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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. I just killed my father and desperately need to 

concentrate on what comes next, not daydream about the damn weather.  

I 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. I 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. I 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 l 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 I had good reason to kill the 

bastard. 

 3ÏÌÙÌɅÚɯÕÖɯÛÌÈÙÚɯËÙÐÉÉÓÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÔàɯÊÏÌÌÒÚȭɯ(ÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌȮɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÊÖÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯËÌÌ×ɯ

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 

ËÐËɯÛÖɯÔÌȳɯ6ÏàɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÏÌÓ×ɯÔÌȳɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÒÐËȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÏÐÔȭɆ 

 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 I 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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Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖÖȳɂɯÈÚÒÚɯ,ÖÛÏÌÙȭɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÞÐÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÚɯÛÏÐÕÒȳɯ3ÏÈÛɯ×ÖÖÙɯÔÈÕɯÚÏÖÛɯ

dead by hiÚɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯÎÖÚÚÐ×ȭȭȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÜÛɯÜ×Ȯɯ,ÖÔȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ!ÐÓÓàȭɯɁ(ɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯ!ÐÛÚɯÏÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯ

ÒÐÓÓÌËɯÏÐÔȮɯÕÖÞɯÚÏÌɀÓÓɯËÖɯÛÏÌɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÌɯÚÏÌÙÐÍÍɯÞÐÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛȭɂ 

 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.  

  

****** 

  

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-ÛÐÔÌɯÊÖÙÖÕÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÕÌÌËɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÍÜÓÓɯÛÐÔÌɯ

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, I 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. I decide to play along, just to keep him happy.  

 Ɂ'ÌÓÓÖȮɯ!ÐÛÚȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚɯÈÚɯ(ɯÚÞÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÖ×ÌÕɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÔȭ 

 Ɂ'ÌàȮɯ2ÏÌÙÐÍÍȮɯÊɀÔÖÕɯÐÕȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÔÈËÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯ×ÓÈÛÌɯÖÍɯÊÖÖÒÐÌÚɯÞÈÐÛÐÕÎɯ

ÖÕɯàÖÜȭɂ 

 "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?"  

 I 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 I 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, I 

ÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÈɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙɀÚɯÑÈÞÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɅÛɯÍÓÈ××ÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÌÙɯÎÖÐÕÎÚ-on." 

 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, I 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 I 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. I screamed myself hoarse trying 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 I asked for help. So, yeah, it was that bad."  

 "But did you have to shoot the son of a bitch? My God, girl, i t'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 fÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÛÌɯÈÕËɯËÜÕÒÌËɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÍÍÌÌȭɯɁ,ÐÕËɯ

ÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÞÏàɯàÖÜɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÐÔȳɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ×ÜÛÛÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯÚÏÐÛɯÔÖÚÛɯÈÓÓɯÖÍɯ

àÖÜÙɯÓÐÍÌȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÏÙÜÎÎÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÖÍÍɯÓÐÒÌɯÙÈÐÕɯÖÕɯÈɯÚÓÐÊÒÌÙȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÔÈËÌɯàÖÜɯÚÕÈ×ɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȳɂ 

 Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÖÕɯÖÍɯÈɯÉÐÛÊÏɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÔàɯËÖÎȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÜÍÍÌÙÌËɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÈÔÐÓàɀÚɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÈÕËɯÕÌÌËÚɯÌÝÌÙɯ

since I 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 was to ÉÌɯÞÈÙÔɯÈÕËɯËÙàȭɯ ÕËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÉÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯ

my dog, the son of a bitch up and orders me to get a shovel and bury Shep in the fucking 

×ÖÜÙÐÕÎɯÙÈÐÕȭɯ2ÌÌÔÚɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌɯËÖÎɯÓÌÍÛɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÊÓÜÛÛÌÙÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÏÐÚɯàÈÙËȭɂ 

 Ɂ ÕËɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÉÜÙàɯÛÏÌɯËÖÎȳɂ 

 Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÐËÕɅÛɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÓÈàÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯËÐËɯàÖÜȳɯ,Ìȳɯ(ɯÓÌÈÙÕÌËɯÌÈÙÓàɯÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯËÖÐÕÎɯÞÏÈÛɯ

#ÈËËàɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÚÈÝÌËɯÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÉÌÈÛɯÖÕɯÛÖÖɯÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯÈɯÉÈÚÐÚȭɂ 
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 Ɂ ÕËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯàÖÜɯÉÜÙÐÌËɯÛÏÌɯËÖÎȮɯàÖÜɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯàÖÜÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȳɂ 

 Ɂ-ÖȮɯ(ɯÉÈÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÈÛÊÏɯÖÍɯÊÖÖÒÐÌÚɯàÖÜɀÙÌ ÎÙÈáÐÕÎɯÖÕȭɂ 

 Ɂ8ÖÜɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÛÖɯÉÈÒÌɯÊÖÖÒÐÌÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÛɯàÖÜÙɯÖÓËɯÔÈÕȳɂ 

 Ɂ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȭɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ(ɯÚÏÖÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯ

ÚÏÖÞÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÕÖÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÍÌÌËɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ(ÛɯÈÐÕɀÛɯ×ÖÓÐÛÌȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÔÈÕàɯ

times Ma told mÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɂ 

 Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÕÌɯÊÖÓËɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÎÐÙÓȮɯ!ÐÛÚȭɂɯ"ÏÈÙÓÐÌɯ×ÜÚÏÌËɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÍÖÙɯ

ÏÐÚɯÊÜÍÍÚȭɯɁ,ÈàÉÌɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀËɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÏÐÔɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÍÍȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÛɯÖÍɯÈÕÎÌÙȮɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÞÖÙÒÌËɯ

things out. But this being an election year, I gotta toss the book ÈÛɯàÖÜȭɯ(ÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÖÖÒɯ

ÎÖÖËɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÌÙÐÍÍɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÎÌÛɯÈÞÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÜÙËÌÙȭɂ 

 "You know, Uncle Charlie, living with strangers is looking better all the time," I said.  

"Though I 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 di d you do, girl?"  

 "Me? I just baked everyone's favorite sugar cookies," I 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 I 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? See ÛÏÌÙÌȮɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÕÖËËÌËɯÖÍÍɯÛÖɯÚÓÌÌ×ɯÈÓÙÌÈËàȭɯ
Sweet dreams, Uncle Charlie, you be sure and say hello to Daddy for me." 

  

***** 

  
The rain's come roaring back with a vengeance now. A hard, cold rain that makes the 

wipers stumble as they sweep across the ice-slicked windshield. By this time tomorrow 
night the neighbors will be overdosing on gossip about the bloody massacre out at the 

2×ÈÕÎÓÌÙɀÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯ ÕËɯÔÌȳɯ'ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÞÏÐÚ×ÌÙɯÖÕɯÈɯÊÖÓËȮɯÉÐÛÛÌÙɯÞÐÕËȭɯ!ÐÛÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɯ
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. 

 
 

BIO: Sandra's short stories can be found scattered around the internet in places like 
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. 

http://www.pulppusher.com/
http://www.thrillingdetective.com/
http://www.spinetinglermag.com/
http://a-twist-of-noir.blogspot.com/
http://www.outoftheguttermagazine.com/
http://poemsoncrime.blogspot.com/
http://sandraseamans.blogspot.com/
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GENEROUS GENTLEMAN  

by Albert Tucher  

 

Ɂ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÊÈÓÓɯàÖÜɯ#ÐÊÒȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭɯɁ,Ùȭɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛȭɂ 

Ɂ&ÖɯÈÏÌÈËȭɯ(ÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÔÌɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÏÈ××ÌÕÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯ×ÈàɯÔÌȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÚÔÐÓÌËɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯÈÞÈàȭɯɁ)ÜÚÛɯ

ÈɯÙÌÔÐÕËÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËÕȿÛɯÍÖÙÎÌÛȭɂɯ'ÌɯÚÔÐÓÌËɯÉÈÊÒȮɯÔÈàÉÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕȭɯɁ6ÏÐÊÏɯÙÌÔÐÕËÚɯÔÌȭɯ(Íɯ

you plan to make a career of this, you might want to get your money up front. And have 

them put it in an enve lope and then just leave it where you can pick it up without asking 

ÍÖÙɯÐÛȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÓÌÚÚɯȱɯÐÛɯÚÏÖÞÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÓÈÚÚȭɂ 

She turned on her left side, facing him.  

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯËÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛȿÚɯÛÙÜÌȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÙÌÈËɯÉÖÖÒÚȭɯ(ÛȿÚɯÈÔÈáÐÕÎȮɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÎÌÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÉÖÖÒÚȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÈËɯÜÚɯÙÌÈËɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ,ÈàÉÌɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯ×ÈÐËɯÔÖÙÌɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯÚÔÐÓÌËɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛȭ 

Ɂ1ÐÎÏÛȭɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯÉÖÖÒÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ×ÙÖÚÛÐÛÜÛÌÚɯÛÖɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÎÐÙÓÚȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÈɯ

ÎÙÌÈÛɯÊÈÙÌÌÙɯÔÖÝÌȭɂ 

Ɂ1ÌÓÈßȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɁ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÎÐÙÓȭɯ(ɯÎÙÈËÜÈÛÌËȮɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙȳɯ ɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÞÌÌÒɯ

ÈÎÖȭɯ-ÖÉÖËàɯÊÈÕɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÜÚȭɂ 

Ɂ"ÈÙÌÍÜÓȭɯ.ÕÊÌɯÞÌɯÈÎÙÌÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÌàɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛȿÚɯÍÖÙȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÊÙÐÔÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯÊÖ×ÚɯÊÈÕɯ

ËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÕɯÐÚÚÜÌɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯ×ÙÖÖÍȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏàɯÞÖÜÓËɯàÖÜȳɂ 

'ÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÐÓÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÉÙÖÖËÌËɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÚ×ÖÒÌÕȭɯ#ÐÈÕÈɯÚÛÙÌÛÊÏÌËɯÏÌÙɯ

right leg across his thighs and levered herself upright. She sat straddling him.  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÌÓÚÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞȳɂ 

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. H e 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.  

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÜÚÌɯÊÖÕËÖÔÚȭɯ ÓÞÈàÚȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÛÞÖɯàÌÈÙÚȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÙÌÈÚÖÕȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯÖÍɯ (#2ȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯàÖÜȭɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛȭɯ-ÌÐÛÏÌÙɯËÖɯ(ȭɂ 
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Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÔàɯ×ÖÐÕÛȭɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÔÌȮɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌÓÓȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯ

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÐÕɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÍÌɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌÓÓȭɂ 

Ɂ,ÌÚÚÈÎÌɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖÙÙàɯÛÖɯ×ÙÌÈÊÏȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯÚÔÐÓÌËȭɯ(ÛɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÌÍÍÖÙÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌȭɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÌÓÚÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞȳɯ3ÌÓÓɯÔÌɯ

ÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÝÌÙàɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȭɂ 

He touched her shoulder. 

Ɂ2ÖÙÙàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÝÌÙàɯÎÖÖËɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ&ÜàÚɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÛɯÍÌÌÓɯÛÈÓÒÈÛÐÝÌȭɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÐÛɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȭɂ 

She made an effort to smooth her resentment. It would be a useful skill to have. 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȮɯÓÈÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ8ÖÜɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÛɯÈɯÛÐÔe limit, like an hour. More time, more 

ÔÖÕÌàȭɯ&ÜàÚɯÞÏÖɯËÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÐÓÓɯ×ÙÌÍÌÙɯÐÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈàȭɯ3ÏÌàȿÓÓɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÞÏÖɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÌÕ  

ÛÖɯÎÖȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÛɯÏÐÔɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÔÐÓÌȭɯɁ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÎÖȳɂ 

'ÌɯÏÌÚÐÛÈÛÌËɯÈÕɯÐÕÚÛÈÕÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɯɁ-ÖȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÕÖÛȭɂ 

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 expect more of 

an effort from her in the wardrobe department.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÈɯÚÏÖÞÌÙȳɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭ 

She pictured herself in his bathroom and realized that she would be vulnerable with 

ÚÖÈ×ɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÌàÌÚȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÊÈÙÌɯÏÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÚÖɯ×ÙÈÊÛÐÊÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÜture. She leaned 

over and kissed him on the forehead. 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯÛÏÈÕÒÚȭɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯÖÕÌ-bathroom girl. After gym class I always waited until I got home 

ÛÖɯÚÏÖÞÌÙȭɂ 

As she watched, his penis stood straight up again.  

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÔÌɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙÐÕÎȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɁ.ÕÌɯÛÐÔÌɯàÖÜɯÞÈÓked past me after gym class. I 

smelled you--nothing bad, just a healthy odor of a healthy young woman. And I got a case 

ÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈɯÛÌÕÛÏɯÖÍɯÈɯÚÌÊÖÕËȭɂ 

He nodded toward his erection.  

Talk about mixed messages, she thought. Does he want me to go or not? 

Ɂ'ÖÓËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÕÌßÛɯÛÐÔÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯ 

'ÐÚɯÚÔÐÓÌɯÝÈÕÐÚÏÌËȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÖÖËȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÕÌßÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÈÕȭɯ

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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Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÞÙÖÕÎȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɁ3ÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÖÕÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ3ÙàɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÙÈÛÌȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯ

ÈɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÐÚȭɂ 

#ÐÈÕÈɯÏÈËɯ×ÈÙÒÌËɯÏÌÙɯÈÎÐÕÎɯ"ÜÛÓÈÚÚɯÐÕɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯ#ÐÊÒɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯ2ÏÌɯÚÈÛɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÌÌÓɯ

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 ÓÌÈËÚȭɯ.ÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯ#ÐÊÒȮɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

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 

ÖÕÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàȮɯÖÙɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÎɯÈɯËÌal. Was it even important to know which?  

The next morning Diana boarded the ten-ÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯ-ÌÞɯ8ÖÙÒɯÉÜÚȭɯ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯ/ÖÙÛɯ ÜÛÏÖÙÐÛàɯ

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. 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯËÈàȭɯ-ÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÚÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÖËȭɂ 

Diana nodded and kissed her grandmother, who seemed to wonder what had just 

happened. Diana started up the stairs to her bedroom.  

Ɂ6ÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɂɯ&ÙÈÕËÔÖÔɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ3ÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÓÈÛÌÙȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ,ÙÚȭɯ6àÕÕȭɯɁ6ÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÍÌÌÓɯÉÌÛÛÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯÍÐÕÌɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

Ɂ+ÈÛÌÙȭɂ 

It was the only thing that could make Diana want to cry. Her grandmother was going 

away. She came back 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: 

Ɂ2ÐÕÎÓÌɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÍÌÔÈÓÌȮɯƕƜȮɯËÈÙÒɯÉÓÖÕËɯÏÈÐÙȮɯÊÏÌÌÙÓÌÈËÌÙɯÍÐÎÜÙÌȮɯÌÓÌÎÈÕÛɯÊÏÌÌÒÉÖÕÌÚɯÈÕËɯÈɯ

touch of the Orient aroun d the eyes, seeks generous gentlemen who love to be pampered. 

ƖƔƕɯÈÙÌÈɯÊÖËÌɯÖÕÓàȭɂ 
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Her grandmother had told her that the Asian cast of her eyes came from their 

'ÜÕÎÈÙÐÈÕɯÈÕÊÌÚÛÙàȭɯ#ÐÈÕÈɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯÏÌÙɯÚÛÙÖÕÎɯÕÖÚÌɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÈËȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

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 address of the mailbox 

she had rented. 

.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯÈÛɯ#ÌÕÕàɀÚɯÚÏÌɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÚÛɯÖÍÍÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÉÖÜÎÏÛɯÔÖÕÌàɯ

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. 

TherÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÔÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯ&ÙÈÕËÔÖÔɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÞÌÕÛɯÈÞÈàȮɯ#ÐÈÕÈɯÍÌËɯÏÌÙɯÈÕËɯ

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 read 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 lik e 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 busboy emptied a plastic tray of dishes into the sink.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭɯɁ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÛÏÈÛȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿ'ÌÓÓÖȭɀɂɯ3ÏÌɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÚÖÜÕËÌËɯÈÔÜÚÌËȭ 

Ɂ.Ïȭɯ'Ðȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭɯ8ÖÜɯÞÙÖÛÌȳɂ 

Everything she had planned to ask him fled her mind.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯ#ÖÕɯ/ÙÌÕËÌÙÎÈÚÛȭɯ(ɀÔɯÍÖÙÛà-eight and I have my own bus iness, called Prendergast 

 ÚÚÖÊÐÈÛÌÚȭɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÊÏÌÊÒɯÔÌɯÖÜÛȮɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÈÚÒɯ3ÐÍÍÈÕàȮɯ+ÜÓÜȮɯÖÙ  Jennifer.  3ÏÌàɀÙÌ  

ÈÓÓɯÓÖÊÈÓȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÙÌÍÌÙÌÕÊÌÚȳɂ 

The thought had never occurred to her. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈÙÌɯÕÌÞɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Ɂ/ÙÌÛÛàɯÔÜÊÏȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÙàȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÊÏÈÙÔÐÕÎȭɂ 

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.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÈɯ×ÈÎÌÙȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÐËÌÈȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÏÖÞɯÔÖÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÙÓÚɯËÖɯÐÛȭɂɯ 
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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.  

 ÕËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÌÙɯÚÛàÓÌȭ 

The sex went. The new man was a good fifteen years older than Dick Leavitt, who was 

ÍÐÍÛÌÌÕɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÓËÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯ#ÐÈÕÈȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÈÎÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÉÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÌÙȭɯ#ÖÕɯÏÈËɯÈɯ

×ÈÜÕÊÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÙÌÈÛÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÚØÜÈÚÏɯÏÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÓÖÕÎɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯ

worried.  

I 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.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÈɯÛÈßɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛÈÕÛȭɯ8ÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÖȳɂ 

Ɂ#ÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàȭɯ2Ü××ÖÚÌɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯÉÜÚÛÌËɯÍÖÙɯ×ÙÖÚÛÐÛÜÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜst a misdemeanor. But tax 

ÌÝÈÚÐÖÕȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÍɯÍÌËÌÙÈÓɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÍÐÕËɯàÖÜɯËÌËÜÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÜÕÛÐÓɯàÖÜɯÏÈÙËÓàɯÖÞÌɯ

ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÊÖÝÌÙÌËȭɂ 

His seriousness impressed her. 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÊÈÓÓȭ 

A few weeks later she sat at the kitchen table counting twenty-dollar bills.  

Ɂ(ɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯËÖÐÕÎȭɂ 

Diana closed her eyes until her heartbeat returned to normal. 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÏÌÙÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÔÜÊÏȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ,ÙÚȭɯ6àÕÕȭɯɁ2ÖÔÌÉÖdy needs to be here for hÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯÕÌÌËÚɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÌàɯÐÕȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÑÖÉȭɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈËɯÖÕÌȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯ#ÌÕÕàɀÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÜ××ÖÙÛɯÜÚɯÐÕɯÚÛàÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯËÖɯÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯ(ȿËɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÛÛÌÕɯÈɯÚÊÏÖÓÈÙÚÏÐ×ȭɯ3ÏÌɯÎÜÐËÈÕÊÌɯÊÖÜÕÚÌÓÖÙÚɯÈÓÓɯÚÈÐËɯÚÖȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯÞÏÖɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌÕȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÞÖÜÓËȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯËÐËɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÖÞɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÎÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯÐÕɯÞÌÌÒÚȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ×ÐÓÌÚɯÖÍɯ

ÛÞÌÕÛÐÌÚɯÐÕɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Mrs. Wynn stud ied her. 

Ɂ#ÐËɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȳɂ 
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Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛȳɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÔÌÕɯÞÈÕÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÔÌȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÎÐÝÌɯÐÛɯÈÞÈàȮɯÖÙɯ(ɯ

ÊÈÕɯÎÌÛɯ×ÈÐËɯÍÖÙɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÙÜÓÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÔÈÙÙÐÌËȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÈÓÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÕÖɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȮɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÎÖɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÐÚȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÈÚÒɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯËÖȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ,ÙÚȭɯ6àÕÕȭ 

Ɂ ÕËɯ×ÈàɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÓÓÚɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ(ɯËÖɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ4ÕÛÐÓɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈ××ÌÕÚȭɂ 

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 

ÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÏÖÛɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÖÔÌȭɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌɯÞÌÙÌɯɁÍÖÓÓÖÞÐÕÎɯÚÌÝÌÙÈÓɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÐÕÎɯÓÌÈËÚȭɂ 

(ÕɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÖÙËÚȮɯ#ÐÈÕÈɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯÛÏÌàɯËÖÕɀÛ have a clue. 

#ÐÊÒɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÚÈÛɯÖÕɯ1ÖÜÛÌɯƖƔƚɯÐÕɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÐÕÎɯ)ÌÍÍÌÙÚÖÕɯ3ÖÞÕÚÏÐ×ȭɯ2ÏÌɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯ

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. 

#ÐÈÕÈɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÔÐÓÌȭ 

Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯ,Ùȭɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛɀÚɯÞÐÍÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯ#ÌÉÖÙÈÏɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛȭɯ6ÏÖɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯ#ÐÈÕÈɯ ÕËÙÌÞÚȭɯ(ɯÎÙÈËÜÈÛÌËɯÐÕɯ)ÜÕÌȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÏÐÚ ÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÐÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÐËÌȭɂ 

Ɂ5ÌÙàɯÓÐÛÛÓÌȭɯ.ÕÊÌȮɯÈÚɯÈɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÍÈÊÛȭɯ'ÖÞɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÓÐÝÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÔɯÍÖÙɯÛÌÕɯàÌÈÙÚȭɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯàÖÜÙɯÕÈÔÌɯÞÈàɯÛÖÖɯÔÈÕàɯÛÐÔÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÛÖÜÊÏÌËɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÓÖÕÎɯÈÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÖÞɯÔÜÊÏɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯËÖÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÒÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɀÙÌ ËÐÝÖÙÊÌËȮɯÏÌɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÕÛÚȭɂ 

Could, she corrected herself. 

Ɂ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÌ×ÈÙÈÛÌËȭɯ ÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯÔàɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÐÍɯ(ɯÎÈÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÖÍɯÔàɯÓÐÍÌɯÛÖɯÈɯ

×ÌËÖ×ÏÐÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÜÕÛÐÓɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÌÐÎÏÛÌÌÕȭɂ 
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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.  

Ɂ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÓÖÚÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯËÐËÕȿÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÌȭɯ'ÌɯÉÖÜÎÏÛɯÈÕɯÏÖÜÙȭɂ 

Diana wondered why she had confessed. 

The woman stared for another long moment.  

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÔÈàɯÚÖÜÕËɯÞÌÐÙËȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÒÌÚɯÔÌɯÍÌÌÓɯÉÌÛÛÌÙȮɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍȭɯ+ÐÒÌɯÏÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÚÖÔÌɯ

ÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÓÖÚÌÙɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÕÒÚȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯËÖȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɯ,ÈÒÌɯÈɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÖÍÍɯÓÖÚÌÙÚȳɂ 

#ÐÈÕÈɯÖ×ÌÕÌËɯÏÌÙɯÔÖÜÛÏɯÛÖɯËÌÍÌÕËɯÏÌÙɯÊÓÐÌÕÛÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍȭɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯ

what this woman thought.  

Ɂ6ÏàɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÚÛÖ×ȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȳɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÌÉÖÙÈÏȭɯɁ#ÐËɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀËɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯàÖÜɯÍÖÙɯ

ÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÐÕÊÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯÕÌÞɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÚÖÔÌɯÈËÝÐÊÌȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËȭɯ(ɯ

ËÖÜÉÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÚÌÙÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÈ××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÌɯÐÛȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÖÝÌËɯÖÕÌÚɯËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯÞÖÕɀÛȭɂ 

Ɂ+ÖÝÌËɯÖÕÌÚȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÙÖÕàȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÕɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÛÌÈÊÏÌÙȭɯ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÝÌÙàɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÌÐÛÏÌÙȭɂ 

Deborah glared. Diana looked back. 

Ɂ#ÐËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÔÌȳɯ#Öɯ(ɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÓÓɯÐÛɯÖÜÛȳɯ&Öȭɯ&ÌÛɯÓÖÚÛȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÕÒÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÈËÝÐÊÌȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭɯɁ-ÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÜÕÛÚȭɯ3ÏÈÛȿÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÚÈàȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȭɂ 

She turned and almost forgot to check for traffic before crossing the highway.  

3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÚ×ÖÐÓɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÌßÐÛɯÓÐÕÌȮɯÚÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɯ&ÌÛɯÍÓÈÛÛÌÕÌËɯÉàɯÈɯÛÙÜÊÒȭ 

She was ten minutes late for her date, and of course the client was one of those men 

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.  

Ɂ2ÏÐÛȮɂɯ&ÙÈÕËÔÖÔɯàÌÓÓÌËȭ 

She had never cursed or shouted 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.  

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙÚȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌÚȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯÖÕÌȭɯ 
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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.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯ1ÖÚÛÖÞȮɯ#ÙÐÚÊÖÓÓɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯ#ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕɯÍÙÖÔɯ+ÈÒÌÝÐÌÞȭɂ 

She thought and decided that she had no choice. A law-abiding citiáÌÕɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÓÈÔɯ

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.  

Ɂ6ÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÙÌ×ÌÈÛ ÛÏÐÚɯÚÌÈÚÖÕȳɂɯÚÈÐËɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕȭɯɁ(ɯÞÈÚȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÖȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ,ÌÛÚȭɂ 

3ÏÌɯÚÖÜÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÓÌÝÐÚÐÖÕɯÚÌÛɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯÌÈÚÐÓàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ&ÙÈÕËÔÖÔɀÚɯÏÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÏÈËɯÈÓÚÖɯ

declined. Diana shrugged. 

Ɂ(ɯÎÈÝÌɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÉÜÛɯÔàɯÎÙÈÕËÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÐÕÛÖɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯàÖÜÙɯÈÝÌÙÈÎÌɯÎÙÈÕËÔÖÛÏÌÙȭɂ 

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.  

Ɂ2ÏÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÞÈÚȭɂɯ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÒÕÌÞɯ1ÐÊÏÈÙËɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛȮɯÈÔɯ(ɯÙÐÎÏÛȳɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÔàɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÛÌÈÊÏÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓȭɂ 

As soon as the words came out, she knew they were a mistake. 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ,ÙÚȭɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛɯÛÖÓËɯÜÚȭɂ 

Diana decided that the best thing to say was nothing. 

Ɂ2ÏÌɯÛÖÓËɯÜÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯËÈÛÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËȭɯ2ÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÒÚɯàÖÜɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

 ÎÈÐÕɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÕÚÞÌÙȭ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯÜÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȳɯ#ÐËɯàÖÜɯÎÖɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÎÖÛɯÙÖÜÎÏȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÖÕÓàɯÚÈÞɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÊÌȭɯ ÕËɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÙÖÜÎÏȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÎÜÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÖÕÌɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

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.  

3ÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÛɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ2ÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÌß×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÛÊÏɯÏÐÚɯ

ÞÖÙËÚȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÌÙȭ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÖɯÐÛȮɂɯÚÏÌɯsaid. 

Ɂ6ÏÖȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÞÐËÖÞȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɯ8ÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÚÏÌɯËÐËɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÕÓàɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɯËÐËȭɂ 

He waited She waited longer. Finally he nodded.  
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Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÓÈÕɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÚÊÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÖÙɯ×ÐÚÚɯàÖÜɯÖÍÍɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯËÐÚÏɯËÐÙÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ

widow. !ÜÛɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÔÐÕËɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ6ÏàɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÚÏÌɯËÐËɯÐÛȳɂ 

She told him about her encounter with Deborah Leavitt.  

Ɂ2ÏÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÎÖÖËɯÈÊÛÙÌÚÚȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÚÏÌɯÐÚȭɯ ÕËɯÚÏÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÊÈÙÌɯ

ÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÍÖÖÓɯÔÌȭɯ2ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛȭɂɯ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛ ÌÓÚÌɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÌÙȳɂɯÚÈÐËɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕȭ 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÔÜÊÏȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÚÏÌɯÌßÐÚÛÌËȭɯ'ÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯÏÌÙȭɂ 

Tillotson sat thinking.  

 Ɂ2ÖȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÈÔɯ(ɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚȳɯ(ȿÓÓɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÛÊÏɯÈɯÛÏÈÕÒɯàÖÜɯÕÖÛÌɯÍÖÙɯ

ÖÜÛÐÕÎɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ&ÐÝÌɯÜÚɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÙÌËÐÛȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ1ÖÚÛÖÞȭɯɁ6ÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÛÐÔÌɯÈɯÜÕÐÍÖÙÔɯ

ÚÈÞɯàÖÜÙɯÊÈÙɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ2ÈÝÖàȭɂ 

Ɂ.Ïȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯËÖȮɁɯÚÈÐËɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕȮɯɁÐÚɯÍÖÓÓÖÞɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÙÜÓÌÚȭɯ8ÖÜɯÜÚÌɯËÙÜÎÚȳɂ 

Ɂ-Öȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÚÛÈÙÛȭɯ1ÜÓÌɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÕÌȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÜÚɯÓÖÖÒɯÉÈËȭɯ#ÙÜÎÚɯÔÈÒÌ us look 

ÉÈËȭɯ-ÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÚɯÞÏÖɯÊÖÔ×ÓÈÐÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯàÖÜɯÔÈÒÌɯÜÚɯÓÖÖÒɯÉÈËȭɂ 

She nodded. 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÉÌÈÙɯÐÕɯÔÐÕËȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÔÖÚÛɯÑÜÙÐÚËÐÊÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÌßÊÌ×ÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ

6ÐÛÏÌÙÚ×ÖÖÕɯÊÖ×ÚȮɯÍÖÙɯÐÕÚÛÈÕÊÌȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÐÛɯÉÈËɯÍÖÙɯÏÖÖÒÌÙÚȭɯ8ÖÜɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯÖÜÛɯ

of thereȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ ÛÌÓÓɯ ÏÐÔɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÚÏÌɯ ÏÈËɯ ÚÖÔÌɯ ÓÜÊÙÈÛÐÝÌɯ ÊÓÐÌÕÛÚɯ ÐÕɯ ÕÌÈÙÉàɯ 6ÐÛÏÌÙÚ×ÖÖÕɯ

Township.  

Tillotson studied her.  

Ɂ8ÖÜÙɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯËÖÐÕÎȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÈÚÒȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÍÐÝÌȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÉÖÛÏɯËÐÚÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÞÌÌÒÚɯÈ×ÈÙÛȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯÐÛɀÚɯàÖÜɯÈÕËɯàÖÜÙɯÎÙÈÕËÔÖÛÏÌÙȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɂ 

The two detectives started to get up. 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÕÌÌËɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯ)ÌÍÍÌÙÚÖÕȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕȭɯɁ6ÌɀÓÓɯÛÈÒÌɯàÖÜÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙ×ÙÐÕÛÚɯÍÖÙɯ

ÌÓÐÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÕÊÌȮɯÞÌÌÒÚɯÈÎÖȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜÙɯ×ÙÐÕÛÚɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÏÌÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙ×ÙÐÕÛÚɯÖÕɯÍÐÓÌȭ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɯËÐËɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÐÔȳɂ 

They settled back in their chairs. For the first time Tillotson looked annoyed.  
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Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÞÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ,ÌȮɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÖÙɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯÙÜÓÌɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÛÞÖ--tell us when you know something. 

#ÖÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÜÚɯÞÈÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÏÐÚɯÎÐÙÓÍÙÐÌÕËȭɂ 

3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËȭɯɁ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÖÕÌȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯÏÌɯËÐËȭɯ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÈÚÒÌËɯÈÙÖÜÕËȳɂ 

1ÖÚÛÖÞɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÕÎÙàɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕɯÚÔÐÓÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ3ÏÈÛɯËÐËɯÖÊÊÜÙɯÛÖɯÜÚȭɂ 

Ɂ ÚÒɯÚÖÔÌɯÔÖÙÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȮɯÞÏÖɯÐÚɯÚÏÌȳɂ 

She told him about her hour with Dick.  

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÜÙÌɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯÊÓÐÌÕÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÐÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛ was strictly a one-time thing, 

like he was crossing something off his list of things to do. He was starting to get another 

hard-ÖÕɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÓÌÍÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯËÈÛÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÈàɯÛÖɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÌÓÓɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÖɯÔÌɯÐÛɯÚÈàÚɯÏÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯÉÐÎɯÊÏÈÕÊÌɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÖÕÊÌȮɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯ×ÜÚÏɯ

ÏÐÚɯÓÜÊÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÊÈÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÍÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯÚÖɯÐÛɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÎÐÙÓÍÙÐÌÕËȭɯ

 ÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÎÐÙÓÍÙÐÌÕËɯÞÖÜÓËɯÕÖÉÖËàɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÉÖÜÛȳɂ 

3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕɯÕÖËËÌËȭɯɁ2ÖÔÌÉÖËàɯÜÕËÌÙÈÎÌȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÐÕɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÔÈËÌɯÈɯÔÖÝÌɯÞÏÐÓÌɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÊÙÖÚÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯÜÕÛÐÓɯ(ɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ,ÌÕɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓÓàɯÉÌÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌÛɯÛÏÌàɯËÖȭɂɯ 

She decided to ignore his grin.  

 Ɂ!ÜÛɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÉÌÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÎÐÙÓɯËÐËɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕɯÕÖËËÌËȭɯɁ ÕËɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÚÚÌÚÚÐÝÌɯÛà×ÌȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÈɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÏÌÙɯ

ÛÙÖ×ÏàɯÔÈÕȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

He and Rostow stood up. 

Ɂ6ÌɀÓÓɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÐÛȭɂ 

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.  

2ÏÌɯÍÌÓÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÏÖÊÒɯÛÏÈÕɯ×ÈÐÕȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÖÍɯÈɯ×ÜÕÊÏȮɯÈÕËɯÚhe was already 

throwing one of her own. But she stopped her fist in mid -flight when she saw the gun. 

Ɂ2ÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌËɯàÖÜȮɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ(ȳɂ 
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Behind the gun stood a teenage girl. Her straight, brown hair and long, pale face 
ÓÖÖÒÌËɯÍÈÔÐÓÐÈÙȮɯÉÜÛɯ#ÐÈÕÈɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯÞÐth a name. 
Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭɯɁ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÉÖÜÛȳɂ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÙàɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÐÛɯÖÕɯÔÌȭɂ 
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.  
Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÚÏÐÛɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯ×ÙÌÛÌÕËɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȮɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭɯɁ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÜÊÏȭɂ 
Ɂ8ÖÜɯÔÈËÌɯÔàɯÓÐÍÌɯÏÌÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÙÌÌɯàÌÈÙÚȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯÚÌÕÐÖÙɯÕÖÞȳɂ 
Ɂ(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÙàɯÐÛȵɂ 

#ÐÈÕÈɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÈɯÕÈÔÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÔÌÕÛÈÓɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌɯÏÈËɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÙȭɯ2ÏÌɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÐÚɯ
girl sitting alone in the cafeteria. It could have been any day, because the girl always sat alone. 

Ɂ ÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯËÖȮɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÍÐÙÚÛȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÙÓȭɯɁ ÕàɯÉÖàɯ(ɯÓÐÒÌËȮɯàÖÜɯÏÈËɯ
ÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÈÐÛɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÖÖɯÞÌÐÙËȭɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÖÕÌɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȭɯ ÕËɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈɯ
ÊÏÌÌÙÓÌÈËÌÙɯÖÙɯÊÓÈÚÚɯ×ÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛɯÖÙɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɂ 
Ɂ ÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàÚɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯàÖÜȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÌÞÚɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯàÖÜɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚÌÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖ×ÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯ#ÐÊÒɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛɀÚɯÎÐÙÓÍÙÐÌÕËȭɂ 

Ɂ,Ùȭɯ+ÌÈÝÐÛÛɯÛÖɯàÖÜȭɯ(ɯÎÌÛɯÛÖɯÊÈÓÓɯÏÐÔɯ#ÐÊÒȭɂ 

Ɂ6Ïà ËÐËɯàÖÜɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÐÔȳɂ 

Ɂ!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÊÙÌÌ×ȭɯ'ÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÓÌÛɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÈÓÛáɯ

ÙÐÎÏÛɯÐÕȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎȳɂ 

Ɂ'ÐÚɯÌßɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏàɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÏÌɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÏÌÓ×ÌËɯÏÌÙɯÊÓÌÈÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÜÛȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÙÓȭ 

Ɂ#ÐËɯàÖÜɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÌÙȮɯÛÖÖȳɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛȮɯ(ɯÞÐÓÓȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÈÕÊÌȭɂ 

For a moment Diana ran out of words. She groped for something to say before the girl 

remembered to shoot her. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÔÈÒÌÚɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯÚÌÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖ×ÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÔàɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÛÈÓÒÌË ÛÖɯÔàɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÕÖÞɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯ#ÐÊÒɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓàɯÞÈÕÛɯÔÌȭɂ 
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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 skillet sÈÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÕÒȮɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÙÓɀÚɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÍɯÚÐÎÏÛȭɯ

Mrs. Wynn sometimes scolded Diana for not washing up promptly, but tonight her 
laziness might save her life.  

Ɂ2ÈàɯÎÖÖËÉàÌȮɯÉÐÛÊÏȭɂ 
Ɂ2ÏÐÛȵɂɯ&ÙÈÕËÔÖÔɯàÌÓÓÌËȭ 

 The girl whirled toward the sudden noise. Diana l 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 

ÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ2ÏÌɯÎÙÈÉÉÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÙÓɀÚɯÞÙÐÚt and twisted it. She twisted again, harder, and 
the girl screamed and dropped the gun. 

3ÏÌɯÎÐÙÓɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÖ×ɯÍÐÎÏÛÐÕÎȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯÓÌÍÛɯÏÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÑÈÉÉÌËɯÏÌÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙÚɯÈÛɯ#ÐÈÕÈɀÚɯ
eyes. Diana jerked her head away and then lunged forward. Her forehead mashed the ÎÐÙÓɀÚɯ

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.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯ(ɯÔÌÛɯÔàɯÉÖàÍÙÐÌÕËȳɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#ÐÈÕÈȭɯ2ÏÌɯ×ÈÜÚÌËɯÍÖÙɯÉÙÌÈÛÏȭɯɁKurt, the 
ÖÕÌɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛÌËȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÊÜÛÌɯÚÛÖÙàȭɯ6ÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÍÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÌÐÎÏÛÏɯÎÙÈËÌȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÌÈÕɯÈÕɯ

ÈÙÎÜÔÌÕÛȭɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕɯÈɯɯ×ÜÕÊÏÐÕÎɯÍÐÎÏÛȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ,ÈàÉÌɯÏÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÕÌɯÍÖÙɯ
àÖÜɯÐÕÚÛÌÈËɯÖÍɯÔÌȭɂ 

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. 
#ÌÛÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ1ÖÚÛÖÞɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌÙȭɯ2ÏÌɯÛÈÓÒÌËɯÛÖɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕɯÐÕÚÛÌÈËȭ 

Ɂ6ÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÏÌÙɯÕÈÔÌȳɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÚÈÝÌɯÔàɯÓÐÍÌȭɂ 
Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÌÙȳɂɯÚÈÐËɯ3ÐÓÓÖÛÚÖÕȭɯ 

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÕàÉÖËàɯËÐËȭɂɯɯ 
Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯ ÕÕÌ-,ÈÙÐÌɯ*ÜÏÓÉÈÊÏÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÛÐÓÓɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÙÐÕÎɯÈɯÉÌÓÓȭɯ6ÏàɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÎÖɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÏÖÜÚÌȳɂ 
Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯÛÖɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÚÌÚȭɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÓÜÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÙȭɂ 
Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯÏÌÙȮɯÖÕÓàɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÉÓÖÞÐÕÎɯÚÔÖÒÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÔÜÊÏɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯÈɯËÐÔÐÕÐÚÏÌËɯÊÈ×ÈÊÐÛàɯËÌÍÌÕÚÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯ'ÌɯÚÛÜËÐÌËɯ

#ÐÈÕÈɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌȭɯɁ!ÓÖÞɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÚÔÖÒÌȮɯÈÕËɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÐÛɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÙÌÈÓȭɯ'È××ÌÕÚɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯ

ÐÕɯÔàɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÍɯÞÖÙÒȭɂ 
Ɂ,ÐÕÌȮɯÛÖÖȮɯ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚȭɂ 

 
 

BIO:  I 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 at alberttucher@aol.com.   

mailto:alberttucher@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 via e -ÔÈÐÓɯÉàɯ&ÌÖÍÍɯ$ÐÎÏÐÕÎÌÙɯÐÕɯ#ÌÊÌÔÉÌÙȱ 

 

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 I wrote as "Richard Aleas" are truly bleak, so 

when I 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 I 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 I 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?  

  

I don't read too many fictional magazines -- hard to find newsstands  that carry them!   But I 

know what you mean.   I do still enjoy reading ELLERY QUEEN and ALFRED 

HITCHCOCK, which were a big part of how I started reading crime fiction in the first 

place.  I used to pick up old c opies for a quarter or a dime at yard sales when I was a kid 

and read them cover to cover.  I had hundreds of the things.   As for novels, I 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 .  I 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 I read  a lot outside the genre -- I 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 

might 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!  I 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.  I 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; I got to take the company public and run it once it was; I got to work with 

some extraordinarily talented people; it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity and I 

wouldn't trade it for an ything.   On the other hand, Hard Case Crime is something of a 

dream come true for me, a real labor of love -- books are my great passion 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.  I feel privileged to 

have had a chance to work with giants of the field, people I grew up reading like Spillane 

and McBain and Stephen King, not to mention artists like Robert McGinnis and Glen O rbik 

and Greg Manchess.  I feel very fortunate to have gotten to do either Juno or Hard Case 

Crime, never mind both.   I'm lucky I never had to choose between them. 

 

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

 

To become a 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 at it.  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 ll around and still welcome 

new writers -- I 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.com and I'll take a look -- but in fairness I 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 have 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.  

mailto:editor@hardcasecrime.com
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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 I 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 few of our covers I 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 I 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 I 

had to pick just one, that'd probably be it.   I bought the original painting of that one and it's 

in my room staring at me as I 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 by major 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 

1950s).  And it took years of searching before I 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 I choose them, that's simple.  I have a collection of several thousand books (not 

all crime novels, but plenty of them are) and I remember which of those books made a real 
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impression on me when I read them.  I 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, I add them to my 

"Consider Reprinting" list.   Each time we need a reprint, I 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 that this 

holiday season will be the worst he's seen in his entire career as a bookseller and 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 I 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 noir 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.   I 

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 



CROOKED #1  

 

24 

with H. Rider Haggard and Doc Savage and Indiana Jones.  The books will all be about 

(and, offici ally, 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 ... 

 
 

RECENT REVIEWS 

At Eastern Standard Crimeȱ 
 

Feelers by Brian M. Wiprud [Novel]  

Ɂ6Ð×ÙÜËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÉÙÐÓÓÐÈÕÛɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙÚ he has created are welcome on 

ÔàɯÉÖÖÒÚÏÌÓÍɯÈÛɯÈÕàɯÛÐÔÌȭɂ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ(ÕÚÛÙÜÔÌÕÛɯ.Íɯ3ÏÌÐÙɯ#ÌÚÐÙÌɂɯÉàɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÐÈɯ ÉÉÖÛÛɯȻ2ÏÖÙÛɯ2ÛÖÙàȼ 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌ and simply fantastic with a shocking bucket of 

ÕÖÐÙɯÛÞÐÚÛȭɂ 

 

Ɂ ɯ&ÖÓËÌÕɯ&ÖËɂɯÉàɯ#ÈÝÐËɯ"ÙÈÕÔÌÙɯȻ%ÓÈÚÏȼ 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÍÓÈÚÏɯÞas a little over two hundred words but packed more 

ÈÊÛÐÖÕȮɯÛÞÐÚÛÚɯÈÕËɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÐÛɯÛÏÈÕɯÈɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯÕÖÝÌÓÚȭɂ 

 
2ÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯƖƔƔƝȮɯ$ÈÚÛÌÙÕɯ2ÛÈÕËÈÙËɯ"ÙÐÔÌɯÐÚɯÏÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯɁ&ÖÓËÌÕɯ%ÌËÖÙÈɯ ÞÈÙËÚɂɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ

recognize excellence in crime fiction short stories. Would you like a short story or novel 

ÙÌÝÐÌÞÌËɯÈÛɯ$2"ɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯàÌÛȳɯ2ÌÕËɯÙÌØÜÌÚÛÚɯÛÖȯɯgeoffeighinger@yahoo.com or 

Geoff Eighinger / 226 W Liberty St / Ashland, OH 44805. 

 
  

http://www.hardcasecrime.com/
http://www.huntforadventure.com/
http://www.easternstandardcrime.com/
mailto:geoffeighinger@yahoo.com
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HANDBASKETS, DRAWERS, AND A KILLER COLD  

By Kaye George 

 

 Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÊÙÌÞÚɯÜ×ɯÖÕÊÌɯÔÖÙÌȱɂɯ"ÈÓɯ ÙÕÖÓËɀÚɯÛÐÙÈËÌɯÚÒÐÛÛÌÙÌËɯÛÖɯÈɯÚÛÖ×ɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ

Ìß×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÍÌɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȭ 

 Ɂ8ÌÈÏȳɯ6ÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÎÖÕÕÈɯËÖɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȳɂɯ,ÈÙÊàɀÚɯÚÕÌÌÙȮɯÈÚɯÜÚÜÈÓȮɯÓÈÛÌÓàȮɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯ"ÈÓɀÚɯÏÌÈÙÛȭɯ 

The kitchen radio, tuned ÛÖɯ"ÏÐÊÈÎÖɀÚɯÚÜ×ÌÙɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕȮɯ6&-ȮɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯÈɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÐÕÎɯ

gloomy winter forecast: flurries, cold, windy.  

,ÈÙÊàɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÌÙȮɯÑÈÔÔÌËɯÈɯÉÈÕÈÕÈɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÓÜÕÊÏɯÛÖÛÌȮɯáÐ××ÌËɯÐÛȭɯɁ2ÖȮɯÉÐÎɯ

ÊÖ×ȮɯàÖÜɯÎÖÕÕÈɯÈÙÙÌÚÛɯÏÐÔȳɯ%ÖÙɯÞÏÈÛȳɂɯɯ2ÏÌɯÞÏÐÙÓÌËɯÛÖɯÍÈÊÌɯÏÐÔȭɯ"Èl wanted to touch her, 

but he knew better. Not when she was this angry.  

Ɂ%ÖÙɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÈÕɯÐËÐÖÛȭɂɯ"ÈÓɯÚÓÈÔÔÌËɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÞÈàɯÖÜÛȮɯÚÏÜÍÍÓÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯ

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.  

3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÊÓÈÚÏɯÖÝÌÙɯ,ÈÙÊàɀÚɯËÌÈËÉÌÈÛɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯÚÏÖÜÛÐÕÎɯÔÈÛÊÏÌÚɯ

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 DÈÝÐÚɯÛÖÞÌÙÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÝÌɯÏÐÔȭɯ#ÈÝÐÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ"ÈÓɀÚɯÍÈÝÖÙÐÛÌɯÍÌÓÓÖÞɯ

cop. Not by a long shot. 

Ɂ'ÌàȮɯ ÙÕÖÓËȭɯ4×ɯÓÈÛÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛȳɂɯ"ÈÓɯÎÓÈÕÊÌËɯÜ×ɯÐÕÛÖɯ#ÈÝÐÚɀÚɯÚÔÐÙÒȭɯɁ3ÏÖÚÌɯÓÖÝÌÓàɯÙÌË-

ÙÐÔÔÌËɯÌàÌÚȳɂɯ#ÈÝÐÚɯÛÖÚÚÌËɯÏÐÚɯÒÌàÚɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËÚȮɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÓÌÚÚɯÈÕÕÖàÐÕÎɯÏÈÉits. 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯ#ÈÝÐÚȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÖÓËȭɂɯ"ÈÓɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛàÐÕÎȭɯ 

Ɂ ɯÊÖÓËȮɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯ#ÈÝÐÚɯÑÈÕÎÓÌËɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÒÌàÚɯÞÈÚɯÚÖɯàÖÜɀËɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÙÐÚÏɯ

medallion dangling from the ring, the one that said Mensa Member in bold letters. Davis 

made sÜÙÌɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÖɯÐÕÊÙÌËÐÉÓàɯÐÕÛÌÓÓÐÎÌÕÛɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÈÐÕɯÈɯ×ÈÛÙÖÓɯ

officer for long.  

Ɂ1ÐÎÏÛȮɯ#ÈÝÐÚȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÖÓËȭɯ6ÏÈÛȮɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÔɯ×ÈÙÛàÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯàÖÜȳɂ 

"ÈÓɯÛÖÖÒɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÓÖÖÒȭɯɁ'ÌàȮɯ#ÈÝÐÚȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÖÓËɯÔÌËÈÓȳɂɯ'ÐÚɯÔÌËÈÓɯ

used to actually say Mensa Membe, since Davis had tossed it around so much the R had 

ÎÖÛÛÌÕɯÒÕÖÊÒÌËɯÖÍÍȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÐÕÛÈÊÛȭɯɁ3ÏÌàɯÈÞÈÙËɯàÖÜɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÖÕÌɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÖɯ

ÉÙÐÓÓÐÈÕÛȳɯ%ÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚ×ÌÓÓɯȿÔÌÔÉÌÙɀȳɂ 
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Davis stuffed the keys into his pocket, snorted, and walked off. Davis was a guy you 

ËÐËɯÕÖÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜÙɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÖÕÌɯÍÌÓÓÖÞɯÊÖ×ɯËÖÞÕȭɯ

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. 

Ɂ2ÛÐÓÓɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÓËȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ1ÖÕɯ!ÈÙÙÌÛÛȮɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙȮɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÎÖÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚØÜÈËɯÊÈÙȭɯɁ(ɯ

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɀËɯÉÌɯÎÖÕÌɯÉàɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÞÖÙÚÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯàÈɯÛÈÒÐÕɀȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯàÌÛȭɯ2ÛÖ×ɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯËÙÜÎÚÛÖÙÌȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÖÜÎÏɯÚàÙÜ×ȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÜÙÌɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

!ÈÙÙÌÛÛɯÚÞÜÕÎɯÐÕÛÖɯ6ÈÓÎÙÌÌÕɀÚɯ×ÈÙÒÐÕÎɯÓÖÛɯÈÕËɯÞÈÐÛÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÙȮɯÔÖÛÖÙɯÈÕËɯÏÌÈÛÌÙɯ

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 ca p 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. 

Ɂɀ2ÊÜÚÌɯÔÌȭɂɯ"ÈÓɯÜÕÚÕÈ××ÌËɯÏÐÚɯÏÖÓÚÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÊÜÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌȮɯÚÛÌ××ÌËɯÜ×ɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯ

the punk. When he glanced down he saw that the pocket contained only a hand. The kid 

ÞÈÚɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯÍÐÕÎÌÙȭɯ'ÌɯËÜÎɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËɀÚɯÚ×ÐÕÌȮɯÑÜÚÛɯ

ÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÓÓɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯɁ/ÈÙÛàɀÚɯÖÝÌÙȮɯÒÐËȭɂ 

3ÏÌɯÉÖàɯÞÏÐÙÓÌËȮɯÚÈÞɯ"ÈÓɀÚɯÌß×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕ--and his gun--and threw his hands up, fear 

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.  

Ɂ1ÌÈËɯÏÐÔɯÏÐÚɯÙÐÎÏÛÚȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ"ÈÓȮɯÖÝÌÙÊÖÔÌɯÉàɯÈɯÊÖÜÎÏÐÕÎɯÍÐÛȭɯɁ(ɯÎÖÛÛÈɯÎÌÛɯÚÜÉɯÉÌËÐÊÐÕÌɯ

ÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÞÌɯÓÌÈÝÌȭɂɯ3ÏÌàɯ×ÈÛÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯÚÛÖÞÌËɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÜÐÚÌÙȮɯÉÜÛȮɯ

before Cal could complete his purchase, a nine-one-one came in ɬ 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.  

Ɂ2ÖÔÌÖÕÌɀÚɯÊÙàÐÕÎɯÐÕÚÐËÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÞÏÐÚ×ÌÙÌËɯÛÖɯ"ÈÓȭɯ 

Ɂ'ÌÈÙɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ"ÈÓȭ 

!ÈÙÙÌÛÛɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯɁ)ÜÚÛɯÈɯ35ȭɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÎÖɯÐÕȭɂ 



CROOKED #1  

 

27 

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. 

Ɂ6ÌɯÎÖËɯÈɯÕÐËÌ-wod -ÞÖËɯÊÈÓÓɯÈËɯËÐÚɯÈËËÙÌÚÚȮɯÉÈÈÉȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ"ÈÓȭ 

2ÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÌËɯÈÛɯ"ÈÓȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÛÖɯ!ÈÙÙÌÛÛȭɯɁ6ÏÈÛȳɂɯ 

Ɂ6ÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÕÐÕÌ-one-one call at this addreÚÚȮɯÔÈɀÈÔȳɂɯÏÌɯÐÕÛÌÙ×ÙÌÛÌËȭ 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯàÌÚȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÏÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÕÖÞɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÖÓËɯ×ÌÚÒàɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯ

ÖÒÈàɯÕÖÞȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÚÜÙÌȳɂɯÚÈÐËɯ!ÈÙÙÌÛÛȭɯ2ÏÌɯÕÖËËÌËȮɯÉÜÛɯ"ÈÓɯÈÚÒÌËɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÊÖÜÓËɯɁÊÜÉɯÐËȭɂ 

She frowned at Cal, then turned to Barrett who said, Ɂ"ÖÜÓËɯÞÌɯÊÖÔÌɯÐÕɯÈÕËɯÓÖÖÒɯ

ÈÙÖÜÕËȳɯ8ÖÜɯÔÐÕËȳɂ 

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. 

"ÈÓɯÙÈÐÚÌËɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÉÙÖÞÚȭɯɁ6ÏÖɀÚɯËÐÚȳɂɯÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÔÈÕȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÚÕÌÌáÌË. 

Ɂ/ÏÐÓȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÍÓÈÛɯÛÖÕÌȮɯÌËÎÐÕÎɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯ"ÈÓȭɯ"ÈÓɯÚÛÈàÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ

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.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÞÈÕÕÈɯÌÈÛɯÏÌÙÌȮɯ"ÈÓȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ!ÈÙÙÌÛÛȭɯ 

Ɂ(ɯÎÖÛÛÈȮɂɯÊÖÜÎÏɯÊÖÜÎÏȮɯɁÎÌÛɯÚÖÔÌȮɂɯÊÖÜÎÏɯÊÖÜÎÏȱ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯàÌÈÏȮɯÎÖȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÈàÐÕɀɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÐÛɀÚɯÞÈÙÔȭɂɯ!Èrrett waved him off and 

headed for the cafeteria downstairs. 

 

*** 

 

"ÈÓɯÑÜÔ×ÌËɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯ×ÐÊÒÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈÙÌËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ6ÈÓÎÙÌÌÕɀÚɯÎÓÈÚÚɯËÖÖÙÚȭ 

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÐÚȮɂɯÏÌɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÌËȭ 

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 pistol under his jacket. The 

àÖÜÛÏɯÒÌ×ÛɯÏÐÚɯÎÈáÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÌÙÒȮɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÕɯ"ÈÓȭɯ"ÈÓɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÛÖɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÙÖÈÛɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÏÐÚɯ

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. 

Ɂ2ÏÐÛȭɂɯ"ÈÓɯÙÈÕɯÖÜÛɯÐÕɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÊÈÙɯÚ×ÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÈÍÍÐÊȭɯ'ÌɯËÙÌÞɯÏÐÚɯ

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 brother-in-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. 

'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÞÙÖÕÎȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɯ'ÌɯËÙÖÝÌɯÛÖɯ-ÈÛÌɀÚɯÈ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÜÌɯ%ÖÙËɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

there. Cal pounded his fist on the sÛÌÌÙÐÕÎɯÞÏÌÌÓȮɯÊÜÙÚÐÕÎɯ-ÈÛÌȮɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÍÌɀÚɯàÖÜÕÎÌÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȭ 

Ɂ6ÏÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÓÓɯËÖÌÚɯÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÏÌɯÐÚȳɂɯ"ÈÓɯÎÙÖÞÓÌËɯÛÖɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȭɯɁ'ÌɀÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯÏÐÚɯÚÐÚÛÌÙɯÚÐÊÒɯ

ÍÙÖÔɯÞÖÙÙàÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

The last time Nate had been hauled in--auto theft --he ended up serving a few months. 

"ÈÓɀÚɯÏÌÈÙÛɯÏÈËɯÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÌÝÌÙàɯÛÐÔÌɯ,ÈÙÊàɯÙÌÛÜÙÕÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÝÐÚÐÛÐÕÎɯÏÌÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÑÈÐÓȮɯÚÏÌɯ

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 tri ed 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 his teachers were out to get him. After he quit school, all his 

bosses at a succession of low-paying 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 

them unless ÏÌɯÎÖÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎȭɯ ÓÓɯÏÌɀËɯËÖÕÌɯÍÖÙɯÞÌÌÒÚɯÞÈÚɯÞÈÛÊÏɯ35ɯÈÕËɯÓÌÈÝÌɯ×ÐÓÌÚɯ

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. 

"ÈÓɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓɯÏÐÚɯÊÜÙÐÖÚÐÛàȭɯ!ÌÍÖÙÌɯÏÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÈɯÍÈÚÛɯÍÖÖËɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÍÖÙɯÓÜÕÊÏȮɯÏÌɯÚÞÜÕÎɯ

ÉàɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯ-ÈÛÌɀÚɯ%ÖÙËɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌÞÈàȭɯ"ÈÓɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÓÖÞɯËÖÞÕȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÒÌ×ÛɯËÙÐÝÐÕÎȮɯÈɯ

ÒÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÐáÌɯÖÍɯ-ÈÛÌɀÚɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙɯÊÏÐ×ɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÎÜÛȭɯ"ÖÜÓËɯÏÌɯ×ÙÌÛÌÕËɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÈÛȳ 

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. The lunch was tasteless, but Cal, figuring he 

ÏÈËɯÛÖɯɁÚÛÜÍÍɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÓËȮɂɯÊÏÌÞÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÞÈÓÓÖÞÌËȮɯÞÐ×ing his nose between bites. 

Ɂ)ÌÚÜÚɯ'ȭɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛɯÐÕɯÈɯÒÌÛÛÓÌȵɂɯÚÕÈÙÓÌËɯÈÕɯÌÓËÌÙÓàɯÔÈÕɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÈÉÓÌÚɯÖÝÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÙÌÞɯ

ËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯÒÌÛÊÏÜ×ɯ×ÈÊÒÌÛɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÙÌÚÛÓÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏȭ 

Ɂ(ÕɯÈɯÒÌÛÛÓÌȳɂɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕÐÖÕȮɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÙÐÕÒÓÌËɯÎÌÌáÌÙȭɯ!ÖÛÏɯÞÌÙÌɯÞÙÈ××ÌËɯ

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.  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯ ÏÌɯ ÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯ ÛÖɯ ÉÌɯ ÐÕȳɂɯ ÈÚÒÌËɯ *ÌÛÊÏÜ×ɯ ,ÈÕȮɯ ÚÕÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯ ÛÏÌɯ ×ÈÊÒÌÛɯ ÈÕËɯ

resuming his strugg le. 

Ɂ ɯhandbasketȮɯàÖÜɯÐËÐÖÛȭɂ 
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Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÏÌÓÓɯÐÕȭɯ&ÖËÈÔÔÐÛȵɂɯ3ÏÌɯÒÌÛÊÏÜ×ɯ×ÈÊÒÌÛɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯ

ÉÜÙÚÛȮɯËÖÜÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯ×ÓÈÐËɯÞÖÖÓɯÚÊÈÙÍȭ 

Cal suppressed a snicker that scraped anew at his raw throat. He got up and pitched 

the rest of his lunch. 

'ÌɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯËÌÚÐÙÌɯÛÖɯÙÌÛÜÙÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÓÎÙÌÌÕɀÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÌÕÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯËÐÚÎÙÈÊÌȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯ

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.  

Ɂ ÙÕÖÓËȮɂɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛÕÌÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔȭɯɁ6ÌɯÎÖÛɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÖÓË-up at the 

ÚÈÔÌɯËÙÜÎɯÚÛÖÙÌȭɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÈÛȳɂ 

Cal shook his head. If he said anything, he would start coughing again. The vile throat 

ÓÖáÌÕÎÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎȭ 

Ɂ+ÌÛɅÚɯÎÌÛɯȿÌÔȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ!ÈÙÙÌÛÛ. 

Cal tried to suppress a shiver. 

Ɂ'ÌàȮɯÔÈàÉÌɯàÖÜɀËɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÎÖɯÏÖÔÌȮɯ"ÈÓȭɯ8ÖÜɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÈÕàɯÉÌÛÛÌÙȭɂ 

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 out 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.  

Ɂ#ÜËÌȮ àÖÜɯÎÖɯÏÖÔÌȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯ#ÈÝÐÚɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȭɂɯ'ÌɯÈËËÌËȮɯÜÕËÌÙɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÌÈÛÏȮɯɁ,ÜÊÏɯ

ÈÚɯ(ɯÏÈÛÌɯÛÖȭɂ 

6ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÈ××ÌÕɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÌÙÒɯÛÖÓËɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÔȳɯ"ÈÓɀÚɯÉÙÖÈËɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙÚɯ

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 

ÊÌÙÛÈÐÕɯ-ÈÛÌɯÏÈËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯËÌÚÐÙÌɯÛÖɯÌÕÊÖÜÕÛÌÙɯÏÐÚɯÚÐÚÛÌÙɀÚɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÖÍficer husband as 

the husband had to encounter him.  But after an hour of aimless driving, the appeal of his 

ÛÏÐÙËɯÊÏÖÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÞÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÕȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÜÚÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÊÖÜÎÏɯËÙÖ×Úȭɯ#ÐËɯÏÌɯËÈÙÌɯ

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 

ÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÌÕÌɯÈÕËɯÍÈÐÓÌËɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÈɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛȭɯ.ÏɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÏÌɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÌÕɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÖÕÛÖɯ

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, f urious 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 weekȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÈɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÑÈÞȮɯÐÕÍÓÐÊÛÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ

love of her life, whom she refused to charge; had sent a teen-aged girl to the same place 

with infection throughout her body from the cuts her mother had gashed into her arms 

with a f ilthy 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.  

'ÌɀËɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÈɯÔÖÕÛÏɀÚɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÈÕËɯÎÖÛÛen his mind cleared out some, making room for 

more of the evil that people do to each other. That had been the closest he had ever come to 

ØÜÐÛÛÐÕÎȭɯ!ÜÛȮɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÛÏȮɯÏÌɀËɯÚÜÐÛÌËɯÜ×ȮɯÚØÜÈÙÌËɯÏÐÚɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙÚȮɯ×ÈÚÛÌËɯÈɯÎÙÐÔɯ

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.  

(Íɯ(ɀÔɯÐÕɯÏÌÓÓ--and it sure as hell feels like I am--am I in a kettle or a handbasket? 

3ÏÐÚɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÙÙÐÝÌɯÈÛɯÈɯÊÖÕÊÓÜÚÐÖÕɯÈÕàÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÎÏÛÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ,ÈÙÊàɯ

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. 

.ÏɯàÌÈÏȮɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÞÈÙÔɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÈɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯÐÕɯÏÌÓÓȭ  (ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÏÌÓÓȭ 

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. 

-ÈÛÌɀÚɯÊÈÙɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÕÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȭ 

 

*** 

 

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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Ɂ ÕËÌÙÚɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜȮɂɯ#ÈÝÐÚɯÎÙÌÌÛÌËɯÏÐm with a lupine smile.  

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, 

ÚÐÎÕȭɯ "ÈÓɀÚɯ ÏÌÈÙÛɯ ÉÌÈÛɯ ÙÌÝÝÌËɯ Ü×ɯ ÈÍÛÌÙɯ ÛÏÌɯ +ÐÌÜÛÌÕÈÕÛɯ ÈÙÙÐÝÌËȮɯ ÈÕËɯ ÏÌɯ ÍÈÊÌËɯ ÏÐs two 

ÍÖÙÔÐËÈÉÓÌɯÚÜ×ÌÙÐÖÙÚȮɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɀÚɯËÌÚÒȭ 
Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÈÉÖÜÛȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯÛÏÌɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕȭ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÚÐÙȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÚÖȭɂ 
He hesitated while they stared, their faces hard. 

Ɂ(ɯÍÈÐÓÌËɯÛÖɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÜ×ɯÈɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÖÕɯÈÕɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÌËɯÙÖÉÉÌÙàɯÐÕɯ×ÙÖÎÙÌÚÚȭɂɯ"ÈÓɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ

ÍÈÚÛȭɯɁ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȮɯÚÐÙȭɂɯ'ÌɯÎÓÈÕÊÌËɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÚÐËÌɯÛÖɯ

ÐÕÊÓÜËÌɯÛÏÌɯ+ÐÌÜÛÌÕÈÕÛȭɯɁ(ɯÞÈÚɯÙÜÕÕÐÕÎɯÈɯÏÌÓÓɯÖÍɯÈɯÍÌÝÌÙɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàȮɯÚÐÙȭɂɯ6ÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÌÕÖÜÎÏɯȿÚÐÙɀÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔȳ 

Ɂ!ÈÙÙÌÛÛɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÞÌÓÓȭɂ 

A l ong silence.  

3ÏÌɯ+ÐÌÜÛÌÕÈÕÛɯÛÖÖÒɯÖÝÌÙȭɯɁ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕɯÌßÊÜÚÌȮɯ.ÍÍÐÊÌÙɯ ÙÕÖÓËȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÕÖÛȭɯ2ÐÙȭɂ 

More agonizing moments of stony silence. 

3ÏÌɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÙÌÓÌÕÛÌËȭɯɁ6ÙÐÛÌɯÜ×ɯàÖÜÙɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛȮɯ ÙÕÖÓËȭɯ ÕËɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÐÚɯ

ÞÖÕɀÛɯÎÖɯÐÕÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÍÐÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÚÐÙȭɂɯ'ÌɯÉÙÌÈÛÏÌËɯÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÙÌÓÐÌÍɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÛɯÏÐÚɯËÌÚÒȭɯ!ÜÛȮɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÞÙÖÛÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛȮɯÕÖÛɯ

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 

ÚÏÐÍÛȭɯ ɯÊÈÓÓɯÊÈÔÌɯÐÕɯÚÌÕËÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯËÈÔÕɯ6ÈÓÎÙÌÌÕɀÚȭɯ#ÈÙÒÕÌÚÚɯÏÈËɯÍÈÓÓÌÕȮɯÛÏÌɯ

parking lot w as almost empty. 

They entered, spoke with an ashen-faced 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 

ÛÏÌɯÙÌÊÌÕÛɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÌËɯÙÖÉÉÌÙÐÌÚɯÏÈËɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÌÙÒɀÚɯÔÜÙËÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯ

woman had most likely been strangled with the piece of twine found next to her body.  

Ɂ'ÖÞɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÍÐÎÜÙÌȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ"ÈÓȭ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÔÈàÉÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÙÖÉÉÌÙȮɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÎÖÛɯÈÞÈàȮɯÞÈÚɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÚÏÌɀËɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐáÌɯ

ÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯÛÜÙÕɯÏÐÔɯÐÕȭɂ 

Ɂ,ÜÙËÌÙɀÚɯÈɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÌÝÌÙÌɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÈÝÖÐËɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÖÜld probably be a light jail sentence. It 

ÞÈÚɯÖÕÓàɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÌËɯÙÖÉÉÌÙàȭɂɯ-Öȭɯ-ÈÛÌɯËÐËɯÕÖÛɯËÖɯÛÏÐÚȭɯ'ÌɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌËɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ-ÖÛɯÛÏÐÚȭ 

Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÙÌÊÖÙËȭɯ,ÈàÉÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÐÙËɯÚÛÙÐÒÌȭɂ 
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Ɂ,ÈàÉÌȭɂɯ-ÈÛÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ×ÌÙÍÌÊÛɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛȭɯ-ÈÛÌɯÏÈËɯÛÞÖɯÚÛÙÐÒÌÚȯɯthe recent car theft and a 

purse snatching a couple of years ago. Cal wondered if Marcy could alibi him.  

 

*** 

 

Ɂ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÏÌɯÔÖÝÌËɯÖÜÛȮɯ"ÈÓȭɂɯ,ÈÙÊàɯÊÏÖ××ÌËɯÓÌÛÛÜÊÌɯÍÖÙɯÚÈÓÈËɯÞÐÛÏɯ

more vigor than necessary. 

Ɂ"ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÈ×Ȯɯ,ÈÙÊàȭɂɯ'Ìɯ×ÓÖ××ÌËɯÐnto a chair at the kitchen table, spoke to her stiff 

ÉÈÊÒȭɯɁ(ɯËÙÖÝÌɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÛÙÜÊÒɯÞÈÚɯÖÜÛɯÍÙÖÕÛȭɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÑÜÚÛɯ

ÚÊÈÙÌËɯÏÐÔɯÖÍÍɯÍÙÖÔɯÙÖÉÉÐÕÎɯÈɯ6ÈÓÎÙÌÌÕɀÚȭɂ 

,ÈÙÊàɀÚɯÒÕÐÍÌɯÏÈÕËɯÍÈÓÛÌÙÌËɯÐÕɯÔÐË-ÈÐÙȭɯɁ1ÖÉÉÐÕÎɯÈȱȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÜÙÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯ-ÈÛÌȳɂ 

Ɂ/ÖÚÐÛÐÝÌȮɯËÈÙÓÐÕɀȭɯ(ɯ×ÜÛɯÔàɯÕÌÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÉàɯÕÖÛɯÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÐÕȭɯ(ÍɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ËÙÜÎÚÛÖÙÌɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÏÌɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȮɯÔàɯÑÖÉɯÐÚɯÞÖÙÛÏɯÚÏÐÛȭɂ 

,ÈÙÊàɯÏÜÕÎɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËȭɯɁ'Ìɯwas ÏÌÙÌȮɯ"ÈÓȭɂɯ'ÌÙɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÉÙÖÒÌȭɯɁ'ÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÞÏÈÛɯ

had upset him, but hÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàɯÚÏÈÒÌÕȭɯ'Ìɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌËɯÔÌɯÏÌɀËɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÑÖÉȭɯ ɯÍÙÐÌÕËɯ

thinks he can get him one ÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÝÐÌɯÙÌÕÛÈÓɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÐÓÌÕÛɯÚÖÉÚɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÍÌÞɯ

ÔÖÔÌÕÛÚȮɯÏÌÙɯÉÈÊÒɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȭɯɁ(ɀÔɯÛÐÙÌËɯÖÍɯÐÛȮɯÛÖÖȮɯ"ÈÓȭɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯÏÐÔɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ

bailing ÏÐÔɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÔÌÚÚÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÈÚɯÏÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖËÈàȳɂ 

2ÏÌɯÚ×ÜÕɯÛÖɯÍÈÊÌɯÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯÙÈÐÚÌËɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËɯÐÕɯÈÓÈÙÔȭɯɁ3ÖËÈàȳɂɯ3ÌÈÙÚɯÎÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯ

×ÜááÓÌËɯÌàÌÚȭɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖËÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÈÚɯÏÌɯÏÌÙÌȮɯ,ÈÙÊàȳɂɯ(ÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÓÖÜËÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÐÕÛÌÕËÌËȭ 

She cringed, grabbed the kitÊÏÌÕɯÊÖÜÕÛÌÙȭɯɁ6Ïàȳɂɯ'ÌÙɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÍÈÐÕÛȭ 

Ɂ3ÌÓÓɯÔÌȮɯ,ÈÙÊàȭɂ 

She ran to the bedroom and slammed the door. 

Ɂ%ÜÊÒȮɂɯ"ÈÓɯÉÙÌÈÛÏÌËȭɯ(ÍɯÖÕÓàɯÚÏÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯ-ÈÛÌɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÓÓɯËÈàȭɯ'Ìɯ

wanted her to be able to say that. Now what was he supposed to do? It was a little late for 

ÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐËÌÕÛÐÍàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÏÌɀËɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕȭ 

He slept on the couch again. 

 
*** 

 

As soon as he and Barrett got into the squad car, Barrett spoke, his voice low, like he 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÖÝÌÙÏÌÈÙËȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÙȭɯɁ"ÈÓȮɯ#ÈÝÐÚɯÐÚɯÈÊÛÐÕÎɯÞÌÐÙËȭɯ$ÝÌÕɯÍÖÙɯ

#ÈÝÐÚȭɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÙÜÎɯÚÛÖÙÌɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÙÓɀÚɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯ

robbery attempt? Me and Davis? She kept looking at Davis like he was Darth Vader. And 

Davis was giving her these goofy grins. H e winked at her once. I 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 I 

walked in. Something strange is going on. Maybe you ÊÖÜÓËɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÛÙàȮɯ1ÖÕȭɂɯ ÕËɯÏÌɯËÐËȭɯ!ÜÛɯ#ÈÝÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÈÝÖÐËÐÕÎɯ"ÈÓȮɯÛÖÖȭ 

On his way home, Cal stopped in at the drug store and sought out Kenny, the stocker 

who had shown them the body.  

Ɂ6ÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕȮɯÜÏȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÙɯÕÈÔÌɯÈÎÈÐÕȳɂ 

Ɂ"ÈÙÙÐÌȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ*ÌÕÕàȭ 

Ɂ1ÐÎÏÛȮɯ"ÈÙÙÐÌȭɯ6ÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕɯ"ÈÙÙÐÌɯÛÈÓÒÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÞÖɯÊÖ×ÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÚÌÊÖÕËɯÙÖÉÉÌÙàȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌàɯÓÌÍÛȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÐËɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÍÙÌÈÒÌËɯÖÜÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ2ÏÈking big time. Could hardly talk. Said she 

ÞÈÕÛÌËɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈàɯÉàɯÏÌÙɯÐÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÕËɯÖÕÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɂ 

The blond one would be Davis, since Barrett was African-American. 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÞÏàɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÊÈÙÌËɯÖÍɯÏÐÔȳɂ 

Ɂ-Ö×Ìȭɂɯ*ÌÕÕàɯÚÛÜËÐÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÕËȮɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÚÈËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯËÌÈÛÏȭɯɁ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɯ

ÞÈÚȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÒÐÓÓÌËȭɯ,àɯÚÏÐÍÛɯÌÕËÌËɯÌÈÙÓàɯÈÕËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÙɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯ

ÓÈÛÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌɯÊÖ×ȱȳɂɯ'ÌɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËɯÜ×ȭɯɁ'ÌàȮɯÏÌÙɯÙÖÖÔÔÈÛÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

ÔÖÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɂ 

'ÌɯÎÈÝÌɯ"ÈÓɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÞÏÖɯÚÏÈÙÌËɯ"ÈÙÙÐÌɀÚɯÈ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛȮɯÛÏÌÕɯ"ÈÓɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌɯ

address from the store manager and drove there through light, wet flurries.  

 

*** 

 

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

After Cal stepped into the apartment an d refused a Coke, the roommate, Hannah, 

relaxed a little. She perched on the edge of the couch and Cal took a nearby chair. 

Ɂ(ɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÊÙÈáàȮɯÓÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÈɯÊÖ×ɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯ"ÈÙÙÐÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏàɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɯ6ÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÏÌÙȳɂɯ"ÈÓɯÎÖÛɯÖÜÛɯÈɯÕÖÛÌ×ÈËɯÈnd pen, mostly for 

show, and poised the pen as if he were eager to take notes. 

Ɂ ÉÖÜÛɯÈɯàÌÈÙɯÈÎÖɯÈɯÊÖ×ɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÏÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÚ×ÌÌËÐÕÎȭɯ2ÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÓÖÚÌɯÏÌÙɯÓÐÊÌÕÚÌɯ

ȿÊÜáɯÚÏÌɯÏÈËɯÚÖɯÔÈÕàɯÛÐÊÒÌÛÚɯÈÓÙÌÈËàȭɯ2ÖɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɀËɯÛÌÈÙɯÐÛɯÜ×ɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËȱɯÓÐÒÌȱɯàÖÜɯ

knowȭɂɯ'ÈÕÕÈÏɯÞÙÜÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÚÚÜÌɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÐÛɯÛÖÙÌȭ 

Cal remained silent, his pen hovering. 

Ɂ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÏÌÙɯÈËËÙÌÚÚȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÏÌɯËÖȳɯ'ÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÖÕÌɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯËÙÜÕÒȮɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯ

kinds of noise pounding on the door, Carrie said. She was afraid she would get in  trouble 

ÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÚȮɯÚÖɯÚÏÌɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÐÕȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÒÐÊÒÌËɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÈɯÉÈÑÐÓÓÐÖÕɯ

ÛÐÔÌÚȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÜ×ÐËɯÔÈÓÓȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÈÛÛÈÊÒÌËɯÏÌÙȳɂ 
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Ɂ'ÌɯÙÈ×ÌËɯÏÌÙȭɂɯ'ÈÕÕÈÏɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÍÙÌÚÏɯÛÐÚÚÜÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÉÖßɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÛÈÉÓÌȮɯÈÕËɯ

her face crumpled as she buried it in the tissue. 

Ɂ6ÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐáÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖ×ȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÈÞɯÏÐÔȮɯÉÜÛɯ"ÈÙÙÐÌɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȮɯÓÐÒÌȮɯÈɯÉÐÎȮɯÉÓÖÕËɯËÌÔÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÐËɯÚÏÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÕÈÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ#ÈÝÐËȮɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÈÝÐÚȳɂ 

2ÏÌɯÕÖËËÌËȭɯɁ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÚÖȭɯ6ÖÜÓËɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÌÓ×ȳɂɯ2ÏÌɯ×ÐÊÒÌËɯÜp a magazine from the coffee 

ÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ4ÕËÌÙɯÐÛɯÙÌÚÛÌËɯÈɯÔÌËÈÓÓÐÖÕȭɯɁ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ"ÈÙÙÐÌɀÚɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɯ

ÈÕËɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÐÚȭɯ(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯ"ÈÙÙÐÌɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÐÛɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ%ÌÓÓɯÖÍÍɯÏÐÚɯÒÌàɯÙÐÕÎȭɂ 

It was like the sun rising. Cal took the metal circle,  stamped with the words Mensa 

Membe, ÔÐÚÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ1ȮɯÈÕËɯÙÖÚÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÕÌÞɯÙÌÚÖÓÝÌȭɯɁ3ÏÈÕÒÚȮɯ'ÈÕÕÈÏȭɯ(ɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒɯ

ÛÖɯàÖÜɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

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 

Ìß×ÖÚÌɯÏÐÔȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ ÕËɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ×ÙÖÝÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯàÌÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËȭɯ'ÌɯÈÕËɯ

Barrett would watch Davis. Eventually the big, blond demon would slip. There was no use 

maintaining a chain oÍɯÊÜÚÛÖËàɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÌËÈÓÓÐÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯ#ÈÝÐÚɀÚɯÔÌËÈÓɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ

ÉÌɯ×ÙÖÖÍɯÛÖɯÈɯÑÜÙàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÚÓÐÊÒɯÓÈÞàÌÙɯÍÐÕÐÚÏÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔȭɯȿ'ÖÞɯÔÈÕàɯÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËÚɯÖÍɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÈÔÌɯÔÌËÈÓȳɯ'ÖÞɯËÖɯÞÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÛÖÓÌÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÍÖÜÕËɯ

it? Blah, blahȮɯÉÓÈÏȭɀɯ!ÜÛɯÐt was proof to Cal. And 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.  

 
 

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. 

  

http://fmam.biz/index.shtml
http://www.mystericale.com/
http://www.mouthfullofbullets.com/
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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 

ÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÈÚÚÖÊÐÈÛÌÚɯ)ÖÏÕÕà Lau and Tom Quan, more babysitting muscle than bodyguards, I 

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 selling 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 I had a personal interest and some history 

with a member of the squad. 

Constable Ray Petrie and I 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.  I 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 I 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 I eventually b ecame friends with Heather 

when we sat next to each other in History and I let her copy off me in tests.  We were the 

kind of friends that saw movies together and went for pizza.  I kept waiting for any signal 

but she talked about other boys in our class and always suggested girls I should date but 

never did.  

(ɯÔÈËÌɯÔàɯ×ÓÈÕɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÌÙɯÔàɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎÚȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÒÐÚÚɯÏÌÙɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɀËɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌɯ

liquid courage at an upcoming end -of-the-year party.  When I 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, I would try to see if I could get Heather alone, but she kept 

nursing the trashed An na.  With some friends, I 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, I went back inside the house which seemed different than it was 

before, blurring and streaking as I walked about.  Asking around for Heather, someone 
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told me she put Anna in a cab and had already come back.  I looked all over the three-story 

house, eventually finding her passed out in a bedroom at the back of the house.  Sitting 

down beside her, I brushed back her hair and saw that she was breathing shallowly f rom 

an open mouth as she drooled onto the pillow.  I 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, I thought, and 

then I would get my chance. 

While pushing on the pump of the keg an d filling my glass, I could see a bunch of 

people grouped outside the back window.  I walked over and asked what was going on 

while looking inside.  It was Ray Petrie on top of Heather.  

I 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 I 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 I knew Ray had become a cop.  When I learned he 

ÞÈÚɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÙÜÎɯÚØÜÈËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÒÕÖÊÒÐÕÎɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÈÕɀÚɯÌÚÛÈÉÓÐÚÏÔÌÕÛÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ

I 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, I thought that we should talk and put on a friendly face so I 

reached out to him through a mutual acqÜÈÐÕÛÈÕÊÌȭɯɯ1ÈàɀÚɯÖÕÓàɯÚÛÐ×ÜÓÈÛÐÖÕɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯ

was that I 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, I held a hand up to stop 

Tom and Johnny just out of view.  

In the half -darkness, Ray was leaning against a yellow convertible Mustang, smoking a 

ÊÐÎÈÙÌÛÛÌȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÊÈÙɯÙÈËÐÖɯÞÈÚɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯɁ&ÏÖÚÛɯ3ÖÞÕɂɯÉàɯ3ÏÌɯ2×ÌÊÐÈÓÚȭɯɯ1ÈàɯÏÈËɯÛÏÐÊÒÌÕÌËɯ

out with a receding hairline, but still had the build of a l inebacker.  He looked like a cop. 

Ɂ'Ìàɯ)ÖÌȮɂɯ1ÈàɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜÙɯÎÖÖÕÚɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯÈÕËɯÈÙÔÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÌÛÏȭɂɯɯ6ÌɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÏÈÕËÚȭɯɯɁ'ÖÞɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÓÓɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜȳɂɯɯ'ÐÚɯÎÙÐ×ɯ

was strong and I noticed the huge diamond pinky ring on his right hand.  

Ɂ/ÙÌÛÛàɯÎÖÖËȮɂɯ1ÈàɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÈÎÌËɯÔÜÊÏɂ 

Ɂ(ÍɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÖɯËÈÙÒȮɯàÖÜɀËɯÚÌÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÏÈÐÙȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÒÌÌ×ɯÐÕɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËȮɯÉÜÛɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɀÚɯÔÈÙÙÐÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÒÐËÚȭɯɯ8ɀÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÐÛɯÐÚȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÒÌÌ×ɯÐÕɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÞÐÛÏɯ#ÌÕÕàɯ2ÔÐÛÏɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÐÛȭɯɯ'ÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÖ×ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÐÊÒÚȭɂ 
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Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛȭɯɯ-ÌßÛɯÛÐÔÌɯàÖÜɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȮɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÐÔɯ(ɯÚÈàɯÏÌàȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÐÓÓɯËÖȭɂɯɯ1ÈàɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯËÙÈÎɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÚÔÖÒÌȭɯɯɁ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯÔÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ

ÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɀÙÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÈàÚɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȭɯɯ(ÛɯÊÈÕɯÉÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÔÜÛÜÈÓÓàɯÉÌÕÌÍÐÊÐÈÓȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÔàɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÐÕÎɯÖÙËÌÙÚȭɂ 

Ɂ%ÜÊÒɯÔÈÕȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÙɯÊÙÐÔÐÕÈÓÚɯÚÈàȭɯɯ)ÜÚÛɯÛÙàɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÚÛÖ×ɯÉÌÈÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÐÛɯ

out of the friends of my family and stealing their li ÝÌÓÐÏÖÖËȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÊÙÐÔÐÕÈÓÚȭɯɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯÈÙÌɯËÙÜÎɯËÌÈÓÌÙÚɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÓÜÊÒàɯÛÏÌàɯ

ËÖÕɀÛɯÌÕËɯÜ×ɯËÌÈËɯÖÙɯÐÕɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÒÌɯàÖÜȮɯÛÏÌÕȳɯɯ8ÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÞÏÖÌÝÌÙɯÎÐÝÌÚɯàÖÜɯàÖÜÙɯÖÙËÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÚÛÖ×ɯ

ÛÈÙÎÌÛÐÕÎɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÖÍɯÔàɯÍÈÔÐÓàȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÙɯÞÏÈÛȳɯɯ8ÖÜɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÚ×ÐÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÔàɯÚØÜÈËɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÓÓɯ×ÜÛɯàÖÜɯ

ÈÞÈàɯÍÖÙɯÎÖÖËȭɂɯɯ1ÈàɯÑÈÉÉÌËɯÏÐÚɯÓÐÛɯÊÐÎÈÙÌÛÛÌɯÛÖÞÈÙËɯÔàɯÍÈÊÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÌÈÊÏɯÞÖÙËȭɯ 

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÔÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȭɯɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÕÖÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÖɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÓÐÝÐÕÎȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɯÔàɯ

ÍÈÛÏÌÙɯÐÚȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯÈÕËɯÏÌɀÚɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯËÌÈÛÏɯÉÌËȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÏÌȳɯɯ.ÓËɯ"ÏÜɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÏÖÓËɯÛÏÌɯÑÜÐÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÖÕÊÌɯ

ËÐËɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÐÛàȭɯɯ(ɯÊÈÔÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÞÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯàÖÜɯÕÖÞɯÐÚɯ

ÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜÙɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÛÖɯÚÜÊÒɯÐÛɯÜ×ɯÖÙɯÎÌÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÍɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚȭɂ 

Ɂ( ÎÖÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÈÕɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛɯÖÍɯÉÐÙÛÏȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ'ÖÞɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÓÓɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÈɯ

ÉÌÕÛɯÊÖ×ȳɂ 

Ɂ,ÈÕȮɯ ÞÏÈÛɀÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯ ËÖÓÓÈÙȮɯ ÌÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÓàɯ ÞÏÌÕɯÐÛɯ ÊÖÔÌÚɯ ÍÙÖÔɯ

scumbags?  You can only see so many dealers driving around in Hummers and Mercedes 

ÉÌÍÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÊÏÜÕÒɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÚÛÖ×ɯËÖÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚȮɯ1Èàȭɯɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÏÜÙÛÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÈÕËɯÔàɯÍÈÔÐÓàȭɯɯ(ɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÍÙÐÌÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚȭɂ 

Ɂ$ÝÌÕɯÐÍɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯËÖɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȱɯɯ+ÐÚÛÌÕȮɯÔÈàÉÌɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÈÓÒɯÛo some of them and 

ÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÞÖÙÒɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÜÛȭɯɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÐÛɀÓÓɯÞÖÙÒȮɯÉÜÛɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÓÖÖÒɯÐÕÛÖɯÐÛȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯÒÐÕËɯ

ÖÍɯÔÖÕÌàɯÈÙÌɯÞÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÚÖÔÌɯÈÙÙÈÕÎÌÔÌÕÛɯÈÎÙÌÌÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÉÖÛÏɯ×ÈÙÛÐÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ)ÌÌáȮɯàÖÜɯÛÈÓÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÓÈÞàÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ%ÜÊÒȮɯ(ɯÏÈÛÌɯÓÈÞàÌÙÚȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÕɯÖÝÌÙÌËÜÊÈÛÌËɯÉÜÙÌÈÜÊÙÈÛȭɂɯɯ(ɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯ

ÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯËÐËɯÔàɯÉÌÚÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÔàɯÕÌßÛɯÞÖÙËÚɯÚÌÌÔɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕɯÈÍÛÌÙÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɯɯɁ.ÕÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎȮɯ

ËÖɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÕɯ6ÈÙËɯ ÝÌÕÜÌȳɂɯɯ(ɯÚÞÜÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯ

around to see Ray taking a drag then blowing out smoke through a smile.  

Ɂ6ÏàɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÔàɯÍÙÐÌÕËɯÞÈÚɯÏÜÙÛȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÏÐÊÒɯàÖÜÙɯÍÙÐÌÕËȳɂ 
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Ɂ6ÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ2ÏÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÛɯÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÔÈÊÏÌÛÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÊÓÌÈÝÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛ ÛÏÌɯÍÜÊÒɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɀÚɯÉÙÌÈÒÐÕÎɯ

ËÖÞÕɯàÖÜÙɯËÖÖÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÒÕÖÊÒÌËɯÏÌÙɯÖÜÛȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÈÝÌËɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÚÒÜÓÓȭɯɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÖÕɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÓÐÍÌɯÚÜ××ÖÙÛȭɂɯɯ(ɀËɯÔÌÛɯ2ÜÌɯ+ÖɯÖÕÓàɯÈɯàÌÈÙɯ

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 off-kilter, 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.  

Ɂ ÏȮɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÚÓÖ×ÌɯÉÐÛÊÏɯËÌÚÌÙÝÌËɯÐÛȭɂ 

(ɯÚÈÞɯ2ÜÌɀÚɯÚÔÐÓÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯÚÓÐÎÏÛÓàɯÊÙÖÖÒÌËɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÛÌÌÛÏɯÈÚɯ(ɯ×ÜÓÓÌËɯÔàɯȭƗƜɯÙÌÝÖÓÝÌÙɯÈÕËɯ

shot Ray through the forehead. 

(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÚÏÖÜÛɯɁ1ÈàɂɯÈÕËɯÍÌÓÛȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÏÌÈÙËȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÛÚɯÚÛÙÐÒÌɯÔÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÌÚÛȭɯ I 

ÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯÖÜÛɯÏÖÞɯÔÈÕàȮɯÉÜÛɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌËɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙȭɯɯ Úɯ(ɯÍÌÓÓɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÕËȮɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯ

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 I closed my eyes and 

ÚÈÞɯ2ÜÌɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȮɯÏÌÙɯÌàÌÚɯÚÏÜÛȮɯÍÈËÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒÕÌÚÚȭɯ 

 
 

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? BÜÛɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÉÜàɯÏÌÙɯÈɯDIAMOND  ring. They were 

ÚÐÔ×ÓàɯÛÖÖɯÌß×ÌÕÚÐÝÌɯÉÜÛɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÕÖÞȱÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÈÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖÙÕɯ

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, 

hard for a guy wÏÖɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÙÊÜÐÛɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÐßɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɯÖÓËȭɯ 

6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÝÈÜËÌÝÐÓÓÐÈÕÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖÖɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯ

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 of them. So many had done it to great effect. It was always a hoot 

ÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÚÖÔÌɯ×ÙÌÊÖÊÐÖÜÚɯÓÈËɯÖÜÛÞÐÛɯÏÐÚɯÓÜÕÒÏÌÈËɯ#ÈËɯÈÕËɯ6ÐÓÓÐÌɯ2ÙȭɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÐÕËɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÉÌÐÕÎɯ

the butt of jokes as long as people were laughing. To him there was no difference between 

laughing wÐÛÏɯÏÐÔɯÖÙɯÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ!ÜÛɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÏÐÔȭɯ'ÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÓÖÖÒɯ

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 

ÛÏÌàɯÌÝÌÙɯËÐËɯÛÙàȮɯ.ɀ!ÙÐÌÕɯÞÈÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯÏÈÕËÓÌɯÐÛȭ 

They toured like that until William was twelve and then his Mother got a job offer to be 

a Ziegfeld girl an d 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 

ÐÕÛÖɯÈɯ×ÐÕÌɯÉÖßɯÍÖÙɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÐÚɯ#ÈËɯÓÜÙÊÏÌËɯÖÍÍɯÚÛÈÎÌɯÐÕɯÈɯɁËÙÜÕÒÌÕɂɯÔÌÚÚɯÈÕËɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËÓàɯ



CROOKED #1  

 

41 

crashed into a china cabinet and broke everything that he had just sold to a fellow for rent 

ÔÖÕÌàȭɯɁ"ÖÔÌËàɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÙÈÎÌËàȮɯ6ÐÓÓÐÌȮɂɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖ ÛÌÓÓɯÏÐÔȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÖɯÝÌÙàɯ

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 ÏÛɯ ÚÏÌɯ ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ ÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎȭɯ

Immediately he knew she had taste. Dad was stumbling around drunk, ironically trying to 

ÈÊÛɯÓÌÚÚɯËÙÜÕÒɯÛÏÈÕɯÏÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÖÙËÌÙɯÛÖɯɁ×ÓÈàɂɯËÙÜÕÒȮɯÈÕËɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÈÎÌËàɯ×ÈÙÛɯ

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 

ÊÏÌÊÒÌËɯÏÌÙɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÛÞÐÊÌɯÐÕɯÙÈ×ÐËɯÚÜÊÊÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÚÖɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÌÓÓɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÙÌÈlly looking 

at it. She knew what time it was. Someone had stood her up. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÍÖÖÓȱɂɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȭ 

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. 

Ɂ#ÐËÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÞȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÍÐÕÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȭɯ6ÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÐÕɯÐÛȳɂ 

'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÌÙɯÔÐÕËɯÞÈÚɯÌÓÚÌÞÏÌÙÌɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÙÍÖÙÔÈÕÊÌȭɯɁ.ÏȮɯÕÖȭɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÙÜÕɯÛÏÌɯ

ÊÜÙÛÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯËÖɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÖÜÕËɯÌÍÍÌÊÛÚȭɯ6ÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÏÖÞȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȭɯ-ÖÞɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÏÈËɯàÖÜÙɯÍÜÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯÎÐÙÓÚɯÌß×ÌÕÚÌȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯ×ÈÊÒɯÜ×ɯ

àÖÜÙɯÛÙÜÕÒÚɯÈÕËɯÎÙÌÈÚÌɯ×ÈÐÕÛɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛɯÛÖɯ"ÐÕÊÐÕÕÈÛÐɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȳɂɯ 

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÍÜÕȭɯ)ÜÚÛɯÍÐÚÏÐÕÎȭɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÊÜ×ɯÖÍɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌ anyone else is going to buy me a cÖÍÍÌÌɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȭɂ 

 

That was a week-long 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 her request 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. 

6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÛÖÖÒɯÖËËɯÑÖÉÚȭɯ"ÜÙÛÈÐÕɯÙÈÐÚÐÕÎɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×repare you much for a career it turned 

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 engagement and despite their finances, she did not 

ÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÞÈÐÛɯÈÕàɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȭɯ'ÌÙɯÑÖÉɯËÖÐÕÎɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯȿ.ÓÌɯ-ÖÙÚÒɯ+ÜÛÌÍÐÚÒɯ"ÖȭɀɯÞÈÚɯ

ÚÛÌÈËàɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÈÕàɯÉÐÎɯÍÈÕÊàɯÙÐÕÎȭɯ)ÜÚÛɯÍÖÙɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯÚÏÌɯ

deserved one. 

He had also been worÒÐÕÎɯÓÈÛÌÓàɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯȿ.ÓÌɯ-ÖÙÚÒɯ+ÜÛÌÍÐÚÒɯ"ÖȭɀɯÐÕɯÈɯÑÖÉɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÎÖÛɯ

him. Shadows of his father cast over him as he slunk into the ÔÈÕÈÎÌÙɀÚ office knowing 

that his wife was not only the breadwinner in the house but also had to serve as his agent 

for emplo yment. He took it. No wife of his was going to go off to New York because she 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÔȭ 

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 gaggle 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 

ÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÞÈÛÊÏÌËȭ 

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 

ÊÙÐÕÒÓÌɯÏÌÙɯÕÖÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÚÏÌɯËÐËɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ2ÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÍÓÐÙÛɯ

back but any woman likes a little attention from a good -looking man, especially when they 

ËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÐÚɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔȭ 

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 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÒÕÖÞɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚ ÔÈÙÙÐÌËȭɯ6ÏÖɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÌÓÓɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÜÕÒɯÖÍɯÑÜÕÒȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÈɯ

hunk. That horrible ring was so thin you could floss your teeth with it. If he did know she 

ÞÈÚɯÔÈÙÙÐÌËɯÏÌɯÈÚÚÜÔÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÜÔ×ɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÞÐÛÏɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÊÈÙÌɯ

of her. Maybe ÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÈÚÒɯÏÌÙɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÖÍÍÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÏÌÙɯɁÐÕɯÚÛàÓÌɂɯÛÖɯÍÈÕÊàɯÕÐÎÏÛÊÓÜÉÚɯÍÜÓÓɯ

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.  

Ɂ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÓÖÖÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛɯÙÌÈÓɯÌÈÚàȮɯÉÈÉàȭɯ8ÖÜɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÔÐÚÚɯÏÐÔȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯ

all, what kind of man gives a gal like you a ring like that?"  

Years of living with actors had madÌɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÝÐÝÐËȭɯ'ÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯ

ÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÈɯÊÏÌÈ×ɯÔÌÓÖËÙÈÔÈɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÍɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÞÌÙÌɯ

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 

ÛÏÌÈÛÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÛÖÙàɯÍÙÌÚÏɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐÕËȮɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÚÖɯÍÜÕÕàȭɯ,Èàbe it was 

that sour experience or maybe she legitimately had a headache but she declined to go 

with him this night.  

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚ×ÖÐÓɯàÖÜÙɯÍÜÕȮɯàÖÜɯÎÖɯÈÕàÏÖÞȭɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÈÙÌɯÍÖÙɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÔÜÊÏȭɂ 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÍÌÌÓɯÞÌÓÓȱȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÍÐÕÌȭ (ɀÓÓɯËÙÐÕÒɯÚÖÔÌɯÏÖÛɯÔÐÓÒɯÈÕËɯÎÖɯÛÖɯÉÌËȭɯ ÓÓɯËÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÐÚÏɯÚÔÌÓÓɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯ

ÞÖÕËÌÙɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÏÌÈËÈÊÏÌÚɯÛÖÖȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÈÓÓɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÏÖÔÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÓàɯÈÍÛÌÙȭɂ 

He kissed her cheek and she smiled as she lifted her cheek to meet him.  

Ɂ(ɯÓÖÝÌɯàÖÜɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȭɂ 
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Ɂ+ÖÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÖÖȮɯËÌÈÙȭɂ 

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 newsreel, 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-a-ÉÐÛÊÏɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

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 self-defense there never was. Sure 

ÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÈÕɯÈÍÍÈÐÙɯÞÐÛÏɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÞÐÍÌɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖɯÊÙÐÔÌȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÚÐÕȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÏÌÕɯ

William allegedly came at hiÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÒÕÐÍÌȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÌËɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ

right to defend yourself with the gun that was issued by the Ole Norsk Lutefisk Co.  

6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÊÛÐÖÕɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯ

keeping track of how far he  had walked and had to look around to orient himself with 

ÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȭɯ2ÛÐÓÓɯÍÖÜÙɯÉÓÖÊÒÚɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÌÈÛÌÙɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÌɯÑÌÞÌÓÙàɯ

ÚÏÖ×ȭɯ,ÜÙ×ÏàɀÚɯ)ÌÞÌÓÙàɯÈÕËɯ6ÈÛÊÏɯ1Ì×ÈÐÙɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓɯÊÓÖÚÌËɯÜ×ɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÚÏÐÕàɯÕÌÞɯ

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 

ËÐÚ×ÓÈàɯÊÈÚÌɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÐÛɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÛÖɯÎÓÐÔÔÌÙɯÈÕËɯÙÌÍÙÈÊÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÉÐÓÓÐÖÕɯÚÏÐÕàɯ

stars. It looked lik e a description he had read once about Paris. 3ÏÈÛɀÚ the kind of ring 

/ÌÕÌÓÖ×ÌɯËÌÚÌÙÝÌÚȭɯ'ÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÜ×ÚÛÈÐÙÚɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÈɯÚÓÌÈáàɯÈÍÍÈÐÙɯÞÐÛÏɯ ÓÝÐÕɯÖÙɯ

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.  

  

3ÏÐÙÛàɯÚÌÊÖÕËÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÞɯÈÕËɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯ

tell you what it was about. Not even if it  ÞÈÚɯÈɯÊÖÔÌËàɯÖÙɯÈɯËÙÈÔÈȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÖÞɯÖÊÊÜ×ÐÌËɯ

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 oÕÌȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÐÍɯÏÌɀËɯÌÝÌÙɯ×ÓÈàÌËɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯ

Dad though.  

He made a choice not to cross to the far side of the street on his way home so he would 

ÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯ×ÈÚÚɯÉàɯ,ÜÙ×ÏàɀÚɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ3ÏÙÌÌɯÚÛÖÙÌÍÙÖÕÛÚɯËÖÞÕɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÓÖÞɯÖÍɯ
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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 y 

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 

ÍÌÌÛɯÖÕÊÌɯÈÎÈÐÕɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÐÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÓÈÚÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÕËÖÞɯ

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 

×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÌÙÙÖÙɯÈÕËɯÎÈÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙɯÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÐÕɯÙÌÛÜÙÕȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÙÌÍÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯ

ÑÖÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÜÚÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯÛÙÈÝÌÓÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯÈÊÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯɁ,ÈÌÚÛÙÖɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÎÐÊÐÈÕɂɯÞÏÖɯÏÈËɯ

stooges in the crowd before the show to pick up on personal information so that he could 

ÊÖÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÕɯÚÛÈÎÌɯÈÕËɯÈÕÕÖÜÕÊÌȮɯɁ(ɯÈÔɯÚÌÕÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯ ÜÕÛɯ2ÈÓÓàɯÐÚɯÐÓÓȭɂɯ ÕËɯÈɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

back row would gasp in amazement and wonder at how he could know if not for the 

unÓÐÔÐÛÌËɯ×ÖÞÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚȭɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÕÖɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÐÛȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÊÖÚÛɯ

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 

next reel. StuÍÍÌËɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯ×ÖÊÒÌÛȮɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÊÙÐÔÌɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÏÐÔɯÏÖÔÌɯÈÕËɯÞÌÐÎÏÌËɯ

heavy while his mind raced at what to do now.  

'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÙÙÐÝÌɯÏÖÔÌɯÈÕËɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛɯÏÌÙɯÛÏÐÚɯÙÐÕÎȭɯ3ÖÖɯÔÈÕàɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ

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 to do. H ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÞÈÚÛÌɯÛÖÖɯ

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 a re sole beneficiary of estate. 

Stop. Full amount disclosed upon arrival in Des Moines. Stop.  

 

Sincerely ɬ 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. 

Ɂ6ÈÚɯÐÛɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÖÕÌȳɂ 

Ɂ,ÖÙÌɯÉÜÔÉÓÐÕÎɯÊÖ×Úȭɯ8ÖÜɀËɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÚÐÊÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÉàɯÕÖÞȭɯ(ɯÚÞÌÈÙɯ(ɯ

ÚÏÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÑÖÉɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÚÊÌÕÈÙÐÖÚɯÍÖÙɯ,ÈÊÒɯ2ÌÕÕÌÛȭɯ(ɀËɯËÖɯÙÌÈÓɯÎÖÖËȭɂ 

 

The next night when William returned home Penelope was waiting for him wi th red, 

swollen eyes. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÐÛȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜɯÛÖËÈàȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÏÌÓËɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÓÌÎÙÈÔȮɯÚÓÐÎÏÛÓàɯÊÙÜÔ×ÓÌËɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËȭɯ
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.  
Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɂɯÏÌɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÚ×ÖÒÌȮɯɁ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÏÌɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯ#ÌÚɯ,ÖÐÕÌÚȭɯ-ÖÞɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÕàÞÈàȭɂ 
Ɂ.ÏȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖɯÚÖÙÙàɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÏÜÎÎÌËɯÏÐÔɯÎÖÖËɯÈÕËɯÏÈÙËȭɯ-ÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯ

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. 

Ɂ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯ(ɯÏÈÍÛÈɯÎÖɯÛÖɯ#ÌÚɯ,ÖÐÕÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɯÎÖɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÈÚÒɯÍÖÙɯÛÐÔÌɯÖÍÍȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯÕÖȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÚÛÈàɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌɯÓÈÞàÌÙÚȭɯ-ÖɯÉÐÎɯËÌÈÓȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯ

×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÕÖÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÞÖÙÛÏɯÎÖÐÕÎȭɯ'ÖÞɯÔÜÊÏɯÔÖÕÌàɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÌɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓàɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯËÐËɯØÜÐÛÌɯÞÌÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȭɂ 
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Ɂ'ÌɯËÐËɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌȭɯ6ÏÖɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÎÖÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÛo keep him in 

ÓÐÕÌȭɯ&ÖÛɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÐÚɯÞÏÈÛȭɂ 

For this there was not much acting required. William found the lies coming all too 

ÌÈÚÐÓàɯÞÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÊÜÓÈÛÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏȭɯ/ÌÕÌÓÖ×ÌɯÈÎÙÌÌËɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯ

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 

ÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÚɯ×ÌÙÍÌÊÛɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÐÚɯÉÖÖÙÐÚÏɯÉÌÏÈÝÐÖÙɯÛÖɯÛÈÙÕÐÚÏɯÞÏÈÛɯ

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. 

Ɂ6ÈÐÛȮɯÏÖÕÌàȭɯ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÈÛÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÐÛȮɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȭɂ 

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.  

Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÖÜÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàɯÔÖÕÌàȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÐÛȭɯ ÚɯÓÖÕÎɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯàÖÜÙɯÎÖÖËÉàÌÚɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯÓÐÚÛÌÕȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÔÖÕÌàɯÏÌɯËÐËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÓÓɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯ×ÈàɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÞàÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÕÌÙÈÓɯ

ÚÌÙÝÐÊÌȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯÎÈÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÐÎÏÛɯÏÌÈËɯÊÖÊÒɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯ×ÓÈÊÌËɯÈɯÏÈÕËɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÐÚȭɯȿ/ÌÙÍÌÊÛɀȮɯÏÌɯ

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɯɁ!ÜÛɯÏÌɯËÐËɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯ,ÖÛÏÌÙɀÚȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯÚÏÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÏÐÔȮɯÚÏÌɯ

moved to New York. You know all that. Well, she ran around with a pretty high -class 

crowd. I guess the stories are that she was covered in furs and jewels. So I guess she 

ÍÐÎÜÙÌËɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÏÐÚɯÙÐÕÎɯÈÕàÔÖÙÌȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÔÈàÉÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÚÛÖ×ɯ

pining for her, you know? A way to close the book on them as a couple. So she sent him the 

rÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒȭɂ 

William reached down into his pocket where the ring had been waiting for nearly 

two weeks. 
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Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÊÌÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÖÜÎÏÛɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙɯÖÙɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌȭɯ'ÌɯÞÙÖÛÌɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯ

he wanted me to have it and that Mom would want me to have it, a nd that you should 

wear it. I wish I could have given this to you on our wedding day, but, better late than 

ÕÌÝÌÙȮɯÙÐÎÏÛȳɂ 

He unclenched his hand and the diamond lit up the room. Even the lure of that perfect 

ÚÛÖÕÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÙÈÞɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÖÍÍɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÙÌÈÊÛÐÖÕɯto it. She lit from within like she had as many 

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 

stuÊÒɯÐÕɯÈɯÙÌÍÙÐÎÌÙÈÛÌËɯÙÖÖÔɯÞÐÛÏɯ×ÐÊÒÓÌËɯÍÐÚÏɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÓÌÕËɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÛÖɯÈɯÛÈÕɯÖÙɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ

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. 

3ÏÌɯÎÈÛÌÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ.ÓÌɯ-ÖÙÚÒɯ+ÜÛÌÍÐÚÒɯ"ÖȭȮɯÛÖɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȮɯÞÌÙÌɯ&ÙÈÜÔÈÕɀÚɯ"ÏÐÕÌÚÌɯ3ÏÌÈÛÌÙȭ 

 

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.  

Ɂ.ÒÈàȮɯÖÒÈàɯÓÈËÐÌÚɯÉÙÌÈÒɯÐÛɯÜ×ȮɯÉÙÌÈÒɯÐÛɯÜ×ȭɯ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÜÉÉÜÉɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕàÏÖÞȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÈËÔÐÙÐÕÎɯÔàɯÕÌÞɯÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÎÈÝÌɯÔÌȭɂ 
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Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÍÐÚÏɯÚÛÐÕÒÐÕɀɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙÚȳ +ÌÔÔÌɯÚÌÌȭɂ 

%ÖÙɯÈÓÓɯÏÌÙɯÐÕÕÖÊÌÕÛɯÍÓÐÙÛÐÕÎɯÚÏÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÜÚÌËɯÏÌÙɯÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌɯÖÍɯ ÓÝÐÕɀÚɯÊÙÜÚÏɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯ

rub it in that she already had the perfect man for her. Alvin was so far from her type, well 

ÏÌÙɯÛà×ÌɯÞÈÚɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓȭɯ-ÖɯÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÌÝÌÕɯÔÈÒe the list. She extended 

ÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÍÐÕÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌÚÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯËÐÈÔÖÕËȭɯ ÓÝÐÕɯÞÏÐÚÛÓÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌɀËɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÌÌÕɯ

a bathing beauty walk through the gates. 

Ɂ6ÏÌÙÌɀËɯÏÌɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯËÖÜÎÏɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÖÙÒÐÕɀɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÐÊÌɯÏÖÜÚÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÏÌÐÙÓÖÖÔȭɯ'ÈÕËÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯ,ÖÛÏÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÈàȳɯ,ÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÎÓÈÚÚȮɯ(ɯÚÈàÚȭɂ 

Ɂ ÓÝÐÕȮɯàÖÜɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈÙÌɯÈɯÚÖÕ-of-a-ÉÐÛÊÏȭɂ 

A few ladies around her gasped at the language and Penelope herself was a little 

ÚÏÖÊÒÌËɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÝÌɯÖÍɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÔÈÕɯÞÐÓl do for you.  

 

6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÚÈÞɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÈÚɯÈɯÚÐÓÌÕÛɯÍÐÓÔȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯËÐÈÓÖÎÜÌɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÍÖÓÓÖÞɯÛÏÌɯ

action. He saw the self-assured smile on her face as she turned away from Alvin to continue 

ÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÛÌÚȭɯ'ÌɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÌɯÏÜÙÛɯÐÕɯ ÓÝÐÕɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÙÌÛÙÌated back into the guard booth. He 

saw the snickers on the lips and hiding behind the hands of the ladies passing by.  

ȿ&ÖÛɯÛÖɯÙÌÔÐÕËɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÛÖɯÒÐÚÚɯÏÌÙɯÌßÛÙÈɯÎÖÖËɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÕÒÚȭɀ 
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-ÓÈÞɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÐÚÚÐÕÎɯÙÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯ,ÜÙ×ÏàɀÚɯ
that they had discussed over beers last weekend.  

 

That night they ma de 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. 

Ɂ+ÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÐÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯher. She held up the ring and watched 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. 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÕÐÕÌɯÛÏÐÙÛàɯÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȭɯ6ÏÖɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÒÕÖÊÒÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÖÜÙȳɂ 
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Ɂ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖɯÐËÌÈȭɂ 

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. 

Ɂ ÓÝÐÕȳɯ6ÏÈÛɯÖÕɯÌÈÙÛÏɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯËÖÐÕÎɯÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ ɯÚÖÊÐÈÓɯÊÈÓÓȭɯ ÐÕɀÛɯÕÖɯÙÜÓÌɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÍÙÈÛÌÙÕÐáÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÊÖ-workers after hours. I checked 

ÛÏÌɯÔÈÕÜÈÓȭɂ 

Alvin took a step inside but William did not give him leeway for passing.  

Ɂ"ÈÕɯ(ɯÏÌÓ×ɯàÖÜɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȳɂɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÚÈÐËɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÚÛɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËÓàɯÝÖÐÊÌȭ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÜÕ-ÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙÓàȮɯÍÙÐÌÕËȭɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯ

prettàɯÚÜÙÌɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÓÐÚÛÌÕɯÐÕȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯËÖɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÜÏȮɯÙÖÊÒɯ×ÖÓÐÚÏÐÕÎɯÒÐÛɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖÛȭɂ 

6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÍÙÌÌÞÏÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÙÐËÌɯÞÈÚɯÖÝÌÙȭɯ'ÌɯÍÌÓÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯ

ÞÐÕËÖÞɯÖÍɯ,ÜÙ×ÏàɀÚɯÍÌÓt like as the realization crashed 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 coa t 

barely hid the ever-present firearm at his side. 

/ÌÕÌÓÖ×ÌɯÛÐÌËɯÏÌÙɯÙÖÉÌɯÈÕËɯÑÖÐÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÙÖÖÔȭɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÐÛɯ ÓÝÐÕȳɯ6ÏÈÛɯ

ËÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÛÈÒÌɯÈɯËÙÐÕÒȭɯ6ÏÈÛÛÈɯàÈɯÎÖÛȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÉÖÛÛÓÌɯÖÍɯÙàÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɂɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌ center of the room 

ÉÜÛɯÍÌÓÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÙÕÌÙɯÈÕËɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÛȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯ(ɀÓÓɯËÙÐÕÒɯÙàÌȭɯ-ÖɯÞÈÛÌÙȭɯ(ÊÌȭɂɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÍÐÚÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÛÛÓÌɯÖÍɯÓÐØÜÖÙɯÖÜÛɯ

from under the sink.  

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÓÈÛÌɯ ÓÝÐÕȮɂɯ/ÌÕÌÓÖ×ÌɯÚÈÐËɯÞÐÛÏɯÍÌÔÐÕÐÕÌɯÐÕËÐÎÕÈÛÐÖÕȮɯɁ6ÏàɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÏÌÙÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌÕɯ(ɯÈÔɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÌËȮɯÔÐÚÛÌÙȭɯ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯ×ÜÓÓɯÈɯÑÖÉɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕËɯÒÌÌ×ɯ

ÐÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÌÙȳɯ(ɯÍÐÎÜÙÌËɯÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ.ÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌɯÚÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÏÖÞÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÖÍÍɯÈÓÓɯ

ÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÖÍÍÐÊÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÒÐËɯÖÕɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÔÈÚȭɂ 

William handed him h ÐÚɯËÙÐÕÒɯÈÕËɯÞÈÐÛÌËɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÞÏÈÛɯ ÓÝÐÕɀÚɯ×ÐÛÊÏɯÞÈÚȭ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯØÜÐÛÌɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚɯÍÙÖÔɯàÖÜÙɯÚÜÙÙÖÜÕËÐÕÎÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÓÌÈËɯÈÕɯÌÓÈÉÖÙÈÛÌɯÓÐÍÌɯÖÍɯ

ÊÙÐÔÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÍÐÎÜÙÌËɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯ- that the guy was not a career criminal, on 

account of the way he did the job so sloppy and everything. Oh, did I tell you my brother -

in-ÓÈÞɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÊÖ×ȳɯ2ÛÐÓÓȮɯÛÏÌàɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÓÜÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÖɯËÐËɯÐÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÔÌȮɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÊÓÜÌȭɂ 
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Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÙÖÊÒɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÐÚɯÏÖÛȭɯ#ÐËɯàÖÜɯÉÜàɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÊÒɯÈÕËɯÉÜÓÓɯÚtory about a dead 

,ÖÛÏÌÙɯÓÌÈÝÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÏÌÙɯÞÐÓÓȳɂ 

Ɂ'ÐÚɯ%ÈÛÏÌÙɯËÐÌËȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÐÔ×ÓàÐÕÎȳɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɯÚÛÖÓÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÕÎȮɯÚÐÚÛÌÙȭɯ%ÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÞÐÕËÖÞɯÖÍɯ,ÜÙ×ÏàɀÚɯÑÌÞÌÓÙàɯÚÏÖ×ȭɯ3ÞÖɯ

ÞÌÌÒÚɯÈÎÖɯ3ÏÜÙÚËÈàȭɯ-ÌÌËɯÈÕàɯÛÙÈÕÚÓÈÛÐÖÕȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȳɯ(ÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÙÜÌȳɂɯ ËÔÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÉàɯÚÐÓence was still admitting it but somehow 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÈÚɯ×ÈÐÕÍÜÓȭɯ/ÌÕÌÓÖ×ÌɯÓÌÛɯÏÌÙɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙÚɯÚÈÎɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌËɯÏÐÚɯÚÐÓÌÕÛɯÊÖÕÍÌÚÚÐÖÕȭ 

Ɂ-ÖÞɯÓÖÖÒȮɂɯ ÓÝÐÕɯÒÕÖÊÒÌËɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÙàÌȭɯɁ(ɯÈÐÕɀÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÕÖÉÖËàɯ

in trouble. We all make mistakes. I ÏÈÝÌɯÚÖÔÌɯ(ɯÈÐÕɀÛɯÛÖÖɯ×ÙÖÜËɯÖÍȭɯ6ÌɯÈÓÓɯÚÌÌɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÞÌɯÞÈÕÛȭɯ

(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÛÏÐÕɯÓÐÕÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÌ×ÈÙÈÛÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÎÜàɯÞÏÖɯ×ÈÚÚÌÚɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙÌɯÈÕËɯÓÌÈÝÌÚɯÐÛɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÎÜàɯ

who smashes in the window and takes. Sometimes it all depends on which way the wind is 

blowing. I know the ËÌÈÓȭɯ ÕËɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÔàɯÖÞÕȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȱàÖÜɯÓÐÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÕÎȭɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÈÍÍÖÙËɯÈɯÙÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯ

ÐÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯËÌÚÌÙÝÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛȭɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈËɯÛÖȵɂ 

Penelope stared down at the ring she had already grown so accustomed to. 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒȮɂɯ ÓÝÐÕɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȭɯɁ8ÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯ

ÊÖÝÌÙɯÚÛÖÙàɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÐÚɯÉÜàÐÕÎȭɯ8ÖÜɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏȭɯ(ɀÔɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÌËȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÐËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÚÈàɯàÖÜɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÛÈÓÒÌËɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÓÈÞȳɂɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Ɂ(ɯÈÚÒÌËɯÈɯÍÌÞɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ-ÖɯÉÐÎɯËÌÈÓȭɯ'ÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÔÖÝÌËɯ
ÖÕȭɯ,ÜÙ×ÏàɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÐÕÚÜÙÈÕÊÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛɯÈÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÌÊÒɯÊÖÔÌÚȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯËÌÈÓȮɯÛÏÌÕȳɯ,ÖÕÌàȳɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàȭɂ 
Ɂ'ÌàȮɯÔÖÕÌàɯ(ɯÎÖÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯ%ÙÐËÈàɯÕÐÎÏÛ fights have been very good to me. I even got a 

piece of a guy. Good-looking southpaw from Brainerd. Beat the hell out of an Indian last 
ÞÌÌÒȭɯ2ÐßɯÍÖÖÛɯÍÖÜÙɯ(ÕËÐÈÕɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÉÌÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÙɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÔȭɯ2ÌÕÛɯÏÐÔɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÌÙÝÈÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

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 for all the pÈàÐÕÎɯÊÜÚÛÖÔÌÙÚȭɯ ÓÓɯÛÏÌàɀËɯËÖɯÐÚɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÔÖÕÌàɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯ

ÕÐÎÏÛɀÚɯÈɯÉÜÚÛȭ 

Ɂ ÓÝÐÕȮɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÕÎȳɯ(ÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛȳɂɯ/ÌÕÌÓÖ×ÌɯÞÈÚɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÈÕÕÖàÌËȭ 
Ɂ-ÖȮɯÔàɯËÌÈÙȭɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÍÈÙɯÔÖÙÌɯÝÈÓÜÈÉÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ+ÐÒÌɯÞÏÈÛȳɂ 
Ɂ8ÖÜȭɂ 

Penelope tightened the robe even more around her waist. William clenched a fist at his side. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯ(ɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÞÌÌÛɯÖÕɯàÖÜɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯàÖÜɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËȭɯ+ÐÒÌɯ(ɯÚÈàȮɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÔÖÕÌàɯÈÕËɯ

ÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÌɯÈɯÓÈËàɯÍÙÐÌÕËȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÙÌÈÒɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÏÈ××àɯÏÖÔÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÖÙɯ

nothing, jÜÚÛɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÚÈÔ×ÓÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÖËÚɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÒÌÌ×ɯàÖÜÙɯÙÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯàÖÜÙɯÚÌÊÙÌÛȭɂ 
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William contemplated what the charge would be for robbery and how many more 

àÌÈÙÚɯÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÎÌÛɯÍÖÙɯÔÜÙËÌÙȭɯɁ&ÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÔàɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÎÖɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÔàɯ!ÙÖÛÏÌÙ-in-law aÕËɯÏÌɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯËÖáÌÕɯ

ÊÖ×ÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯ×ÈÊÒɯÈɯÉÈÎɯÈÕËɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀËɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÎÖɯÛÖɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÈÕɯÈÚÚÈÜÓÛɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÔÜÊÏɯÞÖÙÚÌȭɂɯ

William stepped forward. Alvin put a hand on his gun.  

Ɂ ÚɯÈɯÙÌ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÈÛÐÝÌɯÖÍɯÓaw enforcement, if you were to get shot in the course of my 

ÊÐÛÐáÌÕɀÚɯÈÙÙÌÚÛȮɯÛÏÌɯÑÜÙàɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÉÓÐÕÒɯÐÕɯÔàɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÓÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÖÍÍȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯ

àÖÜɀÝÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÐÕÌɯÓÈËàɯÍÙÌÌɯÈÕËɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÛÖɯ×ÜÙÚÜÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÖ×ÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÜàɯÈɯÙÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ

legitimatÌȮɯ/ÌÕÌÓÖ×Ìȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÚÔÈÚÏÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÞÐÕËÖÞÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÕÎɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ ɯÎÓÐÕÛɯÖÍɯÎÖÓËɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÌàÌɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯ

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. 

Ɂ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȮɯÕÖȭɂɯ2ÏÌɯËÐËɯÕÖÛɯÓÖÖÒɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÌàÌɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÓÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÚÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÉÌɯÍÈÓÓɯÈÞÈàɯ

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 

ËÌÚÛÙÖàɯÛÞÖɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÓÐÝÌÚȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÚÔÈÚÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎÓÈÚÚɯÈÕËɯÚÌÕÛɯÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËÚɯÖÍɯÊÓÌÈÙȮɯÚÏÐÕàɯ

pieces to the ground and all of them combined did not have the power of th is one clear 

ÚÛÖÕÌȭɯ2ÜÊÏɯÈɯÛÐÕàɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÎÙÈÝÐÛàȭ 

Alvin handed William his empty glass of rye and moved towards the bedroom door. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÊÏÖÐÊÌɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ-ÖɯÖÕÌɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÛÖɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕȭɂ 

Penelope never looked up as she sank into the 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 tha t 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 

ÏÌÙɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯ ÓÝÐÕɀÚɯÛÙÜÚÛàɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËȭ 
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Ɂ'ÌÓ×ɯÔÌɯÙÖÓÓɯÏÐÔɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÜÎȭɂ 

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. 

Ɂ/ÜÛɯàÖÜÙɯÚÓÐ××ÌÙÚɯÖÕȭɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÎÌÛɯÎÖÐÕÎȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯ

ÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ-ÖɯÖÕÌɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÐÚȭɯ-ÖɯÖÕÌɯÐÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÔÐÚÚɯÏÐÔȭɂ 

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 do ors 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 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÕËÖÞɯÈÛɯ,ÜÙ×ÏàɀÚȭɯ'ÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÓÌÚÚɯÓÐÒÌÓàɯÛÏÈÛɯ/ÌÕÌÓÖ×ÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯ

one. Each had their crime, neither one a secret. One of the keys to a good marriage, thought 

William. No secrets. 

 
 

BIO: I am a film and TV editor, director a nd writer living in Los Angeles. I have two novels 

that I am currently shopping, one co -written with crime novelist JB Kohl. I am also a writer 

for the Noir City Sentinel, the Film Noir Foundation publication. My film making website 

is ericbeetner.com and my writing site in ericbeetner.blogspot.com. 
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RETRIBUTION  

By Cormac Brown 

 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯÔÐÚÖÎàÕÐÚÛȭɂ 

(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÖ×ÌÕɯÔàɯÌàÌÚɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÍÐÙÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÎÓÈÙÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÔÌȰ I felt her eyes 

boring into me, minutes ago.  Since she got the better of our carnal give-and-take, I thought 

ÚÏÌɀËɯÚÓÌÌ×ɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȭɯɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÚ×ÖÐÓÐÕÎɯÔàɯÍÜÕȱ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

want her hating me too soon. 

I 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.  I shrugged and mumbled, 

ɁÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯ×ÐÌÊÌɯÖÍɯÍÐÊÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÙÖÉÉÌÙÐÌÚȮɯÐÕÚÛÌÈËɯÖÍɯ×ÓÈÕÕÐÕÎɯ

or participating  ÐÕɯÛÏÌÔȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯÓÌÈÕÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÚÔÐÓÌɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯ

ÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÏÈÛÌɯÞÖÔÌÕȭɂ 

Not all women, just one in particular.  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÎÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÈÛɯÖËËɯÐËÌÈȳɂɯ(ɯÞÏÐÚ×ÌÙÌËȭɯɯ(ɯÛÖÖÒɯÏÌÙɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÎÌÕÛÓàɯÕÐÉÉÓed 

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. 

Ɂ ÓÓɯÖÍɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÚÈÐËɯÓÈÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛ-Ɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÔÜÊÏɯÌÕÑÖàɯÛÏÌÔȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÖÚÌɯÈÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÌÝÌÕɯÈÕɯÖÜÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛɯÍÖÙɯÞÖÔÌÕɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÈàȭɂ 

To one woman in particular, yeah, he would, and I did.  

Ɂ3ÏÖÚÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÚ×ÖÕÛÈÕÌÖÜÚȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯ
ËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯȿÕÖɀɯÖÙɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÚÛÖ×ȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÜÚÏɯÔÌɯÈÞÈàȮɯØÜÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÛÙÈÙàȭɂ 

She smiled at me without a hint of happiness.  I imagined that her smile was like a 
ËÖÓ×ÏÐÕɀÚɯÚÖÕÈÙɯÌßÊÌ×ÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÌÊÏÖÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÉÖÜÕÊÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÏÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÔàɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛÚȭɯɯ

3ÏÖÚÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛ ɁÚ×ÖÕÛÈÕÌÖÜÚɂɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌȭ 
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 I had 

something in common.  I apprenticed under him and he taught me almost all of what I 
know now.  I chauffeured for a friend of his and that friend said that I was both a go od 

ËÙÐÝÌÙɯÈÕËɯÛÙÜÚÛÞÖÙÛÏàȭɯɯ2Öɯ(ɯÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯ#ÖÔÐÕÎÖɀÚɯÎÖ-to driver when he would hit 
jewel couriers, and after a few years I 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 
shÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÊÖÕÛÌÕÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÛÐÙÌɯÏÈÜÓɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÈɯ
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 I had to throw her off the 

trail, because she was adding things up a little too fast. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÔÌɯÞÙÖÕÎȭɯɯ(ɯÓÖÝÌɯÞÖÔÌÕɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÔȭɯɯ6ÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÖɯÏÈÛÌɯÐÚɯ

the way some men have ÛÈÐÕÛÌËɯÛÏÌÔȭɯɯ1ÈÙÌɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÙÖÕÎÌËɯÖÙɯ

tarnished by some screwed-Ü×ɯÈÚÚÏÖÓÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÈɯËÈÛÌɯÐÕɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓȮɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯ

Ú×ÌÕËÚɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÓÐÍÌɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÕɯÌÝÌÙàɯÞÖÔÈÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÚÌÌɯ×ÈÚÛɯÏÐÚɯÓÐÌÚȭɂ 

With my lips, I  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, I believe that she 

ÞÖÜÓËɀÝÌɯËÖÕÌɯÈÞÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÉȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ

both lucky and smart in that during my first job that I was lead that my partner for that 

×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙɯÑÖÉɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÐÓÓ me.  For the second job?  I figured 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 

×ÜÓÓÐÕÎɯÖÍÍɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕȭɯɯ6ÏÐÓÌɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÐÕ the shower, I 

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 - 

Ɂ4ÔȮɯÞÈÐÛȭɂ 

The look on her face said ÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÕÌɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÛÈÎÌȮɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɯɯ(ɯ

pretended to look through my pockets.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÊÖÕËÖÔÚȭɯɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàȳɂ 

I already knew her answer before she said no, as I had checked. 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÚÖÔÌȭɂ 

She grabbed my shoulder before (ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÔàɯÉÖßÌÙÚɯÖÕɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËɯɁÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯËÖɯ

ÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȭɂ 

(ɯÚÔÐÓÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÞÏàɯËÖɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÓɯÛÏÐÕÎȳɯɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÉÈÊÒȭɂ 

I put my clothes on and she pulled a gun out from under her pillow.  She beckoned me 

over and she searched my pockets.  She unzipped my pants and pulled them and my 

boxers down.  She looked me over and bit her lip. 

Ɂ6ÏÖÈȮɯÏÖÓËɯÖÕȵɯɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÏÌÙÌ-Ɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯ×ÜÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÎÙÐÕÕÌËȮɯɁÉÜÛɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯ

want me tÖɯÓÖÖÒȭɂ 
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Ɂ-Öȭɂ 

2ÏÌɯ ÓÖÖÒÌËɯ ËÖÞÕɯ ÈÛɯ Ôàɯ ÍÌÌÛɯ ÈÕËɯ ÎÙÐÔÈÊÌËȭɯ ɯ Ɂ/ÜÛɯ àÖÜÙɯ ÚÏÖÌÚɯ ÈÕËɯ ÚÖÊÒÚɯ Ü×ɯ

ÏÌÙÌȱÚÓÖÞÓàȭɂ 

(ɯ×ÐÊÒÌËɯÛÏÌÔɯÜ×ȱÎÌÕÛÓàɯÈÕËɯ(ɯ×ÜÛɯÛÏÌÔɯËÖÞÕȱÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÎÌÕÛÓàȮɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÔÈËÌɯÖÍɯ

unstable nitro -glycerin.  She searched them with the fingers of her free hand, while her eyes 

stayed on me. 

Ɂ-ÖɯÑÌÞÌÓÚɂɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯÏÌÙɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÔàɯÚÏÖÌÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɯɯɁ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÐ×ɯàÖÜɯÖÍÍȮɯ(ɯ

ÛÙÜÚÛɯàÖÜȭɂ 

My last three words stung her like a slap to the face.  I guessed that she never trusted 

anyone in her life, nor had she given anyone a good reason to trust her.  I put the money 

that she pulled out back in my pocket and winked at her.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÙÕÌÙȰɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÌÞȭɂ 

)ÜÚÛɯÈÚɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙȮɯÚÏÌɯÉÓÜÙÛÌËɯɁÞÏÈÛɯÔÈÒÌÚɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯ( or the jewels 

ÞÐÓÓɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯÉÈÊÒȳɂ 

(ɯÕÖËËÌËɯÈÛɯÏÌÙɯÈÕËȮɯɁÓÐÒÌɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭȭȭ(ɯÛÙÜÚÛɯàÖÜȮɂɯÊÈÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÔàɯÔÖÜÛÏȭ 

I winked at her again as I closed the door, and she had that vacant smile again with a 

single tear to accompany it.  Was it a crocÖËÐÓÌɯÛÌÈÙȳɯɯ+ÖÖÒȮɯ#ÖÔÐÕÎÖɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈËɯÏÌÙɯÈÕËɯ

like I said, he taught me almost everything I know.  You figure that he was on this Earth 

almost twice as long as I was, and when a fifty-seven-year-old veteran criminal gets played 

like a twelve -year-old thÈÛɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯËÖÕÌɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌɯÐÕɯÑÜÝÌÕÐÓÌɯÏÈÓÓȮɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÈÙÌɯÖÜÛɯ

of your league. 

I feigned an elbow to the door and that was the signal.  I went down the stairs and by 

the time I crossed the small parking lot, there they were, Begley and Boyle.  Two cops that 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÙÜÚÛɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȮɯÓÌÛɯÈÓÖÕÌɯÔÌȭɯɯ8ÌÛɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÛÙÜÚÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȮɯ"Ùà×ÛÐÊɯ

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 

ÞÌÌÒɀÚɯÞÖÙÛÏɯÖÍɯÞÖÙÒÖÜÛÚȭ  2ÖɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯɁ3ÏÌɯ(ÕÊÙÌËÐÉÓÌɯ'ÜÓÒɯÈÕËɯ'ÈÙËàȮɂɯ

ÞÏÐÊÏɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÈÔÌɯ ÙÐÕÎɯ ÛÖɯ ÐÛȮɯ ÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ ÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ ÛÏÌÔɯÛÏÈÛɯ ÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÐÛɯ

endlessly pissed them off. 

 

I always had to work hard to hide that queasy feeling I got when I was around them.  

You should always be wary around thin -skinned people with guns and badges.  I wiped 

my fingerprints off of the motel room key, handed it to Begley and walked past them.  

!ÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌàɯÎÖÛɯÛÖÖɯÍÈÙȮɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÐÕɯÈɯÓÖÞɯÝÖÐÊÌɯɁÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÙÜÉÉÌÙÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉe 

ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÙÉÈÎÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÈÓÓɯÐÚɯÚÈÐËɯÈÕËɯËÖÕÌȭɂ 
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!ÖàÓÌɯÏÐÚÚÌËȮɯɁÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÒÐËËÐÕÎɯÔÌȳɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛȳɯɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÙÌÔÖÝÌËɯÛÏÌÔɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÚÜÚ×ÐÊÐÖÜÚȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɀÔɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÕÕÈ-Ɂ 

Begley shut Boyle up with a gesture and they went for the stairs.  I  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.  

I admired Begley.  His eyes were on the curtains of the room, the whole time, and that 

ÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÍÖÊÜÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɀÝÌɯÔÈËÌɯÏÐÔɯÈÕɯÌßÊÌÓÓÌÕÛɯÚÛÐÊÒ-up man.  I also figured it 

was just that that kind of focus was why, despite their shortcomings, those two assholes 

were still alive.  

I pretended to go around the corner as they took the safeties off of their guns.  I was as 

ÊÈÙÌÍÜÓɯÈÚɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯÍÐÕÎÌÙ×ÙÐÕÛÚɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔȮɯÈÕËɯËÌÚ×ÐÛÌɯÞÏÈÛɯ

ÛÏÌɯ35ɯÈÕËɯÔÖÝÐÌÚɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÌÈÙÓàɯÐÔ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÎÖÖËɯÓÈÛÌÕÛɯ×ÙÐÕÛÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÔÖÛÌÓɯÙÖÖÔɯ

with so many travelers aÕËɯÔÈÐËÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÐÛȭɯɯ(ɯÜÚÜÈÓÓàɯËÖÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÚÛÐÊÒɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÍÖÙɯ

anything, but I 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.  

%ÙÖÔɯÔàɯÈÕÎÓÌɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÌËÎÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÒÐÕÎɯÓÖÛȮɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÕÌßÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯ

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.  I decided to cut out 

at this point instead of waiting for the outcome.  People would be looking out of their 

ÙÖÖÔÚɯÈÕËɯÈ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛÚɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÈɯɁ×ÌÙÚÖÕɯÖÍɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛɂɯÐÍɯ

ÛÏÖÚÌɯÛÞÖɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÜÊÊÌÌË. 

3ÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÌÓÌÝÌÕɯÏÖÜÙÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÌßÊÙÜÊÐÈÛÐÕÎȭɯɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯÖÜÛɯÐÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÖÔÌɯÒÐÕËɯ

of media blackout when the morning papers, the TV and the radio failed to mention 

anything about the shoot -out.  I went across the Illinois -Indiana border to Gary to l ay low, 

ÈÕËɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÝÌɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÕÌÞÚȮɯÛÏÌàɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÚÏÖÖÛÐÕÎȱÞÐÛÏɯÔÖÙÌɯËÌÛÈÐÓÚɯÛÖɯ

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 

ÛÏÌɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕɯ!ÖàÓÌɯÉàɯÕÈÔÌȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÈ××ÈÙÌÕÛÓàɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯ

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 drugs on me or her in the motel room.  The 

ÈÎÙÌÌÔÌÕÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ!ÌÎÓÌàɯÈÕËɯ!ÖàÓÌɀÚɯ×ÈàÔÌÕÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÑÌÞÌÓÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÖɯ

×ÓÈÕÛɯÏÌÙÖÐÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÊÐÖÜÚɯÚÛÖÕÌÚɀɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭ 

%ÐÕÈÓÓàȮɯÛÏÌàɯÛÈÓÒÌËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ"ÓÈÐÙÌɯ"ÏÈÔÉÌÙÚȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÙɯÙÌÈÓɯÕÈÔÌȭ  

2ÏÌɯËÐËɯÈɯÚÛÐÕÛɯÍÖÙɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÌËɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÈÕËɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÖÕÌɯÍÖÙɯÎÙÈÕËɯÛÏÌÍÛɯÓÈÙÊÌÕàȭɯɯ#ÖÔÐÕÎÖɀÚɯ

ghost could finally rest in peace, but I knew that I would now be haunted by a spirit that 

ÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÓÌÚÚɯÍÖÙÎÐÝÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÕɯÏÐÚɯÈÕËɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÚÐÓÌÕÊÌËɯÉàɯÈÕàɯother act of 

revenge, other than my death. 

 
 

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 I have two 

stories coming up in the next two issues of that magazine. 

 

 

 

ARE YOU A FANTASY SPORTS ATHLETE?  
 

Visit Fantasy Athletes United today and prove your skills by competing 

in a complete Fantasy Sports season. 

 

Season begins January 9 with Yahoo! Fantasy Golf and continues with 

NASCAR, Formula One, Baseball, NCAA Tournament Pick `Em and 

more! Best of all ɬ ÐÛɀÚɯÍÙÌÌȵ 

 

FantasyAthletes.blogspot.com 
  

http://cormacwrites.blogspot.com/
http://www.powderburnflash.com/
http://sixsentences.blogspot.com/
http://fantasyathletes.blogspot.com/
http://fantasyathletes.blogspot.com/
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 (-ɀ3ɯ-.ɯ3'(-& 

By Sandra Ruttan 

 

Ɂ2ÏÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯËÈÔÕɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÜ×ȵɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÈɯȿÛÏÐÕÎɀȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈ-ɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÐÝÌɯÈɯÍÜÊÒɯÞÏÈÛɯit  is.  It  ÈÐÕɀÛɯÕÖɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÜÚȮɯÈÕËɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÒÌÌps screeching like that 

ÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɀÚɯÎÖÕÕÈɯÏÌÈÙȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÖɯÌÈÚàɯyou ÛÙàɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯàÖÜÙɯÏÈÕËɯÖÝÌÙɯÐÛÚɯÔÖÜÛÏɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÐÛɀÚɯÞÙÐÎÎÓÐÕÎɯ

ÈÕËɯÒÐÊÒÐÕÎȮɂɯ3ÞÐÎɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ3ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÑÌÙÒÌËɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÐÛȭɯɯɁ.6ȵɯɯ2ÏÐÛȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɯ

ÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÉÐÛÌɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ/ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÕÜÙÚÌɯÖÍÍɯàÖÜȮɂɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ(ɯÎÖÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕɀɯÐÛɯÊÈÕɯÚÜÊÒɯÖÕȮɂɯ+ÈÔÈÙɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Jermaine and I laughed with him.  Not Twig.  

Ɂ3ÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÞÖÙÙÐÌËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÏÌÈÙÐÕÎȮɂɯ3ÞÐÎɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÌËȭɯɯɁ#ÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

ÏÖÞɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÊÖÜÓËȭɯɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÉÜÛÛÍÜÊÒɯÕÖÞÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

 ÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÝÌɯ3ÞÐÎɀÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛȮɯ+ÈÔÈÙɯÛÜÔÉÓÌËɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÈÕËɯÓÈÕËÌËɯÐÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯËÐÙÛȮɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÈÕɯɁÖÖÖÍɂɯÚÖÜÕËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÏÐÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÕËȭɯɯ'ÌɯÎÖÛɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÛɯÏÐÚɯ

clothes.  Even in the darkness I could tell his white shirÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÔÜËÎÌËȭɯɁ"ÈÕɀÛɯÞÌɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯ

ÛÜÙÕɯÖÕɯÈɯÍÓÈÚÏÓÐÎÏÛɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȳɂɯÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÉÙÜÚÏɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÖÍÍȭ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÕÓàɯÚÔÜËÎÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕËɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÞÖÙÚÌȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÊÒɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒÕÌÚÚȭɂɯɯ+ÈÔÈÙɯÞÈÚɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ

sound as whiny  as Twig.  He stopped rubbing the streaks of dirt; reached into his pocket 

and a second later his flashlight went on. 

)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÚÕÈÛÊÏÌËɯÐÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÐÛɯÖÍÍȭɯɯɁ6ÌɀÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÛÖÖɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÈËȭɂ 

Best laid plans and all that shit.  What the ÍÜÊÒɯÞÈÚɯÞÙÖÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȮɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯ

×ÓÈÕÕÐÕÎɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛɯÍÖÙɯÞÌÌÒÚȮɯÈÕËɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÈɯÔÖÖÕÓÌÚÚɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ

ËÈÙÒÕÌÚÚɯÏÈÕÎÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÐÙɯÚÖɯÛÏÐÊÒɯàÖÜɯÍÌÌÓɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÚÔÖÛÏÌÙɯàÖÜȳɯɯȿ"ÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ

not like I think about being out in  ÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËÚɯÓÈÛÌɯÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÔÜÊÏȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÕÖÛɯÔàɯÚÊÌÕÌȭɯɯ(ɯ

like the city  

6ÌɀËɯÊÜÛɯÈɯ×ÈÛÏɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÌÌÚɯÈÕËɯÞÌÙÌɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÍÈÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÈÙÌÚÛɯÏÖÜÚÌÚɯÈÚɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯ

I 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 

ÏÌÙÌɯËÖÐÕɀɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÛÏÌàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÕÖÉÖËàɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯËÖÐÕɀȮɯÞÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯ

run into them.  If anybody saw a flashlight beam through the woods they might  stop to 

check it out.  Worse, they might think 5 -.ɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÏÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯ

shit that would come down if they thought we were police.  Jermaine was right about the 

light, and he was right about the noise. 

Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÕÕÈɯÍÈÓÓɯÈÕËɯÉÙÌÈÒɯÖÜÙɯÕÌÊÒÚɯÖÜÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒȭɂɯɯ3ÞÐÎɀÚɯÞÖÙËÚɯÏÈËɯÈɯ

ÞÏÐÕàɯÌËÎÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȭɯɯɁ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÐËÌÈȭɂ 
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Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÊÒɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜȮɯÔàɯÔÖÛÏÌÙȳɯɯ(Íɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÕÈÎÎÌËɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯȿÈɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÈɯ

ÉÐÛÊÏɯÖÜÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȮɂɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ ÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÛÏÌÕ-ɂ 

Ɂ$ÕÖÜÎÏȭɂɯ ɯ (ɯ ÒÕÌÞɯ ÈÓÓɯ ÈÉÖÜÛɯ )ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɀÚɯ ÜÚÌÚɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÉÐÛÊÏÌÚȮɯ ÞÏÐÊÏɯ ÚÜÙÌȮɯ ÞÖÜÓËɯ ÉÌɯ

entertaining enough, but not with what we had going on.  I turned to glare at Twig, not 

ÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯËÐËɯÔÜÊÏɯÎÖÖËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒȭɯɯɁ6ÌɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÚÏÜÛɯit  Ü×ȭɯɯ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯàÖÜɯ

ÈÊÛÐÕɀ ÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÉÐÛÊÏɯÈÕËɯÚÏÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌàȮɯ(ɀÔɯËÖÐÕɀɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯ(ɯÊÈÕȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÖɯÌÈÚàȮɯàÖÜɯÛÙàɯÓÜÎÎÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯ

ÞÖÖËÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒɯÞÏÐÓÌɯàÖÜɯÒÌÌ×ɯÐÛɯØÜÐÌÛȭɂ 

Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÊÈÙÙàÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÈɯÎÙÖÊÌÙàɯÉÈÎɯÐÛɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÚÖɯÍÙÌÈÒÌËɯÖÜÛȮɂɯ

+ÈÔÈÙɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ ÕÐÔÈÓÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÊÙÈËÓÌËȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÎÖÛÛÈɯÎÌÛɯàÖÜÙɯÈÙÔɯÜ×ɯÜÕËÌÙɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏàɯËÖɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÊÈÙÙàɯÐÛɯÈÕàÞÈàȳɂɯɯ3ÞÐÎɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÞÏÐÕÌɯÛÖɯÐÛȭɯɯ 

(ɯÚÔÈÊÒÌËɯÏÐÔɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈËɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÞÏÐÔ×ÌÙÌËɯÈÚɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÙÐ××ÌËɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÎɯÖÍÍȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯ

ÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯ×ÜÚÚàȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯ(ɯÛÖÖÒɯÐÛɯÍÙÖÔɯ3ÞÐÎɯÈÕËɯÚÏÖÝÌËɯÐÛɯÈÛɯ+ÈÔÈÙȭɯɯɁ)ÜÚÛɯÏÖÓËɯÐÛɯÚÖɯ

ÐÛɀÓÓɯÚÛÖ×ɯÚÊÙÌÌÊÏÐÕÎȭɯɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

6ÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯ3ÞÐÎɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÊÖÔ×ÓÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯ

ÛÏÌɯÍÜÊÒɀÚɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÕÈÛÜÙÌɯÊÙÈ×ɯÈÕàÞÈàȳɂɯÏÌɯÔÖÈÕÌËȭɯɯɁ"ÖÜÓËÕɀt we have just 

ÍÖÜÕËɯÈɯÝÈÊÈÕÛȳɂ 

)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÈÕËɯÛÜÙÕÌËȭɯɯ'Ìɯ×ÖÒÌËɯÈɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÈÛɯ3ÞÐÎɀÚɯÊÏÌÚÛȭɯɯɁ4ÚÌɯàÖÜÙɯÍÜÊÒÐÕɀɯ

ÏÌÈËȭɯɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÖÖɯÔÈÕàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÈÙÖÜÕËȭɂɯɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯ

leading the way down along the gully.   

3ÞÐÎɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÙÖ×ɯÐÛȭɯɯɁ6ÏÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÊÒɯÊÈÙÌÚȳɯɯ3ÏÈÛɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÖÞÕȮɯÕÖÉÖËàɯÚÌÌÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕɀɯÈÕËɯ

ÖÕÌɯÉÈËɯÚÔÌÓÓɯÉÓÌÕËÚɯÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙÚȭɂ 

I grabbed his shoulder and spun him around.  He had to throw his arms up to steady 

himself.  I stuck my flashlight up right under my chi ÕɯÈÕËɯÍÓÐÊÒÌËɯÐÛɯÖÕȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÏÌÕɯ

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÛÏÌàɯÚÌÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕɀȳɂɯɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÈÕËɯ+ÈÔÈÙɯÏÈËɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÎÙÈÉÉÌËɯ

3ÞÐÎȭɯɯ3ÏÌàɯÞÈÛÊÏÌËɯÚÐÓÌÕÛÓàȭɯɯ-ÖÉÖËàɯÚÈÐËɯÕÖÛÏÐÕɀɯɬ ÌÝÌÕɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯØÜÐÌÛȭɯɯɁ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯ

ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɂɯɯ(ɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÈÚÏÓÐÎÏÛɯÖÍÍȭɯɯɁ6ÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÖɯËÖÞÕɯÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÝÌÙȭɂ 

)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÍÐÙÚÛȭɯɯ(ɀËɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÊÖÜÛÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÈÙÌÈɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ

reason.  Genuine whiz kid with directions, even off the concrete.  Twig followed and then 

Lamar.  I brought up the rear, which meant I  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. 

Twig looked at me.  I pointed at the  ÎÙÖÜÕËɯÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÝÌÙÉÈÕÒȭɯɯɁ/ÜÛɯÐÛɯËÖÞÕɯÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

 'ÌɯÍÜÔÉÓÌËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÏÐÍÛÌËɯÐÛɯÈÕËɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÈËÑÜÚÛɯÏÐÚɯÎÙÐ×ȭɯɯɁ ÞÞÞÞÞȭɯɯ2'(3ȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÍÜÊÒɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯÕÖÞȳɯɯ8ÖÜɯÚÛÌ×ɯÐÕɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯ3ÞÐÎɯ!Öàȳɂ 

Jermaine and Lamar doubled over laughing while Daniel looked down at himself. He 

ÞÈÚɯ×ÜÓÓÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÈÙÔÚɯÜ×ȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌɀËɯÍÖÙÎÖÛÛÌÕɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÚÖɯ(ɯÚÕÈÛÊÏÌËɯÐÛɯÖÜÛɯ

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 ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÚ×ÖÛȭɯɯɁ2ÏÐÛȭɂɯɯ'ÌɯÓÌÛɯÎÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÐÙÛɯÈÕËɯ

shook his hands.  

+ÈÔÈÙɯÑÜÔ×ÌËɯÉÈÊÒȭɯɯɁ'Ìàȵɯɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÍÓÐÊÒɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÐÚÚɯÈÛɯÔÌȵɂ 

Ɂ2ÛÖ×ɯÐÛȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ+ÌÛɀÚɯÎÌÛɯÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛȭɯɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌȮɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÓÐÎÏÛȳɂ 

He nodded, his dark face nothing but a shadow against the blackness of the night.   

Ɂ'ÖÓËɯÐÛɯÚÛÐÓÓȮɂɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯ#ÈÕÐÌÓȮɯÞÏÖɀËɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯ×ÐÚÚ-stained shirt.   

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 ÓÖÖÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÙÌ×ÛɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯ3ÞÐÎɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯɬ 

illuminated in the glow of the flame - ÞÈÚɯÏÈÓÍɯÚÏÖÊÒȮɯÏÈÓÍɯÙÌ×ÜÓÚÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓɯÍÌÈÙȭɯɯɁ6ÌȮɯÜÏȭɂɯɯ

#ÈÕÐÌÓɯÎÈ×ÌËɯÈÛɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÚÌÊÖÕËȭɯɯɁ6ÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÎÖÕÕÈɯËÖɯÛÏÐÚȳɂ 

I pulled my bag off my shoulder, opened it and removed a pair of pliers.  My answer.  

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌȮɂɯ(ɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÈÛɯ+ÈÔÈÙɀÚɯÉÈÎȭɯɯɁ&ÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÎɯÈÕËɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÐÛÚɯÔÖÜÛÏȭɂɯɯ 

While he did that I put the pliers in my pocket.  Jermaine and Twig bent down to pick 

Ü×ɯÙÖÊÒÚȭɯɯɁ3ÌÕɯ×ÖÐÕÛÚɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÉÖËàɯÈÕËɯÍÐÍÛàɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÏÌÈËɯÚÏÖÛȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯ3ÞÐÎɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯ

me a handful. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÕȭɂɯɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÙÈÐÚÌËɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÓÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÚÏÖÛɯÍÓàȭ 

Ɂ'ÌàȮɯÞÈÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȭɂɯɯ+ÈÔÈÙɯÚÊÖÖ×ÌËɯÜ×ɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÛÖÕÌÚɯÈÕËɯÛÖÖÒɯÈÐÔȭ 

Ɂ#ÈÔÕȵɯɯ1ÐÎÏÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÖÚÌȵɂɯɯ#ÈÕÐÌÓɯÞÈÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÐÛɯÕÖÞȮɯÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÏàÌÕÈȭɯɯ ÓÓɯ×ÜÚÚy 

until he got going and then he was in it all the way.  

Ɂ2ÏÐÛȮɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÎɀÚɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÖÜÛȮɂɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÓÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÈɯÏÐÎÏ-pitched squeal. 

(ɯÉÌÕÛɯËÖÞÕȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÈɯÍÖÖÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÜ×ȭɯɯɁ"ÏÙÐÚÛȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯ(ɯÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÎɯÐÕɯÏÈÙËȭɯɯɁ%ÖÙɯ

something so young tÏÐÚɯÛÏÐÕÎɀÚɯÚÜÙÌɯÎÖÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÓÈÞÚɯÖÕɯÐÛȭɂ 

)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯËÙÌÞɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÎÏÛÌÙȭɯɯɁ(ÛɯÊÜÛɯàÖÜȭɂ 

(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÐÔÔÌÙÐÕÎɯÓÐÎÏÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÛÏÐÕɯËÈÙÒɯÛÙÈÐÓɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÔàɯÏÈÕËȭɯɯɁ2ÖÕɯÖÍɯÈɯÉÐÛÊÏȭɯɯ

3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÐÛȭɯɯ3ÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯËÌÊÓÈÞÌËȭɂ 

(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÈɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯ×Óiers clamped on the nail and I pulled hard.  Even 

with the gag it pushed out a squeal that cut through the nighttime quiet.  

I 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. 

 ÕËɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÜÕÊÏɯÖÍɯÙÖÊÒÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÊÖÕÊÌÈÓɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÜÕËɯÖÍɯÊÙÜÚÏÐÕÎɯÉÖÕÌȭ 

Jermaine passed me a lighter, and Lamar pulled a bottle of whisky out of his backpack. 

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÕÌÌËɯÐÛȭɂɯɯI flicked my thumb against the metal and once it 

caught I reached up toward the head and held the flame up against the skull.  

Ɂ%ÜÊÒȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÔÌÓÓÚɯÉÈËȮɂɯ)ÌÙÔÈÐÕÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ'ÌɯÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯÏÐÚɯÕÖÚÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯÈÙÔȭ 

(ɯÚÛÌ××ÌËɯÉÈÊÒȭɯɯɁ#ÖɯÐÛȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯ+ÈÔÈÙȭ 

He poured th e booze all over the wriggling, bloody mass on the riverbank, and then I 

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.  I was breathing hard as I watched it writhe and twist for a 

minute, and then it stiffened, and all that moved were the flames licking the blackened body.  

  

***** 

 

My breaths came hard and fast until I came with them.  After a final thrust I rolled 

over, my right hand fumbling for a  ×ÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÚÔÖÒÌÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÙÌÚÚÌÙɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯáÐ××Öɯ(ɀËɯ

snagged from Jermaine earlier. 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÚÔÌÓÓÐÕɀɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÊÏÐÔÕÌàȭɯɯ#ÈÔÕɯÉÖàȮɯàÖÜɯÉÜÙÕÐÕɀɯËÖÞÕɯÏÖÜÚÌÚɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÏÐÛȳɂ 

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

Ɂ%ÜÊÒɀÚɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜ ÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÉÌÌÕɯËÖÐÕɀȳɂɯɯ2ÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÚÏÐÙÛɯÐÕɯ

ÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÍÓÜÕÎɯÐÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ

àÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯËÖÐÕɀȭɂɯɯ 

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

Ɂ%ÜÊÒɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȳɂ 

She stopped snapping the wrinkled out of her shirt and her right hand landed on her 

ÏÐ×ȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÞÈÚɯËÖÐÕɀɯ*ÐÔÔàȭɂ 

(ɯÉÓÌÞɯÖÜÛɯÈɯÚÔÖÒàɯÉÙÌÈÛÏȭɯɯɁ-ÖÛɯÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȮɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÚÖÔÌɯÑÖÒÌɯÛÖɯàÖÜȳɯɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯËÖÐÕɀɯÏÌÙȭɂ 

(ɯÚÛÖÖËɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÍÖÙɯÔàɯ×ÈÕÛÚȭɯɯɁ%ÜÊÒɀÚɯÐÛɯÛÖɯàÖÜȮɯÈÕàÞÈàȳɂɯ(ɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÌËɯÈÚɯ(ɯ

pulled them on.  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕȮɯȿÍÜÊÒɀÚɯÐÛɯÛÖɯàÖÜɀȳɯɯ ÏÙÐÎÏÛɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÍÜÊÒɯÈÙÖÜÕËȳɯɯ8ÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯ

(ɀÔɯÚÛÌ××ÐÕɀɯÖÜÛȳɂ 

I reached up, grabbed that arm off her hip and ÛÞÐÚÛÌËɯÐÛɯÏÈÙËȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÚÛÌ××ÐÕɀɯÖÜÛɯÖÕɯ

ÔÌȮɯ*ÌÐÚÏÈȳɯɯ'ÜÏȳɂɯɯ(ɯ×ÜÓÓÌËɯÏÌÙɯÛÖÞÈÙËɯÔÌȭ 

2ÏÌɯÙÖÚÌɯÈÕɯÐÕÊÏɯÈÕËɯ×ÜÛɯÏÌÙɯÍÈÊÌɯÏÈÓÍɯÈÕɯÐÕÊÏɯÍÙÖÔɯÔÐÕÌȭɯɯɁ&ÌÛɯàÖÜÙɯÍÜÊÒÐÕɀɯÏÈÕËɯÖÍÍɯÔÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÓÐÒÌËɯÐÛɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯ×ÈÞÌËɯàÖÜȭɂɯɯ(ɯÏÌÓËɯÖÕɯÛÐÎÏÛɯÈÕËɯÓÌÈÕÌËɯÐÕɯÊÓÖÚÌÙȭɯɯɁSo 

ÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÊÒɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔȳɂɯɯ 

She jerked her arm and I let go.  Some of the fire was back in her eyes as both hands 

ÍÖÜÕËɯÏÌÙɯÏÐ×ÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌȭɯɯɁ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÎÖɯ×ÜÛÛÐÕɀɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÔÌȭɯɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯ(ɯÈÐÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯ

ÍÖÖÓÐÕɀɯÈÙÖÜÕËȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛÌÝÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ*ÐÔÔàɀÚɯ×ÙÌÎÕÈÕÛȭɂ 

(ɀËɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÏÌÈÙËȭɯɯ/ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÚÛɯÙÜÕȭɯɯ"ÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯ*ÌÐÚÏÈɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɯɯ

!ÐÛÊÏɯÏÈËɯÈɯÉÐÎɯÔÖÜÛÏɯÖÕɯÏÌÙȭɯɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÖËɯÍÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȮɯÉÈËɯÍÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙÚȭɯɯɁ2Öȳɂɯ 

Ɂ2ÖɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÌÙɯÓÈÛÌÓàȳɯɯ!ÐÛÊÏɯÐÚɯÉÐÎɯÈÚɯÈɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯɯ2ÈàɯÚÏÌɯÏÈÝÐÕɀɯàÖÜÙɯÉÈÉàɯÈÕËɯÔÖÝÐÕɀɯ

ÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȭɂ 
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Ɂ-ÖÛɯÎÖÕÕÈɯÏÈ××ÌÕȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯ(ɯ×ÜÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÐÙÛɯÖÕɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÉÜÛÛÖÕÐÕÎɯÐÛȭ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛÊÏÈɯÎÖÕÕÈɯËÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÉÈÉàȳɂ 

Ɂ*ÐÔÔàɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕɀɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÉàȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÚÈàÐÕɀɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÛÊÏɯÐÚɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÚÌÓÓÐÕɀɯÞÖÓÍɯÛÐÊÒÌÛÚȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÈàÐÕɀɯ*ÐÔÔàɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕɀɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÉàȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÚÈàÐÕɀȭɯɯ2ÏÌ-ɂ 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÙàȮɂɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÈÚɯ(ɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÍÖÙɯÔàɯÛÐÌȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕɀɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÑÜÚÛɯÊÖÚɯàÖÜɯÈɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯÈɯ×ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÖÜÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛàɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯ

ÕÖÛÏÐÕɀɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÙàɯÈÉÖÜÛȳɯɯ2ÏÌɯÎÖÕÕÈɯÎÌÛɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍ ÈɯÓÈÞàÌÙɯÈÕËɯÚÜÌɯàÖÜÙɯÚÖÙÙàɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÈÚÚȭɂ 

I pulled the end of the tie through to knot it, a small speck of blood barely noticeable 

against the dark red fabric. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÔÌȮɯ*ÌÐÚÏÈȳɂɯɯ#ÈÔÕɯÉÐÛÊÏÌÚȭɯɯ ÓÞÈàÚɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÓÈÛÊÏɯÖÕɯÛÖɯ

you any way the y could, but I had my boys and I had my bitch, who was as good a fuck as 

(ɀËɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÈËɯÈÕËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÈÐËɯÕÖɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȭ 

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯ*ÐÔÔàɯÏÈÝÐÕɀɯàÖÜÙɯÒÐËȭɂɯɯ2ÏÌɯÛÖÚÚÌËɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÍÖÓËÌËɯÏÌÙɯÈÙÔÚɯ

ÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÏÌÙɯÈÉÜÕËÈÕÛɯÊÏÌÚÛȭɯɯɁ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÙÐËɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ.ÒÈàȳɂɯ 

I shrugged.  Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕɀɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÙàɯÈÉÖÜÛȭɯɯ6ÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÛÖɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɀɯÙÐËɯÖÍɯÈɯÉÈÉàȮɯÐÛɯÈÐÕɀÛɯ

ÕÖɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

 
 

BIO: I love the challenge of trying something different, and short fiction  gives me an 

opportunity to experiment.   When I'm not writing short  stories, I 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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