb, and blind
whenever | asked for help. So, yeah, it was that bad."

"But did you have to shoot the son of a bitch? My God, girl, it's going to cost the
county a small fortune to prosecute you, not to mention the dent it's going to put in the
jail's budget."

"I'm pleading guilty, it ain't gonna cost you or the county nothing except the cost of
shipping me off to some juvenile detenti on center. After that, I'll be the state's concern until
I turn 21."

"Goddamn, Bits, don't you know what it's like in those places? You ain't gonna have
an easy time of it."

"Well, it can't be any harder than living here with Daddy, can it?"

"Yeah, but he was family."

"Well, maybe you should have reminded him of that when he damn near killed me
four years ago, Uncle Charlie. You being family and all. Seems to me, living with strangers
might be a whole lot healthier."

Charlie picked up the last cookie fUOOwWUT 1 wx OEUI wEOEWEUOOT Ewb
01l 00DOT woOl whpi awadbUwWETI EPET EwUOwWOPOOwWi DOy ws OUZ
Aa0lUwoPi 1 OwNUUOwWUT 00T T POT wPUWOI | wOPOT WUEPOwWOO

31T wUOOwWOI WEWPPIB( 9D AOUE WD WEWOT PUwWi EODC
since | can remember. The only one who ever cared one whit about me was old Shep and
that stupid bastard up and shot him because he was barking to come in out of the rain. All
the damn dog wanted wasto E1 wPEUOQWEOEwWEUVUadw OEwPUwbPEUOz Uu
my dog, the son of a bitch up and orders me to get a shovel and bury Shep in the fucking
xOUUDOT wUEPOB W21 1 OUwi i wePEOZOWPEOUWOT 1T wEOT woli
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"You know, Uncle Charlie, living with strangers is looking better all the time," | said.
"Though | gotta admit that the biggest comfort right at the mo ment is knowing exactly
what this family will do in any given situation. It makes planning an escape from this God -
forsaken corner of the world so much easier."
Charlie staggered against the table, grabbing the edge to keep from falling. "What the
hell did you do, girl?"
"Me? | just baked everyone's favorite sugar cookies," | said as Uncle Charlie slid to the
floor, his eyes struggling to focus. "Of course, creaming a handful of Ma's sleeping pills in
with the sugar and butter made the rest of what | had to do simpler. A plate of their
favorite cookies left on the table where Ma and Billy were sure to grab a couple, and poof,
they're off to dreamland. Did you know that using a butcher knife on a sleeping body is
pretty much the same as gutting a deer? See0T 1 Ul OwadUz Yl wOOEET EwOlI I
Sweet dreams, Uncle Charlie, you be sure and say hello to Daddy for me."

*kkkk

The rain's come roaring back with a vengeance now. A hard, cold rain that makes the
wipers stumble as they sweep across the iceslicked windshield. By this time tomorrow
night the neighbors will be overdosing on gossip about the bloody massacre out at the
2xEOT Ol Uz UwxOEETI 6w OEwOl yw' 1 000w(zO0wdOUI POT wE
quiet little Spangler girl, who weren 't no bigger than a thistle. That poor girl who got
kidnapped by some psycho murderer, her body most likely dumped in a ditch somewhere.
Barely sixteen and gone forever.

S

BIO: Sandra's short stories can be found scattered around the internet in places lke
PulpPusher, The Thrilling Detective , Spinetingler, and A Twist of Noir . On the print side
she's had stories in Out of the Gutter and poetry published in The Lineup. You can find
her at sandraseamans.blogspot.com Drop by and say hello.
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GENEROUS GENTLEMAN
by Albert Tucher
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you plan to make a career of this, you might want to get your money up front. And have
them put it in an envelope and then just leave it where you can pick it up without asking
i OUwPUB w( Uz UWEWOPUUOT wOl UUwd wbUwUTl OPUwWOOUIT WEO
She turned on her left side, facing him.
P2(wli OUT T Owadlwi EEOGZUWEOGOT wOT PUWET | OUI 6~
?(UsVUwlUUT dw! U0w( wUl EEWEOCQDUBw( USOWEOEAB®? O
2800wOI YT Uwil EEwlUwWUT EEWEOaUT DOT wOPO! wli EUB w
2T 1 wUOPOI EwET EPOS W' | wEPEOZzUB
?21P7T T U8w(zO0wi OPOT wOOwW! YT WEOOOUWEEOUOwWxUOUU
T Ul EOWEEUT 1 UwbdOYI1 82
211 OEROP AP WUBWOOUWE wi PT T wUET OOOwWT PUOS w( wi
ET O w- OEOEAWEEOWUOUET wUUB-»
P"EUT T UGG w. OET whpl wET U1 1 wOOwUI 1 wOOOT awEOE WP
El i pOPUI CAawlOEOI wedwhbUUUI wodi wbUd 2
?37 1 azEwi EYTI wOOwi EYU Qw0000 0 wE @PBwidOdwhb OBDOE wa
T wOOO0T EwUxwEOwWUT T wETl POPOT WEOEWEUOOET EWEUL
right leg across his thighs and levered herself upright. She sat straddling him.
261 EQwl OUI wUT OUOEwW( wOdOOPY 2
When he said nothing, she leaned forward and moved her head from side to side,
letting her dark blond hair brush his chest. Her boyfriend, make that ex -boyfriend now,
had always responded, and so did Dick. She felt him stiffen under her, and she shifted her
posture to let him enter her. He started to thrust and lasted several minutes this time,
before he bucked and groaned and closed his eyes and filled her with wet heat.
His breathing slowed, and he opened his eyes. She let him slip out of her and stretched
out on her side again.
231 BEWEOOUT 1 UwUT DOT w8 OUwWUT OUOEwWUUT wEOOEOOUG
P2(zYT WET 1 OwoOOwli 1 wxdDOOwi OVUwUPOwai EVUE»
23T E0zU0wOO0 WO i wOOOawWUI EVOOE W8 OUZ YT wil EVUEWO
2(wOdOPwadUs w8 OUWEOGOzZ Owl EYI wbUBw-1HUT T UwEOwW
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He touched her shoulder.
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She made an effort to smooth her resentment. It would be a useful skill to have.

?. OEAOWOEUUwWUT POT 6 w8 O limb Bike arlnoup. B1Gr&) tim®), Gnaré) 1T U w E
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She rolled to the edge of the bed, sat up, and let her feet find the floor. Her clothes were
piled on the wooden chair next to his bed. As she hooked her bra and stepped into her
panties, her T-shirt and jeans started looking inadequate. Some men might exped more of
an effort from her in the wardrobe department.

280UwWPEOOWUOWUEOT wWEWUT OPi Uy2 wi |l WUEDES

She pictured herself in his bathroom and realized that she would be vulnerable with
UOExwbOwi i Uwi al Udw' i webDEOZz DWUEEUI tule.iShedaaried) O wU i
over and kissed him on the forehead.

OObwUi OpP1 UG~

As she watched, his penis stood straight up again.

23T EUzUwWOl wuil O1 OET UDPOT 02 uked pastEebalias gy cl&8s. w U D Ol
smelled you--nothing bad, just a healthy odor of a healthy young woman. And | got a case
Of wOTI PUWDOWEEOUUOWEwWUI 60T wOi wEwUi EOGOES»

He nodded toward his erection.

Talk about mixed messages, she thought. Does he want me to go or ot?

2" OOCEwWUT EQwUi 00TT OwUOUPOwWOi ROwOPOI 02 wUT 1T wUE

"PUWUODPOT WYEOPUT T EOWEOEWUT 1 wUOET UUUOOES w31
She wondered why, but it was his business.

He stood up and went to his dresser, where his wallet lay. He thumbed out fi ve
twenties and handed them to her.
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and looked at her money. She must have carried it in her hand for anyone to see. She
would have to get smarter than that.
And she would have to start over on her client list. She had hoped to finish her first
day with one regular, who might even give her more O1 EEU8 w. UT 1 UwUT EQuw#E
know a man who would be open to a knock on the door and a straightforward business
proposition.
She sat for a moment more, trying to feel like a whore. Nothing came. Either she was
001 WEOUI EEa 0wl U waalwas i dvéh gnripaant t& KhowBvBich?u E WE |
The next morning Diana boarded the ten-Oz EOOEQw- |1 w8 OUOWEUUBS w( O
terminal she found a newsstand and selected a half dozen skin magazines and sex tabloids.
She flipped to the back of each publication and verified that it ran classifieds.
The young man behind the counter leered. She glared back, until he decided to
concentrate on the kids shoplifting in the back.
But he retaliated by slapping her purchases down on the counter and turning away. On
the way to the bus, she plucked a plastic shopping bag from a trash can. It looked clean
enough to handle, and it held everything.
The return trip became boring. She should have bought something to read.
Back home she found Grandmom and Bea Wynn, her friend of forty years, in the
kitchen. Diana looked at her grandmother and knew immediately. Mrs. Wynn shook
her head.
?2- OUwEwWl OOEWEEaAdw- OUwWUT T whOUUUOWEUOwWOOUWI 606
Diana nodded and kissed her grandmother, who seemed to wonder what had just
happened. Diana started up the stairs to her bedroom.
261 OWPEUwWUT E0OYy 2> w&UEOEOOOWUEDES
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It was the only thing that could make Diana want to cry. Her grandmother was going
away. She came lack now and then, but it happened less and less.
Diana opened a magazine and studied the ads. When she had the idea, she wrote on a
legal pad:
?22D01 Ol wpi PUT wil OEOT OWNWOWEEUOWEOOOEWI EPUOW
touch of the Orient aroun d the eyes, seeks generous gentlemen who love to be pampered.
| YRNwEUTI EWEOET woOOad~
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Her grandmother had told her that the Asian cast of her eyes came from their
" UO0T EUPEOWEOGETI UOUVUa8w#PEOEwWI EEOz OwOl OUPOOI Ewl i
package, and men would have to get used to it. Dick Leavitt certainly had.
From each publication she clipped the form for submitting a classified ad. In neat
capital letters she printed the text she had composed and added the addressof the mailbox
she had rented
. Owl0T T wPEAWUOWPOUOWEOwW#1 600azUwUIT T wUUOxx1 Eu
orders to cover the fees for her ads. She dropped a handful of envelopes into the letter slot.
She worked and waited. She talked with Grandmom when the opportunities came.
Therl wub OUOEOZz UWE]T wOEOAwWOOUT wei 1 OW&UEOEOOOZz UwO
bathed her and took her to the toilet.
Her first ad appeared five weeks later, and the first reply landed in her post office box
only days after that. She opened the envelope and ead that her correspondent wanted to
choke her repeatedly and then use her dead body.
Points for honesty, she thought.
Other men with similar tastes might be less easy to spot.
The next letter came from a man who said that she sounded lovely. Would she like to
meet? He gave a name and phone number. She called him from a pay phone in the only
luncheonette left in downtown Driscoll. The phone was near the entrance to the kitchen. As
a male voice sounded in her ear, the bushoy emptied a plastic tray of dishesinto the sink.
2(z0wlbUUVUa0? WUEPEW#PEOES w? ( WEPEOZ UWEEOVET wlOi
P2(wWUEPEOws' 1 0008z>w3i 1 wYOPET wUOUOBETI EwEOUUIT E
2.7 8w Pw3i DPUwPDUwWw#PEOES W8 OUwWPUOUI ¥ 2
Everything she had planned to ask him fled her mind.
2(z0w# O0w/ Ul OE leight BEnd Undve ty dviubuging£s acalled Prendergast
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2800wl EOOwWODOI wUi 11 Ul OET Uy~
The thought had never occurred to her.
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At least she knew where to suggest meeting him. Everyone in Sussex County knew the
Savoy Motel. He would get the room, but when he asked how he could tell her where to
go, she was stuck.
2800wV OUOEWT 1 DWEWxETT UO> wi 1l WUEDES
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He sounded amused again. He told her to look for his Volvo and said he would try to
park in front of the right room. In any case, he would watch for someone who seemed to be
looking for something.
The parking scheme worked, and her envelope lay on the counter just inside the room.
She probably could have grabbed it and run, but that was no way to build a business.
OEwPUwWPEUOzUwWI 1 UwlUaOIl 8
The sex went. The new man was a good fifteen years older than Ock Leavitt, who was
i DI 011 Owal EUVWOOET UwUT EQOw#PEOEOWEUVOwWUIT 1T wi 6UO
xEUOET wUT EQwUT UT EUT Ol EwUOOWU@UEUT wi Tl UOWEUOWI T
worried.
| can do this, she thought.
She stayed the full hour, because that was what he had bought. Still naked, he handed
her a business card. She took it while wondering what he meant by it.
2(7OWEWUERWEEEOUOUEOUB w8 OUwOI 1 EwUOGOT 001 wOPO
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His seriousness impressed her.
2(z00wli POOWEEOUOwWPUO? wUT T wUEPEOWEUUWUT 1T wObd
A few weeks later she sat at the kitchen table counting twenty-dollar bills.
P2(wi Ox1 wadUwodOOPwkPT E0wadlz Ul WwEOGDOT 89
Diana closed her eyes until her heartbeat returned to normal.
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Mrs. Wynn stud ied her.
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Something happened, but not to Diana. On a late August morning she opened the
Newark Star-Ledger and read about the murder of a local high school teacher. Dick Leavitt
TEEWET 1 OwUTl OUwhOwi PUwI 601 dw/ OOPET wbi Ul w?i 00006
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the house frequently on her way to dates in the towns to the south. She tried to summon a
little grief, but nothing came

A week after his death she saw a Honda Civic parked in front of the house. The
hatchback gaped. As Diana drove by, a woman carrying a cardboard box came out of the
front door.

Diana swerved to the shoulder and stopped. She climbed out of the car and crossed the
highway. The traffic was ligh t. She approached the woman, who dropped the box into the
cargo space, turned, and gave her an unwelcoming look.
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Could, she corrected herself.
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The woman studied her from head to foot. Diana h ad already become used to clients

who stared. They had bought the right to look, but this woman came close to making her
uncomfortable.
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Diana wondered why she had confessed.

The woman stared for another long moment.
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what this woman thought.
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Deborah glared. Diana looked back.
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She turned and almost forgot to check for traffic before crossing the highway.
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She was ten minutes late for her date, and of course the client was one of those ran

who did everything by the clock.

That night Diana sat with her grandmother in their living room. A Mets game occupied

the television screen. Keith Hernandez hit a hard liner, but right at Ozzie Smith.
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She had never cursed or shaited before her mind started to fail. As Diana wondered

whether to say something, the doorbell rang. She went to the front door and pulled it open.
Two forty -ish men stood on the top step.
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He gave her the impression that she could spend an hour trying to memorize his face
and still not recognize him the next time she saw him.
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She thought and decided that she had no choice. A law-abiding citia 1 Owb OUOE &6z U w
the door on them. She stepped back, and they took it for an invitation. She led them to the
kitchen. Grandmom should be okay for a while.

The three of them took seats around the kitchen table.
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declined. Diana shrugged.
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She studied him for signs of mockery but saw none. His graying hair went well with
his youthful face. She liked that look on men.
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As soon as the words came out, she knew they were a mistake.
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Diana decided that the best thing to say was nothing.
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Diana sat perfectly still and looked at the ruins of her life. She had considered the
possibility of an arrest for prostitution, but this could put her in prison until she was forty.
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He waited She waited longer. Finally he nodded.
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She told him about her encounter with Deborah Leavitt.
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Tillotson sat thinking.

22002 wUI 1T WUEPEOW?REOW( wOUUwWOI wEUUDOT UUY w( s OC
OUUDPOT wol 82

2&DYT wUUwWWGQUWEBEWBDUOPSw?61 wodl PWEEOUOwWaO
UEPwaOUUWEEUWEUWUT T w2EYOad-»

?2.16867

220wbT E0wadlwldl 1 EwWOOWEOO? WUEDEW3IDPOOOUUOOOW?

?- 062

?P3TEUZUWEWT OOEWUUEUU8 w1UOT wOUOET Uw OB logkw E OO
EEESw-1 DT T EOUUwWPT OWEOOXxOEPOWEEOUOwWwabUwWwOEOT wlU

She nodded.
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Township.

Tillotson studied her.
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The two detectives started to get up.
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They settled back in their chairs. For the first time Tillotson looked annoyed.
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She told him about her hour with Dick.
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like he was crossing something off his list of things to do. He was starting to get another
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She decided to ignore his grin.
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He and Rostow stood up.
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Two nights later the bell rang again. Diana turned the volume of the Mets game down
a little and went to the door. As she pulled it open, she turned to make sure that
Grandmom looked settled for a few minutes. Diana turned back and met a fist coming in
the opposite direction.
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throwing one of her own. But she stopped her fist in mid -flight when she saw the gun.
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Behind the gun stood a teenage girl. Her straight, brown hair and long, pale face
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The girl started forward. Diana backed away from the gun. She kept backing up all the
way to the kitchen. The girl pursued her, leading with the gun. Diana felt something meet
the backs of her thighs. It was the kitchen table. She edged around it. Finally she ran out of
room to retreat. She stopped against the counter, with the sink to her right.
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girl sitting alone in the cafeteria. It could have been any day, because the girl always sat alone.
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For a moment Diana ran out of words. She groped for something to say before the girl
remembered to shoot her.
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There was no way to win with this girl. The gun in her hand seemed to grow until it
filled the room.
Diana knew that her small cast iron skilet SE0 wbD OwUT 1T wUPOOOwWOUU wOI wl
Mrs. Wynn sometimes scolded Diana for not washing up promptly, but tonight her
laziness might save her life.
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The girl whirled toward the sudden noise. Diana | unged for the sink. She grabbed the
skillet and sidearmed it toward the girl, who was turning back again. The pan spun like a
lopsided discus and struck the girl in the face. Her nose gushed blood. Diana rushed
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the girl screamed and dropped the gun.
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eyes. Diana jerked her head away and then lunged forward. Her forehead mashed thel DU Oz Uu
already bloody nose. The girl clutched her face with both hands. Diana punched her hard
in the solar plexus. The girl slid down the wall and sat on the floor, hugging her knees.
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The wall phone was right there where she needed it. Diana dialed nine-one-one and
watched the girl as she waited for the cops to arrive.
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BIO: | am the author of twenty published short stories and four unpublished novels about
prostitute Diana Andrews. She seems to have become my career, which would have
surprised me just a few years ago. Comments are welcome atalberttucher@aol.com
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13 Questions

With CHARLES ARDAI

Writer, Entrepreneur , Co-Founder of Hard Case Crime
The following Q & A was conducted viae -OED OQwEa w&i O | ws b1 1 DOT T VwbO

1. What is the point of an author using an alias (or Aleas, if yo u will)? Is it so a writer can
use a different tone when penning a novel?

Tone is part of it -- for instance, the books | wrote as "Richard Aleas" are truly bleak, so
when | sat down to write FIFTY -TO-ONE, which is a screwball comedy, it felt appropriate
to use a different name. Sort of like Donald Westlake, who is Westlake for his comedies
and "Richard Stark" for his darker fare. But another part of it was the desire to separate my
role as editor of the line (which | do under my real name) from my role as writer for the
line, and yet another was a desire to keep a great old pulp tradition alive. Lawrence Block
wrote under at least a dozen pseudonyms back in the 50s and 60s; same with Westlake and
Ed McBain ("McBain" was itself a pseudonym for Evan Hunt er, who was actually born Sal
Lombino) and there are plenty of other examples. Cornell Woolrich was "William Irish"

and "George Hopley." Ross Macdonald began as "John Ross Macdonald" and was born
Kenneth Millar. Writing under a fake name is part of the stuff of being a paperback writer,
and | wanted to have done it at least once.

2. If you have time away from Hard Case Crime, what authors or fictional magazines do
you prefer reading?

| don't read too many fictional magazines -- hard to find newsstands that carry them! But |
know what you mean. | do still enjoy reading ELLERY QUEEN and ALFRED
HITCHCOCK, which were a big part of how | started reading crime fiction in the first

place. | used to pick up old c opies for a quarter or a dime at yard sales when | was a kid
and read them cover to cover. | had hundreds of the things. As for novels, | read
everything Lawrence Block writes (he's been a favorite of mine since childhood, too) and
most of what our other authors do. I've loved Megan Abbott's books. | read a ton of old,
forgotten, out of print books, of course, some of them with an eye to possibly reprinting
them, others just for fun. And | read a lot outside the genre -- | just finished Paul Auster's
MAN IN THE DARK and have two Phillip Roth novel s on my nightstand.
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3. What does "hardboiled" and/or "noir" fiction mean to you? As in, your definition of
the genre.

Ah, hell -- this one's been argued back and forth so many times, online and off, and there's
no way I'll do better than the hundreds wh o have come before me, or be able to summarize
what they've said. I'm reluctant even to try. But the bottom line for me is that hardboiled
fiction is about tough people in tough situations, written in tough rather than flowery or
overly erudite prose; "n oir" seems to refer to stories of doom and despair, of small people
up against big enemies, trying desperately to survive intact and rarely (if ever) succeeding.
A noir story can be hardboiled or not; a hardboiled story can be noir or not. And as you

mig ht expect there's plenty of grey area around the edges.

4. What has been your favorite creation: Juno or Hard Case Crime?

Talk about a Sophie's Choice! | love them both. Juno gave me the chance to create
something genuinely useful and get it into the hands of millions of people across the
country; the chance to genuinely change people's lives. | can't tell you the number of times
people have said to me "I got my first e-mail address because of you" or "My mother would
never have used the Internet if it weren't for Juno." It was a tough business challenge,
which was fun; | got to take the company public and run it once it was; | got to work with
some extraordinarily talented people; it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity and |

wouldn't trade it for an ything. On the other hand, Hard Case Crime is something of a
dream come true for me, areal labor of love -- books are my greatpassion and have been
all my life, and the chance to write, edit, and publish a line of books I'm proud of and that
so many readers and authors and critics also seem to love feels great. feel privileged to
have had a chance to work with giants of the field, people | grew up reading like Spillane
and McBain and Stephen King, not to mention artists like Robert McGinnis and Glen O rbik
and Greg Manchess. | feel very fortunate to have gotten to do either Juno or Hard Case
Crime, never mind both. I'm lucky | never had to choose between them.

5. To the aspiring legitimate crime fiction writers, what advice would you give?

To becomea crime writer, of course, all you have to do is write crime fiction.  Sit down,

butt in the chair, fingers on the keyboard, and do it. Do it some more every day and, if
you're literate and have any raw talent at all, eventually you'll get pretty decent atit. As
for being 'legitimate,' I'm guessing most people would see that largely as a matter of getting
published, which has never been easy and certainly isn't getting any easier these days, with
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markets shrinking. But fortunately EQMM and AHMM are sti Il around and still welcome

new writers -- | published my first fiction in EQMM's "Department of First Stories" 20 years
ago and some other aspiring newcomer will do so tomorrow. And there are lots of online

publications like this one -- no less "legitimate" in my eyes, though of course they haven't

been around as long and don't have as large a readership. But no one should scoff at any

market. Start where you can and grow from there.

I'd also encourage new writers not to agonize too much about making any one story (or
novel) perfect. It never will be, and you'll get stuck. Write each story the best you can at
the time and move on to the next one. No better way to advance than that.

6. How would one of these new writers go about getting published by  Hard Case Crime?

Anyone who has a book to submit can e-mail the manuscript to me at
editor@hardcasecrime.comand I'll take a look -- but in fairness | should probably say that
the odds are extremely long. We get more than 1,000 submissions per year and only
publish maybe 4 or 5 original novels in a given year (at most), so we have to say no to more
than 99% of the books we see, including some perfectly good ones.We also only look at
novels, no short stories, and generally only short novels (maybe 50,000 or 60,000 words, not
80,000 or 100,000 or 150,000), and also only novels that have our unique flavor we do

very few comedies, no supernatural, no cozies, no serial killer thrillers, no winky -nudgy -
spoofy parodies of the hardboiled form. So there are a lot of hoops you've got to jump
through to make it into our line -- but anyone's welcome to give it a shot.

7. So far, only one HCC title has been penned by a woman (at least to my knowledge).
Are there too few women writers in this genre or just few that fit the HCC mold?

To my knowledge as well! We'd gladly publish more if we got more submissions we liked
from women. We just don't. Almost no women submit work to us and those who have, by
and large, have submitted work that wasn't very good. Of course, this is true of most male
writers as well -- the overwhelming majority of the submissions we get (as is the case for
any publisher) aren't very good, regardless of gender. But if you only get a few
submissions from women to begin with, the odds that even one will be outstanding are
really low. On the reprint side it's hard because there weren't many women writing this
sort of crime fiction in the 1940s, 50s, and 60s, and those that were hee often already been
reprinted by other publishers (The Feminist Press, for instance). But there's no reason we
couldn't have more originals by women -- we just haven't.
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We came very close to publishing Megan Abbott's Edgar-winning QUEENPIN -- she
actually wrote it with us in mind, and | made an offer on it even before she finished writing
it -- but Simon & Schuster had an option on it and of course was able to offer much more
money than a little shop like ours could. So that one got away.

The good news is that there are plenty of women writing tough, dark crime fiction -- go to
any bookstore and you'll find them. Just because they're not publishing it with us doesn't
mean it's not out there.

8. Which of the 50 HCC covers would you say features you r favorite artwork? They are
all great in my opinion.

Thanks. Getting to work with our painters to create the covers may be my favorite part of
the job. It's magical to describe a scene from the book and then see it realized visually.
There are a fewof our covers | don't love -- the man-in-bandages cover for Donald
Hamilton's NIGHT WALKER, for instance, sounded better in concept than in execution --
but overwhelmingly I'm pleased with how they've come out. My own favorites? Well, it's
hard to beat the special feeling | have for the covers of my own books -- Robert McGinnis'
cover for LITTLE GIRL LOST and Glen Orbik's for SONGS OF INNOCENCE and FIFTY -
TO-ONE. FIFTY-TO-ONE has a particularly special place in my heart, not least of all
because it incorporates Glen's versions of several of our other covers, in miniature -- so if |
had to pick just one, that'd probably be it. | bought the original painting of that one and it's
in my room staring at me as | type.

9. Certain HCC titles are novels from the past. How did you go about choosing these for
the series and was there any legal hurdles preventing you from publishing said titles?

No legal hurdles, just lots of legal work. We never publish any book without first getting
the legal right to do so, whi ch means tracking down the author if he's alive or the author's
estate if he's not. Sometimes this has been easy- finding living authors, for instance, or
deceased ones who are represented bynajor literary agencies, such as David Dodge or
Charles Willi ams. Others have been harder. It took me a while to get in touch with the
widow of E. Howard Hunt or the three children of Robert B. Parker (not the guy who

writes the Spenser novels-- he's still alive -- the one who wrote espionage fiction in the
19509. And it took years of searching before | turned up the heirs of Day Keene or Steve
Fisher. Still, I eventually did, and signed contracts with them, and we were off to the races.

As for how | choose them, that's simple. | have a collection of severalthousand books (not
all crime novels, but plenty of them are) and | remember which of those books made a real
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impression on me when | read them. | pull these books off my shelves, go online to see if
they're in print from another publisher (or recently h ave been), and if not, | add them to my
"Consider Reprinting" list. Each time we need a reprint, | pull a title off that list and get to
work clearing the rights.

10. Do you think the struggling economy has put any kind of damper on the book
industry?

Clearly the answer is yes. When you see layoffs at several of the major houses and an
acquisition freeze at one of them, when Steve Riggio of Barnes & Noble warns thatthis
holiday season will be the worst he's seen in his entire career as a bookseller ad that 2009
doesn't promise to be much better, you know we're in a bad time. Of course, it's bad all
over -- car companies are suffering, banks are going under, why should book publishing be
immune? The only silver linings | can think of are these: when times are bad, people often
turn to escapist entertainment to take their minds off their woes, and cheap paperback
crime novels can offer a terrific escape hatch (just as the original pulps did back in the
Depression); and bad times also have a certain noi flavor, which may inspire any number
of outstanding new noir novels to be written. Without the Depression, would we ever
have had THE GRAPES OF WRATH? Yes,that's a Panglossian rationalization of the worst
sort ("Sure, exploration of the New World brou ght us syphilis, but also chocolate!"), but
that doesn't mean it isn't true. Might as well enjoy the yummy chocolate if you have to put
up with the syph.

11. If you could pose a question to a hardboiled author from the past who is no longer
with us, who would you ask and what would the question be?

I'd love to ask Chandler why he thought marrying off Marlowe was a good idea.

12. Which of your own novels or short stories do you believe best defines the type of
writer you are?

SONGS OF INNOCENCE is the darkest thing I've written and also the most personal. |
loved writing FIFTY -TO-ONE and getting to cut loose and be funny for once, but dark
comes more naturally to me than light.

13. What is next on the horizon for Charles Ardai?

Next May we'll be lau nching a companion series to Hard Case Crime, this time focusing
not on pulp crime fiction but pulp adventure fiction -- the sort of thing you might associate
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with H. Rider Haggard and Doc Savage and Indiana Jones. The books will all be about
(and, officially, written by) a character named Gabriel Hunt, and I'm writing the second
book in the series right now. And of course we have a full year of Hard Case Crime ahead
of us, including long -lost novels by Lawrence Block, Lester Dent (creator of

Doc Savage)and science fiction great Roger Zelazny, a new Quarry novel by Max Allan
Collins, a never-published -in-the-U.S. novel by Jason Starr, and lots more.If you're
curious, check our www.HardCaseCrime.com or www.HuntForAdventure.com ...
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HANDBASKETS, DRAWERS, AND AKILLER COLD
By Kaye George

2( T waOUUWEUOUT T UWUEUT PUwUx wOOET wOOUI 62> w" EOU
I RxUl UUPOOWOOWI PUwWPDI 1T zUwWI EET 8

P81 Elywel E0wadlwl OOOEWEOWEEOUOwWPUY 2> w, EUEAZ UL

The kitchen radio, tuned O Ow" T PEET Oz UwUUx1 UwUUEUDPOOOWG &-
gloomy winter forecast: flurries, cold, windy.
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but he knew better. Not when she was this angry.

?2%OVUWEI DPOT WEOWPEDPOUG» w" EQWUOEOQOI EwUI T WwEOOUL
steps of their bungalow. He blew his nose, wadded the tissue, threw it on the floor of his
pickup, and roared out of the driveway.
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always ended the same way. Angry. Unresolved. Cal always wanted to derail the freight
train of their rage before the inevitable collision at th e end of the fight, but never could.

They always ended up mad.

The shift commander gave him the usual glare at his late arrival, but Cal ignored him,
coughed into his sleeve as he passed his desk on the way to his locker.
He sat on the bench, Fred (EY D UwU0OPT UDOT WEEOYT wi pOS w# EYDU W
cop. Not by a long shot.
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medallion dangling from the ring, the one that said Mensa Member in bold letters. Davis
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officer for long.
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used to actually say Mensa Membe, since Davis had tossed it around so much the R had
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Davis stuffed the keys into his pocket, snorted, and walked off. Davis was a guy you
EPEWOOUWPEOUWPEUET POT waOUUWEEEOS W' 1 ZEWET T Owoo
Cal had so far avoided being paired with the jerk.

The shift report was mostly lost on Cal with his plugged and ringing ears. He blew his
nose a dozen times, used up all the tissues in his pockets.
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running. Cal hunched his shoulders against the bitter Chicago wind and zipped his jacket,
then trotted into the warm brightness , out of those icy, stinging snowflakes.

And stopped.

The checkout clerk at the front counter was shaking, her bangle bracelets setting up a
nervous clatter, her eyes so wide the whites showing all the way around. The first
customer in line wore a knit cap pulled low on his forehead, a straw poking out in front
of his ear. His hands were in his pockets, but one of those pockets appeared to hold more
than a hand.
the punk. When he glanced down he saw that the pocket contained only a hand. The kid
PEUwWi OCEPOT wUx w0l 1 wxOEET whpPUT wi BUwWi BOT 1T USw' 11
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conquering bravado on his soft, fresh face.

Cal shook his head and cuffed the kid. Barrett, having seen the action through the glass
doors, appeared behind the aspiring felon, his weapon drawn.
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before Cal could complete his purchase, a nineone-one came int possible domestic.

Barrett flipped on the light bar and they sped to the address. With Daniel, the young
drugstore robber, still locked up in the caged rear seat, they parked a couple of houses
away and walked back. They paused on the stoop and listened. All was quiet. Barrett put
his ear to the flimsy door and held up a finger.
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Cal rang the doorbell, which seemed to be out of order, then knocked, hard. A woman
in her thirties, barefoot and in a bathrobe, opened the door. Her eyes were red, but no
bruises were visible.
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She frowned at Cal, then turned to Barrett who said, ? " OUOEw bl wEOOI wbOu
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She hesitated for a heartbeat, then stepped aside and let them enter. An unshaven man
slumping on a sagging couch shot them a surly glare.
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Barrett took the woman into another room to try and determine if everything was really all
right. He returned, shrugged, they took names and left.
The two cops then took Daniel to the jail. When they finished booking him in, it was
lunch time. Barrett drove to the station.
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headed for the cafeteria downstairs.
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The bitter wind had picked up and the heavy clouds created the feeling of impend ing
night at noon. At least the flurries had stopped. The same young clerk was again quaking
at the sight of the first customer in line, her bracelets rattling as before. But this time Cal
recognized the robber. Cal entered the store, his hand on the pistd under his jacket. The
a0UU0T wol xOwi PUwWT Eal wOOwWUT 1 wEOI UOOwWT EEOz UwUI 1
attention, but, instead, had a coughing fit. He fumbled in his pocket for a sodden tissue, his
eyes streaming from the pain in his throat. When he recovered and looked up, the robber
was gone.
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weapon, ran a few steps, aiming at the rear window. His foot caught on a patch of ice, he
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skidded, regained his balance. Then he lowered the gun and stuck it into his holster. His
shoulders sagged. He had been about to shoot his brotherin-law.

He leaned over, put his hands on his knees, and gave in to seven successive sneezes.

Cal jumped into his pickup and tried to fol low, but lost the vehicle within a few blocks.

He knew that car, though, that old blue Ford, even thought he knew where it was headed.
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The last time Nate had been hauled in--auto theft--he ended up serving a few months.
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seemed so defeated, so still for hours afterward.

Nate had been born ten years after Marcy, and their parents both died in a car wreck
when Nate was sixteen. Marcy tried to be mother and father to Nate, but he had a wild
streak as wide as Lake Michigan. And a chip on his shoulder the size of the Sears Tower.

Nate thought the world owed him something and he was determined to get it, by God. By
any means necessary. All hs teachers were out to get him. After he quit school, all his
bosses at a succession of lowpaying jobs were out to get him. Until he gave up on jobs
altogether.

Cal had finally had enough a month ago and told Nate he could no longer live with
themunlessi I wi OOwWUOEUV0OT EwbpOUODOT dw OOwi i z EWEOODT wi
of dirty dishes and clothing everywhere. Nate had moved out, but left them an
astronomical bill for pay -per-view movies. Nate was now, apparently, holding up drug
stores for a living.
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He picked up a double cheeseburger, fries, and Coke at the counter, took them to a tiny
plastic table, then perched on a tiny hard seat. Thelunch was tasteless, but Cal,figuring he
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in muff lers and topped with woolen caps, but had taken off their thick gloves to eat. The
second man picked up the ketchup packet and pulled on it. It remained intact.
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resuming his strugg le.
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Cal suppressed a snicker that scraped anew at his raw throat. He got up and pitched
the rest of his lunch.
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nearest drug store was miles away.
At the station, he begged some cough drops from the dispatcher. She handed him
three, cherry menthol, which he detested.
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Cal shook his head. If he said anything, he would start coughing again. The vile throat
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Cal tried to suppress a shiver.
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Cal considered his two possibilities. Number One: drive to the drug store with Barrett;
have the clerk recognize him as the cop who coughed his guts ou while the perp escaped,
then fled without taking a statement. Number Two: go home, where he knew the actual
perp, his charming brother -in-law, was hanging out. Neither appealed to him.
He tried to answer Barrett, but instead made croaking sounds.
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sagged. What could he do about it? Not trusting his raw throat, he nodded and h eaded out.
After sitting in his truck for a few minutes, a third alternative occurred to him. He
would drive around until his shift ended. Nate would be gone by then. Cal was almost
Eil UUEPOw- EVI wi EEWEEOUOWUIT 1 wUEOI wHiteUrgbandiasOwi O
the husband had to encounter him. But after an hour of aimless driving, the appeal of his
Ol PUEWET OPET whEUwWPI EUPOT wOT POBw' 1 ZEwUUT EwUxu
approach another drug store? They seemed to be jinxed for him today.
He wondered what Barrett was thinking, now that, most likely, he knew Cal had been
EOwUOT T wUET O wEGCEwWI EPOI EwUOWOEOT WEwWUT xOUUBw. T u
the carpet before. The truck rolled to a stop in a parking lot for one of the Lake Michigan
beach areas. His truck had gotten to North Lake Shore Drive without him thinking about
where he was going.
He watched the waves crashing onto the sand for awhile, then switched off the motor
to hear their seething roar. The wild, gray, furious water suited his mood. He contemplated
not being a cop anymore.
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The last time he had seriously considered leaving the force was four years ago, the case
of the Howard children. That discovery had been the culmination of a particularly
gruesome weekd w' 1 Z EWUEOTI OWEWPOOEOWUOWUT T wi OUxPUEOuW
love of her life, whom she refused to charge; had sent a teeraged girl to the same place
with infection throughout her body from the cuts her mother had gashed into her arms
with a filthy razor; and he and Barrett had answered over a dozen domestics that week
when the call came in.
A neighbor had phoned the station saying a bad odor was coming from the apartment
across the hall. And they had discovered the bodies of the children.
Cal had kept his cop face on, as he always did on the job. The other calls that week had
gotten shoved into a drawer in the back of his mind so he could carry on, handle the crises,
one after another. He filed the incidents away to be dealt with later. But lat er never came.
The drawers stayed shut. More calls came. More atrocities to be shoved into more drawers
in his mind. When he and Barrett kicked the apartment door in and found the Howard
children, Cal ran out of drawers.
"1 ZEWUEOT OWE wO OO @h kislmind tidaréd autEsdrié, uniaking tbom for
more of the evil that people do to each other. That had been the closest he had ever come to
gUPUUPOT dw! UOOWEUWOT T wi OEwWOl wOT 1 wOOOUT Owil zEuU
expression onto his face and re-entered the fray, sworn to protect and serve.
Now, lulled by the waves and a brief hiatus in his coughing spasms, he recalled the
two old guys at the hamburger place.
(1 w( z GanditGuné ds edfeels like | aam | in a kettle or a hamesket?
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about Nate ever did. The kettle might be warmer than the handbasket, though. And hot
water was what he was in with Marcy, and hot water was what was in the kettle . Except he
was freezing.
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The cold had crept into the vehicle without Cal noticing. His hands were numb. He
started the engine, dropping the key twice with stiff fingers, cranked the heater to max,
shivering at the initial blast of cold air. The watery sun, filtering through the cloudbank to
the west, was sinking behind him. Out of options now, Cal aimed the truck toward home.
-EUl ZUWEEUWPEUwW! 601 whpT 1 Owi il wi OOwOT 1 Ul 8

That night Mar cy dosed him with a powerful cold remedy, thick and syrupy, and he
slept for a few hours straight. On the couch. Neither of them mentioned Nate. In the
morning he felt marginally better as he entered the station.
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Barrett avoided looking directly at him. Two bad signs, thought Cal.
Captain Anders kept Cal waiting while he called the Lieutenant in. A third, very bad,
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He hesitated while they stared, their faces hard.
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A long silence.
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More agonizing moments of stony silence.
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mentioning that he knew the identity of the interrupted robber, he wondered if he would
have been all that disappointed at a suspension.
Patrol was relatively uneventful that day. No more drug store robberies. And Cal was
armed with handfuls of cough drops. Honey flavored, the good kind. Until the end of the
Ui DIl U6w WEEOOWEEODI wbOwUi OEPOT wlOi 1 OwOOwUi 1T wUE (
parking lot w as almost empty.
They entered, spoke with an ashenfaced stock clerk named Kenny. He walked with an
unsteady lurch as he led them to the rear of the store and opened the alley door. The
bracelets gleamed in the dim light of the single outside bulb. Her bod y had been stuffed
behind the dumpster. Only her slender arm protruded.
At their desks, writing up the interminable reports, Barrett speculated about whether
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woman had most likely been strangled with the piece of twine found next to her body.
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purse snatching a couple of years ago. Cal wondered if Marcy could alibi him.
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more vigor than necessary.
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She cringed, grabbed the kit T T OWEOUOUT Udw?6T ay2w' 1 UwYOPEIT w
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She ran to the bedroom and slammed the door.
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wanted her to be able to say that. Now what was he supposed to do? It was a little late for
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He slept on the couch again.

As soon as he and Barrett got into the squad car, Barrett spoke, his voice low, like he
EPEOZUWPEOUWUOWET woOYIl UIBIwRU EMOIwW EXuUIwb UunEEEW Bi
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robbery attempt? Me and Davis? She kept looking at Davis like he was Darth Vader. And
Davis was giving her these goofy grins. He winked at her once. | asked him in the car,
afterwards, what the hell was going on, if he knew her, but he clammed up tight. Yesterday
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he avoided being in the same room with me at the station. He left his desk every time |
walked in. Something strange is going on. Maybe youE OU OE wUOEOOwU O wi bOBG »
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On his way home, Cal stopped in at the drug store and sought out Kenny, the stocker
who had shown them the body.
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The blond one would be Davis, since Barrett was African-American.
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address from the store manager and drove there through light, wet flurries.

*kk

A tearful twenty -something red-head opened the door.

After Cal stepped into the apartment and refused a Coke, the roommate, Hannah,
relaxed a little. She perched on the edge of the couch and Cal took a nearby chair.
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show, and poised the pen as if he were eager to take notes.
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Cal remained silent, his pen hovering.
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kinds of noise pounding on the door, Carrie said. She was afraid she would get in trouble
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her face crumpled as she buried it in the tissue.
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It was like the sun rising. Cal took the metal circle, stamped with the words Mensa
Membe, OPUUDOT wUT 1 w1 OwWEBEWUOUTI wbPUT wdl pwUI UBOYI &
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He knew Davis had raped Carrie. Then, after the drugstore interview, murdered her,
maybe when he returned for more. Maybe she resisted too much. Maybe she threatened to
ITRxOUT wi DOdw' | WEPEOZUwWwOOOPSEwW OEwi 1 wEOUOEDZz Dw:
Barrett would watch Davis. Eventually the big, blond demon would slip. There was no use
maintaining a chain of WEUUUOEAa wi OUwUT 1 wOl EEOCOPOOB W31 1T wxU
El wxUOOT wOOwWEwWNUUAWE!I Ul UWEWUOPEOwWOEPaT Dwi pODL
TEYI wOi DPUWUEOT woOi EEOYy w' OPwWEOwWPI wOOOPwPUwPEUOZ
it? Blah, blahO w E O E it Wap pudoftdXaabANnd he would get Davis. He knew he would.

Cal whistled as he drove toward home. The wind had shifted and a light rain fell,
washing the snow away. Some drawers had emptied out. So had his sinuses. He pictured
Davis in a handbasket.

And himself sleeping in his own bed.
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BIO: Kaye George is a violinist, composer, mystery reviewer, and writer. Her short stories
have appeared in Web Mystery Magazine, FMAM , Writer's Post Journal, Hard Luck
Stories, Mysterical -E, and Mouth Full of Bullets . Four stories have won awards, the latest
for Mysterical -E's Summer 2008 issue. She lives in Texas.
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YELLOW PERIL
By Michael S. Chong
lllustration by Michael Archibald
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Although it was night, the stench of the Chinatown alley made even me wither a bit
from the smell of rotting vegetables, rendered fat and soy sauce. Accompanied by my
i EOUT 1 Uz UwE UUAERETOM Quan), ddredébysitting muscle than bodyguards, |
was walking to my first official meeting as representative of the clan. A drug squad had
been taking out our grow -ops and taking away all the produce, but not officially. These
bastards were lling it on their own and beating up both our growers and distributors,
including someone special to me. These cops had a neat routine. While some of the squad
brought in the growers for questioning, the others would raid the grow -ops, confiscating
the merchandise and any money on hand.

In the past, my father would have dealt with such matters by making one of the cops
disappear, but he was too old and sickly, plus | had a personal interest and some history
with a member of the squad.

Constable Ray Petrie and | went to the same high school in the west end. His
nickname back then was Elvis because of the way he wore his hair, but no one ever dared
using the name to his face. Back then, Ray had taught me how to shoot pool and had been
as straight as they come, being both a football jock and a B+ student. | remember a time
when a joint was being passed around in front of him and Ray complained, stating that he
would be a cop one day.

Ray and | had a falling out in high school. As usual it was over a girl. Her name was
Heather Lee. She came in Grade 11, transferring with a friend from another school in the
suburbs. Most of the guys in my class had the hots for Heather and her friend Anna. They
both had the air of being unapproachable, but | eventually b ecame friends with Heather
when we sat next to each other in History and | let her copy off me in tests. We were the
kind of friends that saw movies together and went for pizza. | kept waiting for any signal
but she talked about other boys in our class and always suggested girls | should date but
never did.
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liquid courage at an upcoming end -of-the-year party. When | arrived at the house party,
Heather was already wasted, checking on Anna who was throwing up all the vodka and
orange juice they drank before showing up. In the backyard, there was a keg, and in-
between refilling my glass, | would try to see if | could get Heather alone, but she kept
nursing the trashed Anna. With some friends, | went outside to smoke a joint, hoping the
THC would calm my nerves. One joint became two then someone pulled out some hash
and a bong. The party got that haze of audio, light and time distortion, with music mixing
into words, pe ople undulating, and seconds feeling like minutes, but perhaps being hours.

Through all of this, | went back inside the house which seemed different than it was
before, blurring and streaking as | walked about. Asking around for Heather, someone
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told me she put Anna in a cab and had already come back. | looked all over the threestory
house, eventually finding her passed out in a bedroom at the back of the house. Sitting
down beside her, | brushed back her hair and saw that she was breathing shallowly from
an open mouth as she drooled onto the pillow. | bent down to kiss her on the cheek, then
got up and left to get another beer. She would sleep it off for an hour or so, | thought, and
then | would get my chance.

While pushing on the pump of the keg and filling my glass, | could see a bunch of
people grouped outside the back window. | walked over and asked what was going on
while looking inside. It was Ray Petrie on top of Heather.

| threw down my beer, ran back into the house to the bedroom, shoving Ray off
Heather, who now seemed awake but dazed. She told me to fuck off, slurring the words.

Ray got up, pants down and ushered me, speechless, out of the room, shutting the door
behind me.

Heather never came back to my high school after that. Ray and| had no more to do
with each other following that incident, ignoring each other on the street like strangers.

Over a decade later, Ray was a member of the Metropolitan Police and, possibly, a
crooked one too. Through the grapevine | knew Ray had become acop. When | learned he
PEUwxEUOWOl wiOT 1 wEUUT wUQUEEWUT EQWPEUWOOOEODOT w
| thought was a senior officer had turned him. The veteran probably convinced Ray that
what they were doing was a victimless crime and th at they deserved a piece, putting their
lives on the line to protect the public. Sort of an Anti -Serpico. While Ray was only a
subordinate in the squad, | thought that we should talk and put on a friendly face so |
was that | would come alone. Over my objections, my father insisted that Tom and Johnny
come as protection.

Before we rounded the corner of the arranged dead-end alley, | held a hand up to stop
Tom and Jchnny just out of view.

In the half-darkness, Ray was leaning against a yellow convertible Mustang, smoking a
EPTEUI 001 Bww3i i WEEVWUEEDOWPEUwWxOEaDOT w?2&i OUU
out with a receding hairline, but still had the build of a| inebacker. He looked like a cop.
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was strong and | noticed the huge diamond pinky ring on his right hand.
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scumbags? You can only see so many dealers driving around in Hummers and Mercedes
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around to see Ray taking a drag then blowing out smoke through a smile.
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ago, but her smile and sense of humour drew me in. Having come here from China at the
age of seven, she spoke perfect English but still dressed a little offkilter, preferring bright
colours and a blunt pageboy haircut. She was studying to be a teacher, growing pot to pay
her bills and support her elderl y mother.
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shot Ray through the forehead.
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see two large men hop a fence, both with police-issued Glocks. From behind me, Johnny
and Tom were letting go with their weapons. The sound muted as | closed my eyes and
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BIO: Michael was born a Scorpio in the Year of the Dog. As a good Canadian, he once kept
a grow-op in his basement. He worked as a reporter while living in the Netherlands while
also writing for such publications as Rice Paper and, online, Allan Guthrie's Noir Originals.
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THE BRASS RING
By Eric Beetner

They said their vows. They kissed when told to. Someone even threw rice, although
they were a paid witness to the nuptials. She wore white. She carried a flower. He rented a
tuxedo from the lobby. He bought the license. He paid the judge. What he did not buy, and
what he could not stop thinking about, was a ring. Oh, he bought her a ring, how can you
get married without something? BUOw 1 1 w E b E O 7 MAMBND: wing.] They &eare
UBbOxOawUOOwi rx1 OUPYT wEUOwW" T UPUUOwWUT ECwOT BOT wd
the tab off a Pabst Blue Ribbon and put that on her finger. She had such lovely small hands
and now they had that thin y ellow band like a ring of rust circling a drain. It was an insult
to her and he knew it. But what else could he do? Diamonds were so damn expensive. A
condition of their getting married was that William would quit the show and settle down,
hardforaguywi Oz EWET 1 OwOOwUT 1 wEPUEUPUOWUDPOET wi 1l whEUU
6 DOOPEOzZ UwxEUI OUUwPI Ul wYEUET YPOODEOUWEOE wUI
he was born. For a time there when he was six to seven his Dad, Willie Sr., had tried to
make a father/son act out ofthem. So many had done it to great effect. It was always a hoot
OOwUT T wUOOT wxUl EOCEPOUUWOEEwWOUUPDUwWI PUWOUOOT T E
the butt of jokes as long as people were laughing. To him there was no difference between
laughingwB U1 wi DOwWwOUWOEUT 1 POT wEOwWI POSw! U0weDOODPED
out into the crowd constantly and lose his concentration. He just could never forget that
there were people out there; probably because he spent the first part of the evening taking
tickets from those very same people. Folks were less likely to try to rip off a young kid. If
Ol awi YI VDwEPEwOUaOw. 2! UPI OWPEUWEUOUOEWOOwWI EOE
They toured like that until William was twelve and then his Mother got a job offer to be
a Ziegfeld girl and she wanted to take it. That would mean Willie Sr. was being supported
by his wife and that simply would not fly in his household. She argued it for exactly one
night but it was clear that Willie Sr. was not going to change his position. The next
morning she packed her things and went to New York and William never saw her again.
Willie Sr. never spoke of her and never went after her. He changed the act and took in a
string of bit players, none of whom could sing like she could. One gal sure could dance li ke
hell but when she stopped and opened her mouth people headed for the door so she was
put back in the chorus line. Willie Sr. had graduated to the producer of the show and he
kept that train moving all across the country. Everywhere except New York, that is.
Now on the verge of twenty years old, William stayed behind the scenes. He still took
tickets and he still looked out into the audience every night from his stool next to the
curtain, which he raised and lowered along with making sound effects like s mashing plates
DOUOWEwWxDOI WEORWI OUwhPT 1 Owi PUW#EEWOUUET T EwOl i
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crashed into a china cabinet and broke everything that he had just sold to a fellow for rent
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funny that more and more of his characters were falling drunks, but the people still came

(not as much as they used to) and they still laughed (not as much as they used to).

When William saw Penelope in the crowd that first nig T Ow UT 1 w PEUOZz Ow O
Immediately he knew she had taste. Dad was stumbling around drunk, ironically trying to
EEQwO!l UVWEUUOOWUT EOwi 1 wUl ECOawPEUwWDOWOUET UwU
had officially overtaken the comedy. William was so fix ated on this round, pale face with
the lightly rouged cheeks and the pink lips that he almost missed his cue to drop the
curtain on this fiasco, which was almost a tragic mistake for Willie Sr. because he was on
his way to hurtling off stage and it was the heavy velvet curtain that stopped his careen
into the orchestra pit. That got a laugh.

He raced up to the lobby after the show to watch her leave. She seemed to be alone. She
EI T EOI Ewil UwbPEUET wUOPPET wbOwWUE xDE wUU AEIbokingd O O wU
at it. She knew what time it was. Someone had stood her up.
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When the lobby had all but emptied, she was still there. He had studied her up and
down for more than five minutes. He liked the brooch she wore o n her jacket; a white
flower with a golden stem. He liked the way the curls framed her face but only the few she
let trail down from her perfectly set hair. He found himself walking towards her without
even telling his feet to do so.
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That was a weeklong engagement and he was back in four months for a two-week
long stay. By the end of the first week he told her he loved her and on the eve of pushing
on the second time he proposed marriage. She was overjoyed and made herequest that he
leave the show, and his Father, so they could have a real life. He agreed and felt more
sadness about leaving behind his friend Sammy, the Negro boy who washed all the
costumes, than he did his own father.
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And now there she stood, her face beaming and aglow with joy on her happy day, with
a dull brass ring on her finger where a big, full diamond should be.

They talked about him getting into pictures. A lot of his friends on the circuit had gone
to Hollywood and they were doing real well. One guy he knew in Kansas had gone out
there and now was doing prat falls right alongside Buster Keaton. William took Penelope
to see it and there he was, a fellow that William had played cards with and smoked cigars
stolen from Willie Sr., right there on the movie screen dressed as a police officer and being
outwitted by the great stone face himself. By the end of the picture he had a plan all
worked out.
But this was her home. Minneapolis was where her parents had settled when they
came over from Norway and she owed it to their memory to see it through. He tried to
convince her that they would be very proud of her if they made it in Hollywood and she
was even pretty enough that she could be a chorus girl or maybe an extra who dances in a
nightclub scene every now and then. Her parents would never even feel like she had left
because she would come to them every week at the pictures. She laughed harder at that
than at the Keaton picture and the issue was dead.
6 DOOPEOWUOOOWOEE wNOE U éepare ydu théch rna ddteRlitButnbdw E D E C
out. He got a job as an usher in the same movie theater where he had dreamed his dream
but that only made him jealous of every person he saw on the screen so he had to quit. It
had already been six months since the emgagement and despite their finances, she did not
PEOUWUOOWPEDUWEBawWOOOT T UBw' Il UwNOEWEODOT WEEEO!L
UOI EEawi OOUT T wEGEWUT 1 WEPEOzUwOI i EwEOawWEDT wi E
deserved one.
He had also been worOD O1T WOEUI QawEOwUT | ws. O w- OUUOw+ U
that his wife was not only the breadwinner in the house but also had to serve as his agent
for employment. He took it. No wife of his was going to go off to New York because she
PEUOzOwWi 1 OUDPOT whpil ECwUT 1 wOI 1 ET Ewl UOOwWI OB
He cut ice to pack the Lutefisk in before it was loaded on trains and shipped out to
other parts of the country, as if anyone outside of Minneapolis would ever eat this stuff. It
was hard and his hands froze inside his gloves but all those years on the rope made his
palms tough and at the end of the day, work was work. As long as he came home to her
each night, he would cut the fish himself if they asked him.
He could see her leave each day, her shift ending an hour before his. From where his
station was in the shipping house up behind the main office, he had a clear shot right down
to the front gate. He watched each day at 5:05 when the gagle of secretaries all walked out
together, gossiping about what they had learned that day. Western Union had nothing on
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these gals for spreading the word. He watched her walk. He watched her laugh at the
stories the other women would tell. She had that easy way about her that someone has
PT 1T OwUT T awEOOZUwWwOOOPwWUT T azUl wel pOT whEUET T ES

He would also see the front gate guard, a man named Alvin Jurgen, and he saw plainly
the way he tipped his hat directly to her even if she stood in a crowd. William could see his
smile as he aimed it like a gun at her. Penelope did not turn her back on him nor did she
EUDPOOOT wi 1l UwdOOUT wOT T whpEawUl T wEPEwPT 1 OwUT 1 WEDE
back but any woman likes a little attention from a good -looking man, especially when they
EOOz UwOOOPwWOT I PUwWI VUUEEOEWPUWPEUET DOT wli 1 66

At home William never mentioned it. He stood in the kitchen washing up dishes after
supper and stared in silence at the awful, tiny ring cursing her finger. Alvin probably
EPEOzUOwl YI OwOPOBRUES weEOWEOUOE WUl O0wi UOOwUT EC
hunk. That horrible ring was so thin you could floss your teeth with it. If he did know she
PEUWOEUUPI Ewli Tl WEUUVUO! EwUT ECwUT T WwET UOx wUT 1T wpEC
of her. Maybe T 1 wPp OUOEWEUOWI 1 UwOUUWESEWOI i1 UwOOwWUEOT
of ladies with fat diamonds the size of grapes on their even fatter fingers. Maybe Alvin
would show her his gun, issued by the company but he got to take it home with him at
night, and he would offer to take care of that deadbeat husband of hers.

?( WEOUOEWOEOI wbOwOOOOwWOPOl WEOWEEEPETI OUwUI EC
all, what kind of man gives a gal like you a ring like that?"

Years of living with actors had madl w6 POODEOz UwDOET POEUDOOWYD
PUPUDOT WEWET T ExwOl OOEVUEOCEWEUUWI 1 wEOUOEOZ Qw1
true, that was enough. He had to do something.

One night a week she indulged him by going out to the movies, although she could
take them or leave them. He preferred comedies. The last picture they had seen was the
day after the story broke on Fatty Arbuckle but before they pulled his films from
Ol T EUI UUWEQGEwWPDUT wlUT EVwUUOUawI Ul UT weeltuvisl 1 w O+
that sour experience or maybe she legitimately had a headache but she declined to go
with him this night.
P2(WEOOZ UwWPEOUwWOOWUxOPOwadUUlwi UOOwWadUwl OwEDa
OUET 6~
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He kissed her cheek and she smiled as she lifted her cheek to meet him.
2(wooYl mBOIws O
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All the way down to the theater his mind was busy writing another lurid tale. This
time she had shuffled him out of the apartment and watched from the window until he
was across Hennepin and out of sight. She knew she had a nevereel, a cartoon, a short and
a feature so he was out for the next two hours. Plenty of time for Alvin to come on up from
his car that was parked across the street. She might signal him with a wave or by turning
the lights off and then on again two times. Once in the door he would waste no time. He
peeled off her dress and slid his security guard uniform off. That son -of-aEDUET whEUO
even wearing any underpants! Better to do his duty and take it on the heel out of there
before William came home. Even if he did come home, even if he caught them in mid-
coitus, it was Alvin that had the gun and a clearer case of seli-defense there never was. Sure
TTwPpEUwi EYDOT WEOWEI Il EPUwWwPDUT webDOOPEOZUwbDI I 1
William allegedly came at hiOwpPpBDUT wEwWwOOPI | OwUOl EUz UwEUUI Ox 01
right to defend yourself with the gun that was issued by the Ole Norsk Lutefisk Co.

6 DOOPEOWOOOOI EwUx wEOEwWUI EOPAT EwUT EQwpBUT wOl
keeping track of how far he had walked and had to look around to orient himself with
PTT Ul wil wpEUBwW2UPOOwWi OUUWEOOEOUWEPEawWi UOOWUT |
UT Ox8w, UUxT azUw)l Pl OVAWEOEWBEVUET will xEPUwWPEUW
pocket watch in the wind ow and sitting next to it on a bed of burgundy velvet was a
diamond ring fit for a queen. A small 40 -watt bulb shone down on it from inside the
EPUxOEAWEEU] wWEUOwWUT EUZUWEOOWPUwWOI 1 ETl EwUOwWT OP
stars. It looked like a description he had read once about Paris.3 | E the kind of ring
/101 OO0xT wWET UT UYT UBw' 1 wOOl PwUIT whPEUOZzOwUxUUET
anyone else. She was a good woman and a perfect wife and she deserved the best of
everything for letti ng him fall in love with her. He owed her his whole life. He would be in
Buffalo right now raising up a curtain just like he had done for the last 2000 nights,
watching his dad get drunker and drunker.

He glanced back over to the pocket watch and noticed that it was almost show time. He
hoofed it away from there and made it to the theater just in time for the start of the show.

3T PUVaA WUl EOOEVUwWOU0wWOOwWUT T wUOUT T OwET U1 UwOT 1 w
tell you what it was about. Not even ifit PEUWE WEOOI EAawOUWEWEUEOES w3
his mind was on that shimmering diamond. Even in the pitch black of the movie house he
saw visions of it reflect every facet of light that cut through the smoky auditorium. Used to
be a vaudeville house, this 001 § w' | WEOUOEOz OwUi Oi OET UwbHi wil z!
Dad though.

He made a choice not to cross to the far side of the street on his way home so he would
TEYI wOOwxEUUwEaw, UUxT azUwWET EPOSwW3T Ul 1 wOOOUI i U



45

CROOKED #1

the diamond. The scrollwork on the sides was all hand-carved. Two tiny diamond chips sat
on either side of the center stone. The platinum really set off the brilliance of the diamond
without discoloring it the way gold did. You get a gold ring when you have a poorl vy
colored diamond so you can hide it but this stone needed no disguise.

William was drawn to it the way he was drawn to her in the lobby that first night. His
11T OwOOE!l WET EPOWEPEOZ UwpPEDPUwWI OUWDPOUUUUEUDOOW
where his breath made fog which retreated and then fogged up again on each exhale.

William had not committed a criminal act in twenty -plus years of life. On several
occasions he found a nickel or dime on the floor of the lobby and he would return it to its
rightful owner. When a man with six in his party overpaid for the afternoon matinee, he
xOPOUI EwOUUwWUT | wOEOZ Uwi VUOUWEOE W EYIT wi POwWOT 1
NOPOwUT T wUUUT wpkpi i OwUOT1 awUUEY]I Ol EwbpPUl WEOWEE
stooges in the crowd before the show to pick up on personal information so that he could
EOOI wOUOWOOWUUET | WEOEWEOOOUOET Ow? ( wEOwWUI 6UpOT
back row would gasp in amazement and wonder at how he could know if not for the
unOPOPUT EwxOPT UwoOl wOT T wUxPUPUUGw6DOOPEOwWPEOQUI
people a penny other than their original admission.

So when he wrapped a handkerchief around his fist and socked in the glass it was like
he was at the pictures watching someone else do it. When he reached in and took up the
ring it was like that point in the movie where you know someone has just made a terrible
mistake that he could pay for the rest of his life, and that might only be until the end of the
nextreel. St | T EwDOwWwi PUwxOEOI UOw6POOPEOzUwi PUUOwWEL
heavy while his mind raced at what to do now.

"1 WEOQUOEOz UwNUUUWEUUDYIT wi 001 wEOGEwWxUT Ul O0wT 1
asked, and not just by her. He needed time. This could end up being the greatest thing he
had ever done for her or the dumbest thing he had ever done, period.

At work the next day, his hands frozen in ice and his jacket and hair permeated by the
smell of pickled fish, he thought and thought on what todo. H | WEDE Oz OwbpEOOwWUO
much time in case Alvin made his move. For once he appreciated the mindless nature of his
work because it allowed him to think about other things without making his work suffer at
all. Conversation was almost nil due to the fact that nearly all of the other workers on the
line spoke mostly Norwegian and up in that loft with each other, nothing but.

On his lunch break he scanned the newspaper for any story on the theft but he saw
nothing. A ring of that value you would expect to ma ke the paper and someone maybe
even to offer a reward.

At 5:05 he watched Penelope exit the gate. Alvin tipped his hat. She played it cool. If
there was any hanky panky they were both experts at hiding it. He finished his shift and by
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the time he clocked out he had the language all worked out in his head just ready for a
quick stop off at western union on his way home.

TO: Mr. William Mayes

FROM: Law Offices of McKinley & Morganfield

Dear Mr. Mayes,

Our sad duty to report death of your father. Stop. You are sole beneficiary of estate.
Stop. Full amount disclosed upon arrival in Des Moines. Stop.

Sincerely t Alfred Morganfield and Lowell McKinley

He had spent his movie money on the telegram so he stepped out and walked the
streets for two hours before coming home.

P6EVUwWPUWEwWl OOEWOOI y-»
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The next night when William returned home Penelope was waiting for him wi th red,
swollen eyes.
26T EQwbUwbUYy 2
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He took it and made a good show of reading it as if for the first time. Penelope watched as
he reacted quietly and slowly.
261 00ODEOO@IWUXx OO0T Ow? (wl Ul U0wi 1T zUWET T OwbOw#i
2.7 0w(zOwUOWUOUUAwWEDOOPEOGS> w21 1T wi UTT1 Ewl POw
he tried to calculate the odds of his Father trying after all this time to really get in touch
with him. It was entirely possible that his father was dead. Drunk in some alley or rolled
for his pocket watch and left for dead. Maybe slipped into the Mississippi river while in
New Orleans for a show. New Orleans had always been a favorite stop of his, mostly
because the liquor flowed in a torrent as mighty as the river itself at times. Public
drunkenness was also tolerated quite openly. There were even times when Willie Sr. was
not the most drunken man on the street at a particular moment and New Orleans was
almost the only place where that could happen. William always pictured his father retiring
from the stage down to the Big Easy to take those lessons.
P(wl Ul U0w( wi ET OEwl OwOOw#i Uw, OPOI UB»
P(wWEEOwW! OwpbUT waOdUBdw( zOOWEUOwWI OGUWUDOT woi i s~
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For this there was not much acting required. William found the lies coming all too
1 EUPOCawpkPi 1 OWPUWEEODI wUOOwUx1 EUOEUDPOT wOOwi PUwI E
and he promised to return in two da ys time. So far, so good.

He boarded a bus the next day headed for Des Moines but got off at the first stop in
Edina and got a motel for three dollars a night and squatted there to wait it out.

Penelope was there to greet him when he got off the bus from his fictional trip to Des
Moines. She hugged him long and hard. William was just glad to be out of that cheap hotel
room. He was going stir crazy with boredom. The ring was burning a hole in his pocket but
he knew he had to wait until they got back to the apartment.
She had a roast in the oven waiting for him. What a good wife. She deserved this ring.
It was all worth it. Every second of doubt that he had while trapped in that room in Edina
just washed away each time he looked at her. She smiled at him from the kitchen and
cocked her head at a slight angle that signified sympathy for his loss. For the first time
since he met her he knew exactly how he was going to repay her for her kindness to him.
After dinner he folded his napkin and resisted the temptatio n to belch. He wanted this
OPT T OwWUOWET WEUwWx1 Ul 1 EVUWEUWDUWEOUOEWEOEWT 1 WED
would become the most memorable moment in their marriage so far. Penelope began
running the water and pulling on her apron to wash the dis hes.
?P6EDPUOWI 001 a6 w8 OUWEEOQWEOwWUT EVWOEUT UB»
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She was intrigued and slipped the apron off and placed it back on the hook inside the
pantry door. She sat down opposite William at the table.
2611 Ow( wi(Qu uUIGEWOAMW w( wPEUwUDT T Udw' 1 wEPEDOz Uu
26DO0O0OPEOOWDUZ UWEOOWUDPT T U6 wei wEOOZz Owdi i EwbUB u
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moved to New York. You know all that. Well, she ran around with a pretty high -class
crowd. | guess the stories are that she was covered in furs and jewels. So | guess she
I PTUOUI EwUT 1T wEPEOZzZ OwOI 1 Ewi PUwUPOT wedaodoUil 6 w( wu
pining for her, you know? A way to close the book on them as a couple. So she sent him the
MmOl WEEEOS»
William reached down into his pocket where the ring had been waiting for nearly
two weeks.
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he wanted me to have it and that Mom would want me to have it, a nd that you should
wear it. | wish | could have given this to you on our wedding day, but, better late than
Ol YI UOwUDPT T 0y -2
He unclenched his hand and the diamond lit up the room. Even the lure of that perfect
U0OOT wEPEOZ UWEUE P wi b tutiShellitdranOdithiruikeishe hdd BaumamyE E O D ©
facets as that diamond. Tears welled up in the corners of her eyes. He had promised in his
vows never to make her cry but this was worth it.
He took the ring out and went to place it on her finger. First he h ad to remove the
offensive brass band that had violated her hand since the day they were married. He tossed
it over her shoulder and it clinked off the porcelain of the sink and made two circles
around the drain and was gone from their lives forever.
He took her hand and slipped the new ring over her finger and it slid on like her skin
was made of silk. She held it up to the light and, speechless, grabbed William in a kiss that
he felt was better than their wedding day.

The next day he held his secret tightly and wore a subtle smile to himself all day long.
He did not engage in chitchat with the other workers in the icehouse, not the way Penelope
would be showing off her sparkling new diamond to all the girls in the secretarial pool. It
made him happy to kn ow that the gals would all be a little bit jealous of her, and perhaps
look a little differently at him the next time they saw him. Finally he felt like a real
husband. Here he was doing good, honest work and providing for his wife. He had been
packing fish for so long now that the fact that she got him the job became inconsequential.
If anything it had tightened his arm muscles and broadened his shoulders a little;
something else for the nine-to-five gals to see when they started looking his way. Being
SUEOQWPDOWEwWUI T UPTTUEUI EwUOOOwWPDUT wxDEOOI Ewi BDUT
but for jobs in Minneapolis he was as fit as you could get from daily labor.
He watched the clock tick slowly by in anticipation of the opinion that really mattered
to him - Alvin. It took forever to get from 4:30 to 5:05 but finally it came and he stretched
up on his toes to see the gates and the flock of ladies as they exited the building. It looked
like a movie premiere as the ladies who had heard of the ring but had not yet seen it
gathered around Penelope as they walked out. She looked like Greta Garbo down there.
3T T wl EOT UwoOil wOT 1T w. Ol w- OUUOw+UU0T I PUOW" 680wl Owe6

As Penelope had to practically beat off the women who crowded aro und for a look at a

genuine diamond, Alvin spoke up over the clucking of the hens.
?. OEAOWOOEaA wOEEDP] UWEUTI EOwPUwWUx OwWEUT EOQwPUwU x
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rub it in that she already had the perfect man for her. Alvin was so far from her type, well
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a bathing beauty walk through the gates.
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A few ladies around her gasped at the language and Penelope herself was a little
Ul OEOT EWEUWPUWEEOST wOUOWEUOwWUT IKofpryaupr T EQwUOT 1T woO
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action. He saw the selfassured smile on her face as she turned away from Alvin to continue
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saw the snickers on the lips and hiding behind the hands of the ladies passing by.
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What he did not hear and what he did not see was Alvin go to the pho ne inside the
guard tower. He did not see Alvin dial his brother -in-law who was a cop on the force.

William did not hear Alvin remind his brother -in-OEP wOi w0l I wODUUDPOT wub O
that they had discussed over beers last weekend.

That night they made love like never before. William was possessed with a fire for
being a husband and a lover. There was no fear and no regret. Seeing how she would sneak
glances at the stone during dinner. Watching her remove the ring ever so gently and place
it in a safe place as she washed the dishes. A few times even he caught the brilliant sparkle
out of the corner of his eye and it made him turn.

He lay on top of her and they moved in perfect unison. They kissed and their sweat ran
together.

2+ OO0 wWE Uwb hér>Sue heldwip @ rhguaiidwatched the light refract off each
cut and facet as their lovemaking reached a peak. William rolled back and the cool cotton
was welcome to the sweat on his back. They both looked up at it catching tiny glints of
light from th e window. Even the rank yellow of the street lamp that they had cursed so
many times before looked like golden raindrops in the diamond.

William stood and went to the sink to splash cool water on his face and damped his
neck with a washcloth. He was contemplating making love again when the wood of the
door gave a high cutting sound as someone knocked.

2(0z0wbOPOl wOT PUUAWEOWOPT T UOW6 POOPEOS WET Owb O
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The thought of police was not first in his mind but rather an angr y neighbor. Perhaps
they should have closed the window during their lovemaking. He pulled on a white t  -shirt
and a pair of pants.
When he opened the door he took a moment to recognize Alvin in his street clothes and
up this close. Penelope knew him right away from the distance of the bedroom doorway
where she peeked out in a robe pulled tight and clinging to her sweat -slicked body.
?2 OYPOYy w6l EQwOOwW! EVUUT wEUT wabOUWEODOT wil Ul y-=
? WUOEPEOWEEOOSw DOz Uwob O whokes afte hotr® Oobidgkad UE Ul
Ui 1 wOEOUEOG»
Alvin took a step inside but William did not give him leeway for passing.
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PPDOEOP WO w, tUikead thezedliaskidn Erashed in all around him. He stepped back
and let Alvin inside.
Once in, Alvin paced around with the confident air of a man who knows he has the
upper hand. His hair was slicked back in a playboy style and his dark blue sport coat
barely hid the ever-present firearm at his side.
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from under the sink.
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account of the way he did the job so sloppy and everything. Oh, did | tell you my brother -
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who smashes in the window and takes. Sometimes it all depends on which way the wind is
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Penelope stared down at the ring she had already grown so accustomed to.
P2(z0wOOUWUEaADPOT wadbUwi EYT wOOwWI BYTI wOHOUT POT wWE
EOYI UwUUOUawUT EVwl YT UAaOO0T wPUWEUaADOT 6 wgOUwWUT OU
P#PEOzU0wabOUwUEAawaOUWEOUI EEAWUEOGCOTI EwlOwadlUw
P2(WEWEGWI 1 PwgUl UUPOOUB w- OWEDT WETI EOGw' 1 wedl U
O08w, UUxT azUwl OUWDOUUUEODOET wEOEwWUT 1 az00wi OUT I
261 E0zUwaObUUWET EOOwWUi i Oy w, 001 ayw8 OUwOOOP WP
2'1a0wO00] aw( wi OUfiyhts3have heetlerE goaduoOniz] | levgn got a
piece of a guy. Good-looking southpaw from Brainerd. Beat the hell out of an Indian last
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William stood stiff. He h ad no experience in this type of situation. One time he
confronted a man about sneaking in the back door of the vaudeville theater but as soon as
the guy raised his voice, William backed down. Better to let one guy freeload than ruin the
show forallthepEa D OT WEUUUOGOI UUBw OOwli 1 azEWEOwWDPDUwWPED
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Penelope tightened the robe even more around her waist. William clenched a fist at his side.
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William contemplated what the charge would be for robbery and how many more
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William stepped forward. Alvin put a hand on his gun.
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the facets in the street light. He had been a real husband for all of two days and now he
was back to being undeserving of her, a pathetic waste of a man. He could not provide for
her, he could not defend her. Prison seemed the best solution. She could tell people that he
died, just as he had lied about his own father, and when or if he ever got out again he could
change his name and move out to Hollywood and be an extra in party scenes. He tightened
his fist again and stepped one more pace forward.

?6DOOPEOOWOOE?» w21 1 WEPEWOOUWOOOOW POwWPOwWUT 1T w
limp. The curve of her thigh pushed forward from between the silk. Alvin was nearly
drooling like a dog. William knew he had lost her forever. His greatest gift had turned into
the thing that would separate them forever. She was choosing a rock over him. Now, such
a small and simple thing. A rock. A transparent stone set into metal with all the power to
El U0UOGawlOPOwx] OxO0i zUwODBYI UBw' | wi EEWUOEUT T EwU
pieces to the ground and all of them combined did not have the power of th is one clear
U000l w2VUET wEWUDPOawOT POT wOOwWIi EYi wbUz UwdpOwl UE

Alvin handed William his empty glass of rye and moved towards the bedroom door.
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Penelope never looked up as she sank into he bedroom still smelling of their sex, the
sheets still damp. William stood paralyzed. In this most dire of instances he let her choose
the fate of the both of them. He let loose his grip on the glass and it fell to the floor and
shattered. Another storm of clear pieces, not one of them worth a thing. None of them had
any power or gravity of their own. Nothing in the room, each inanimate object that William
found himself suddenly a part of, had any control or any power to change things. She had
to know that he did it for her. He tried to convince himself that she was doing this for him,
so that they could stay together. But all he could picture now was her staring at that ring as
she and Alvin made love.

His feet did not move but his whole body jerked in pl ace at the sound of a single
gunshot. He turned to the bedroom and Penelope stepped out wrapping her robe around
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William took a step, attracted by her gravity, and crunched his bare feet on the broken
glass below. The pain snapped him out of his daze.

2/ 00wadllwlobxx] U0woOO8w+1 Uz V0wl i1 0wl 60T dw(z
1T O0D0OT WUOOPTT UBw- OwOOT wOOOPUWPT T U wil wbUB w- Owod

As she worked quickly he saw the brilliant facets on her ring sparkle each time she
whisked her hand past the street lights outside the window. He had seen this done once in
a farce that his Father and Mother had performed. It was translated from French and had
lots of slamming doors and a very bumbling police inspector. William put on his slippers
and pretended he was in the play. Penelope seemed like an actress, like a different woman
altogether.

They worked together in pantomime. Instead of stage lights they had the tiny candle
glimmers of the diamond. William wondered now if his Father would one day show up on
their doorstep. Would he be looking for money? Redemption? Would he be as easily
disposed of?

William never thought he would become a criminal, even as his hand lifted t he ring out
Ol wUOT 1 wpPOEOPWEUwW, UUxT azU8w' 1T w0l 60T T OwbOwli YIi
one. Each had their crime, neither one a secret. One of the keys to a good marriag, thought
William. No secrets.

S

BIO: | am a film and TV editor, director a nd writer living in Los Angeles. | have two novels
that | am currently shopping, one co -written with crime novelist JB Kohl. | am also a writer
for the Noir City Sentinel, the Film Noir Foundation publication. My film making website
is ericheetner.comand my writing site in ericbeetner.blogspot.com.
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RETRIBUTION
By Cormac Brown
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boring into me, minutes ago. Since she got the better of our carnal giveand-take, | thought
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want her hating me too soon.

| rolled over and tried to kiss her on the lips, but she pulled back and skirted away
from me on the bed as far as she could without falling off. | shrugged and mumbled,
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Not all women, just one in particular.
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on it, because her hands were as close to a weakness as she seemed to have. She enjoyed
that for all of ten seconds, until that tangent she was on resurfaced in her conscious.
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To one woman in particular, yeah, he would, and | did.
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She smiled at me without a hint of happiness. | imagined that her smile was like a
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Those very same words were said to her in Spanish instead of my grunting and
gasping English, or so a man told me a few months ago.

Two months ago in a motel room much like this one, she laid in bed with Domingo
Zamora, a man that was almost the polar opposite of me, yet Domingo and | had
something in common. | apprenticed under him and he taught me almost all of what |
know now. | chauffeured for a friend of his and that friend said that | was both a go od
EUDYI UWEOEwWOUUUUOPOUUT a8 ww?2 O uo drivey whénlht wodldrt wE 1 E E
jewel couriers, and after a few years | became the number one man in his crew.

He was double-crossed in a hotel room much like this one, by this very woman, and
shi WEOUOEOz OwNUUOWET weddbUi OUwpDUT woi 1l xpOT wli i
particularly gruesome and painful manner that no one deserved, much less Domingo.
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The lights from a plane taking off from Midway Airport shot through the curtains and
lit her smile. That too-bright smile was fading into a snarl and | had to throw her off the
trail, because she was adding things up a little too fast.
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With my lips, | moved up her hands and her arms to her slender shoulders. Her smile
returned with just a touch of wariness. She was more concerned about her pleasure. She
grabbed my head and we kissed. Ugh, her tongue running across my teeth seemed to me
to be more of a brain probe than passion-related.

This heist came together by accident, and it had more to do with the right people
vouching for each of us. Those of us that rob jewel couriers are a small and efficient group.

We keep to ourselves. If Domingo mentioned me during their pillow talk, | believe that she
POUOGEZYI wEOOI wEPEawbDUT wlOl wUPT T OwET Ul OwOT 1T wk
both lucky and smart in that during my first job that | was lead that my partner for that

x EUUDE UOE U w & Fon hededrdjobrOHiguéad everything out before a pair of

brothers could double -cross me.

We pulled this job off without a hitch, and the energy seemed to carry over into us
xUOODOT woOi i wi EETwOUT T UzUWEOOUT T Uwthd shawerJIE E a w
planned out, texted a message and set everything up in just under two minutes. Now came
the hardest part, breaking this off while the rest of my body told my mind that it was crazy
for wanting to stop -
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The look on her face said 0T EQw UT 1 zUwOi YIi Uwi 1 EVEWUOT EQw O
pretended to look through my pockets.
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| already knew her answer before she said no, as | had checked.
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| put my clothes on and she pulled a gun out from under her pillow. She beckoned me
over and she sarched my pockets. She unzipped my pants and pulled them and my
boxers down. She looked me over and bit her lip.
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unstable nitro-glycerin. She searched them with the fingers of her freehand, while her eyes
stayed on me.
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My last three words stung her like a slap to the face. | guessed that she never trusted
anyone in her life, nor had she given anyone a good reason to trust her. | put the money
that she pulled out back in my pocket and winked at her.
2(zO0wNUU0OwWT 6POT wOOWUOT I wUUOUT wOOWOT T WEOUDI UD
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| winked at her again as | closed the door, and she had that vacant smile again with a
single tear to accompany it. Wasitacro©EDOT wll EUYy ww+ O000w# OODOT O
like | said, he taught me almost everything | know. You figure that he was on this Earth
almost twice as long as | was, and when a fifty-sevenyear-old veteran criminal gets played
like a twelve -year-old thE Uwi EUOz OWEOOT wEwoOPOUU] wbOwNUYI O6PO
of your league.
| feigned an elbow to the door and that was the signal. | went down the stairs and by
the time | crossed the small parking lot, there they were, Begley and Boyle. Two cops that
EPEOzOwi YI OwOUUUOwOT 1 OUI OYIi UOwWOT OwEOOOT wdi 6 wi
did. He was a debt collector and he owned them, lock, stock and barrel, and no one was
dumb enough to screw him over.
They were both police detectives and Begley used to be skinny, while Boyle was fat.
They got tired of the obvious comparisons to Laurel and Hardy, so they both decided to lift
weights. Begley got buffed up to ridiculous proportions while Boyle gave up after about a
P11 Oz U0wPOUUT wDOwWEEOWOOUODEPT UT WEEOOT Ew?231T1 w(O
Pl PET WEPEOzZUwWT EYI wUOT T wUEOTI wUPOT wUOOwWwHUOwWUT 6L
endlessly pissed them off.

| always had to work hard to hide that queasy feeling | got when | was around them.
You should always be wary around thin -skinned people with guns and badges. | wiped
my fingerprints off of the motel room key, handed it to Begley and walked past them.
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Begley shut Boyle up with a gesture and they went for the stairs. | chose this motel off
of South Archer for a reason. The sound and lights from the Midway air traffic would help
them out and they were going to need all the help that they could get.
| admired Begley. His eyes were on the curtains of the room, the whole time, and that
PEUwWUT 1 wOPOBEWOI wi OEUVUUwWUT EUwb Oupbrar, Y dlsa fiy&Eédiitwi B Ou
was just that that kind of focus was why, despite their shortcomings, those two assholes
were still alive.
| pretended to go around the corner as they took the safeties off of their guns. | was as
EEUI T UOWEUW( wEOUOEZY]I WET 1 OwbpbUT whawi 6OT 1 UxUDC
OT1 w35 WEQEwWOOYDPI Uwlil OOwadlowbUz Uwbl EUCGawpOxOU
with so many travelers aOE WOEDEUwT OPOT wOT UOUT T whPbUBdww( wUOUUE
anything, but | found myself lurking around the corner like a teen voyeur drunk on
hormones.
Boyle crawled just under the window of Room 208 and Begley walked right past the
door. He doubled back and slowly put the key in the door, and then four bullets tore
through the wood from the inside. Boyle crawled forward and Begley quickly opened the
door and blindly returned fire. He ducked low, peeked in and fired twice more, before he
charged in. The lights went out or were shot out.
%UOO0OwWwOAawWEDT O1 WEOwWOT T wi ETT woOi wOT 1 wxEUVUODPOT woCl
was amazed that a few pistols could hold that many rounds. The room looked almost like
a disco gone amok; the flash from the gunfire was like a strobe effect. | decided to cut out
at this point instead of waiting for the outcome. People would be looking out of their
UOOOUVUWEBEWEXEUUOI O0UwUPTT OwbOOPWEDSEW( wEPEDOZ Uu
O OUI wOPOWEPEOzZ UWUUEET T E
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of media blackout when the morning papers, the TV and the radio failed to mention
anything about the shoot-out. | went across the lllinois-Indiana border to Gary to | ay low,
ECEwi POEOCOawWOOwWUT T wi BYT wOZEOOGEOwWOI PUOWUT T awUE
come at six.

Finally at six, they mentioned two robbery detectives had stumbled onto a drug ring at
a motel room and a shoot-out ensued. Begley was wounded and was in stable condition at
O7 1 wi OUxPUEOCBwWw3T 1 AawEPEOz UwOI OUDPOOW! Vaol wEawd
him other than the usual paid administrative leave pending an investigation of the
shooting.
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Of course you can guess that there were no dugs on me or her in the motel room. The
ET U1 1 Ol OUwPEUWUTEVw! 1T Ol awEOEwW! 6aodl zUwxEadlI O
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ghost could finally rest in peace, but | knew that | would now be haunted by a spirit that
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revenge, other than my death.

L

BIO: "Cormac Brown" is my pen name. I'm an up-and-slumming writer in the city of Saint

Francis and I'm following in the footsteps of Hammett...minus the TB and wo rking for the
Pinkerton Agency. Some of my stories have appeared in Flashing In The Gutters and you
can find my work in Powder Burn Flash as well as Six Sentences My story "Tit -For-Tat"
appeared in the premiere issue of Astonishing Adventures Magazine and | have two
stories coming up in the next two issues of that magazine.
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By Sandra Ruttan
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Jermaine and | laughed with him. Not Twig.
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clothes. Even in the darkness | could tell his white shirO wbP EUwUOUET 1 Edw?" EODz
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sound as whiny as Twig. He stopped rubbing the streaks of dirt; reached into his pocket
and a second later his flashlight went on.
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Best laid plans and all that shit. Whatthe | UEQWPEUwPUODBT wkbOT woli
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like the city
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| could tell but Jermaine was playing it safe. Anyone could stop along the road, and you
never knew who might be on the paths, even at night. Hell, even if it was someone else out
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run into them. If anybody saw a flashlight beam through the woods they might stop to
check it out. Worse, they might think 5-. P EUwOOwUOwUi i OOWEOEwWPi wWEE
shit that would come down if they thought we were police. Jermaine was right about the
light, and he was right about the noise.

261 zU1l wl OOOE wiOBHOQUWE EBHWBOUEQU 1 Ul wubOwli T wEEL
P POawi ETT wOOwWUi i 68 ww? (WEOGOz Uwli POOWUT PUwWPUWE



60

CROOKED #1

26T EQwUOIl T wi VEQWEUT wadlOowbawdOUT i Uyww( i w( wk
EPUET wOUOwWI 1 Ul wpDUT wlOil O»w) 1 UOEDOT wUEPES ww? UOuw
?2$00U6? ww (wOO PUEOOWEEOUUwW )1 UBGEPOI zUw UUT U
entertaining enough, but not with what we had going on. | turned to glare at Twig, not
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leading the way down along the gully.
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| grabbed his shoulder and spun him around. He had to throw his arms up to steady
himself. | stuck my flashlight up right under my chi OWE OE wi OPEOI EwPOwOO6 w
x1 OxOl wUI 1T wOT PUwi EET wOT 1 awUi 1 wOOUI DOzy2ww) i U
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reason. Genuine whiz kid with directions, even off the concrete. Twig followed and then
Lamar. | brought up the rear, which meant | had plenty of forewarning about the rocks
and beer cans and whatever else was strewn across the path.
When we got to the bottom Jermaine stepped back. Lamar passed it back to Twig so
that he could open his backpack.
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Jermaine and Lamar doubled over laughing while Daniel looked down at himself. He
PEUwxUOODPOT wi PUWEUOUWUxOwODOT wil zEwl OUT 60UT Ou
of his hands and set it down.
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Daniel was swearing under his breath as he tried to peel his shirt from his body, which
was when it became obvious it PEU Oz OWwRNUUUWEwWODUUOT wUxOUBww? 2
shook his hands.
2200xwbU00? w( WUEPESwWww?+1 Oz V0wl 1 OwOOwbpbUTl wbU8 w
He nodded, his dark face nothing but a shadow against the blackness of the night.
?2' OCEwPUwUUDPOOO? w( wUOOOE w# E Obdtainéuwstird. Oz Ewi DPOEO
He bent down, but looked up as Jermaine flicked his thumb down across the metal and
it made a clicking sound as the Zippo lit. The OOOOw Ul EVUwWEUI x OWEEUOU
iluminated in the glow of the flame -PEUwi EOI wUT OEOOwI EOI wUl xUOUD
#EODI Owl Ex] EWEUwWO! wi OUWEwWUT EOOES ww?61 wlUl EOOCaw
| pulled my bag off my shoulder, opened it and removed a pair of pliers. My answer.
2311 U1 0> w( wxOPOUI EWEUW+EOEUZ UWEET dww? &1 OwUl
While he did that | put the pliers in my pocket. Jermaine and Twig bent down to pick
Ux wUOEOUB ww? 31 OwxO0POUUwi OUwI b WOR Qi ( williEl DuBuERIAuEH
me a handful.
2800z U1 wo6ds~» ww) 1 UOEDPD]I wWUEDUI Ewl DPUwi ECEWEDOE w
?2'1 a0OwPEPO Wi OUWOIT 82 ww+ EQEVWUEOOxT EwUxwUOOI w
P#EOOnwwidDT T OwOOwli 1 wOOUI n» ww#EODPT OwbpEYWwWHOU
until he got going and then he was in it all the way.
22T D0OwW( wOTi DOOWOT T wi ET z UwE OOD O lpitcted 6glealw) 1 UOE
(wWwETi OOWEOPOOWNUUOWEVUWEwWI OOUWEEODT wUx8ww?" i UE
something soyoungti DU w07 DOT z UwUUOUT wl O0wUOOT WwEOCEPUwWOO wH
)1 UOEDPOT wEUT PWEOOUTI UwpPUT wlT T wOPT T U1 UBww? (0
(OwlT 1T wUT POOTI UPOT WOPT T Dw( WEOUOEWUT 1 wEwWUT pOu
3TEUzZUwPUB ww3DOl wOOwWi 1 DwET EOGEPI ES 2
(UwEPEOz UwUEOI wEiard)damgaddhhe Gaibdnd IChwled hardu >E@en
with the gag it pushed out a squeal that cut through the nighttime quiet.
| stood up and kicked it. Jermaine smacked the head once, then twice, then a third
time. Lamar was in by then, the bloodlust build ing in us all. His foot came down hard as
he stomped on it.

OEwi YI OwUOi i wEUUOET wOi wUOEOUWEPEOZz OWEODBEIT EO
Jermaine passed me a lighter, and Lamar pulled a bottle of whisky out of his backpack.
?(WEOOz 0w Y1 Ow OO Officke® myuitumbuagdingt EheurBethBandionce it

caught | reached up toward the head and held the flame up against the skull.
?%UEOOwWUl E0wUO] OOUWEEEO>? w) 1 UOEDPOI WUEPES ww' 1
(wUUl xx1 EWEEEOS ww?# OwbUO0? w( WUEPEwWUOwW+EOBEUS
He poured th e booze all over the wriggling, bloody mass on the riverbank, and then |

flicked the lighter one more time. Whoosh.
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Whatever muffled noise pushed against the gag this time pretty damn near drowned
out by the sizzle of the fire. | was breathing hard as | watched it writhe and twist for a
minute, and then it stiffened, and all that moved were the flames licking the blackened body.
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My breaths came hard and fast until | came with them. After a final thrust | rolled
over, my right hand fumbling fora x EEQw Ol wUOOOTI UwOOw Ui 1T wEUIT UL
shagged from Jermaine earlier.

28 0UWEOUI EEAwWUOl 00POz wODO!l WEWET POOI ad ww# EOOwW

She got up and started pulling her clothes on. | glared at her.

?2%UEOzUwbPDUT waodUy-»
TTUwl ECEWEGEWUT 1 OGwUI 1 01 EwOOwWUT EOPAT whbUwWPEUDZ L
aoUwpkl Ul wEOGDDZ 82 ww

Her nostrils flared. Her nostrils always flared when | rolled my eyes at her.

P2%UEQwWadUlwlil pOOWadUwoOdOPY 2

She stopped snapping the wrinkled out of her shirt and her right hand landed on her
I DPx8ww?8OUWPEVWEODOzw*DOOABS

(WEOI PwOUUWEWUOOOAWEUI EUT Bww?- O0wl0oOODT T UOw(

23T PUwWUOOT wNOOT wOOwaOUY Wdut wOdOPwWwaOdOUwki Ul wE o

(WUUOOEWUxwEOEWUI EET T Ewi OUwdOawxEOUUB ww? %UE
pulled them on.

261 E0waOdbUlwodi EOOCwsi VEOzUwPUwUOwadUzyww T UDTI
(zOwUUOI xxpOzwbUUY 2

I reached up, grabbed that arm off her hipand UPPUUI EwDOwi EVUESd ww? 8 O
Ol Ow* 1 PUTEyww' UT y2ww( wxUOOT Ewli 1l UwOOPEUEwWOI 8

271 wUOUT wEOWPOET WEGEwWxUUwWI T Uwi EET wi EOT wEOwWHC

23T 00T T 0wadUwopOl EwbOwhi 1 Ow( wxEPT Ewa O805 » wwi
PTEOwUT T wi UEOZzUwWUOT 1T wxUOGEOI Oy 2 ww

She jerked her arm and | let go. Some of the fire was back in her eyes as both harsl
i OUOEWT 1 Uwi ®x V0wl PUwUDOT ww?# 00z 0wadUwl OwxUU
i OO60ODPO7Z WEUOUDES »
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(zEBEWEOUI EEawi i EVESww/ EVOwWOT wOi T wUi EUVOOwWI OUw
| PUET wi EEWEWEDT wOOUUT wOOwWI 1 U ww3T EVwPEUWT OOE W

220wadlwll 1 Owli 1 VwOEUT Sayww! PUET wbAwEDE wE OWE
DOwbHUOT wadUB»
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2- 00wl OOOEwWI Exx1 002 w( WUEPEWEUwW( wxUOOT EwlT 1 w
261 EVET Ewl OOOEWEOwWPDUT WEWEEEAYyY?
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280UwUEaAaDPOz w0l EVOWEPUET wbUwOUOwWOTT UT wul 600607
?(zZOwUE a b bz w* o&BDizau Wiw CuidFIEE 8 »
23T E0zU0wOOUwWPT EBWUTT zUwWUEaAaDOz 6 ww2i 1
# 00z 0wpOUUAO? w( WUEPEWEUW( wUT EETT Ewl OUwbdawlE
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| pulled the end of the tie through to knot it, a small speck of blood barely noticeable
against the dark red fabric.
261 EOWEOwWaOUWPEBOD Wl UOOWOT Ow*1 PUT Ey2 ww# EOOWE
you any way they could, but | had my boys and | had my bitch, who was as good a fuck as
(ZEwl YI Uwi EEWEOEWO! YI UWUEPEWOOWEOEwWUT ECwPEU WP
P2(WEOOZUwWPEOUwW*PpOOawl EYDPOzwaOUUWOPES» ww2T 1
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I shrugged. ? - OUT POz wUOwWPOUUAWEEOUUB wweiT 1 OwbOWEOGO
OOwli PO 69
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BIO: | love the challenge of trying something different, and short fiction gives me an
opportunity to experiment. When I'm not writing short  stories, | keep busy with the things
I'm best known for. One is Spinetingler, a popular ezine that publishes short fiction,
interviews and reviews. The other is my series of police procedurals. WHAT BURNS
WITHIN was published in May '08, followed by THE FRAILTY OF FLESH in November.
The third book in the series - LULLABY FOR THE NAMELESS - is due out later next year.


http://www.spinetinglermag.com/
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