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This book is dedicated to all the essential health care workers who have fought to keep the rest of us safe in this time of pandemic.  It is also to all those who work to keep us safe on the streets every day.
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Saturday, September 22

My name is Marco Flynn.  I try to be direct and no-nonsense about my life.  I don’t have a lot to be happy about.  My marriage fell apart years ago.  My dream job was ruined by a DUI.  I’m hanging on with a security consulting business and a few close friends.  But I love my city, Indianapolis.  I just wish she loved me back.  Perhaps this autumn something will be different.  

I expected this day to begin much different.  The frigid canal water, cold from the prior night’s unseasonably low temperatures, blurred my vision, filled my ears, and froze my arms.  The first day of autumn should not be this cold.  The chill and remaining darkness were the least of my dilemmas.

A mural of a girl blowing bubbles was my compass in the early morning dawn.  The image my lighthouse, a beacon, as I pulled a limp body to the side of the man-made waterway.  The slight undercurrent and the inability of my cargo to help made it doubly difficult to get back to the cement border.  My mouth kept going under as I paddled to the side and my torso slowly succumbed to the icy temperature.  My sock-covered feet slipped on the algae coated slope and I wondered if success was possible. Then I felt the edge and knew safety was within reach.

“Hold on!  Don’t die!” I yelled over my aching shoulder through the crisp, frosted air as I stretched my arm for the solid masonry, a stark contrast to the liquid muck with which I grappled.

My mind drifted for a second knowing I was safe.  Then water splashed my face and provided a shock to bring me back to reality.  Adrenaline granted me a boost of energy. My left hand grabbed the concrete block that mocked me with the words “NO SWIMMING” as I pulled with my right arm to drag the body closer to the edge; my muscles burned from the strain.  I climbed out and got on my knees, scraping them on the concrete as a dribble of blood mixed with the water.  After the taxing exertion, the real challenge of extracting the body from the water remained.  My eyes opened to see the blurred image of the underside of a bridge.

My hearing returned as cool fluid drained from my ears.  Police sirens blared, reminding me that I called 9-1-1 before jumping into the green water.  

My mind returned to the nonresponsive body.  I grabbed the nearest arm and leg and utilized all my strength to lift the person, complete with waterlogged clothing, over the cement curb.  I leaned back and pulled a second time to complete the job.  The cement grabbed the skin beneath my shirt and peeled it from my torso as I slid across the rough surface.  After removal from the water, the drenched body covered half of me.  

I scrambled from underneath and prepared to start CPR.  The shadow of the bridge overhead kept daylight from corrupting the scene.  Death did not want the promising daylight stepping on her turf.  

I cataloged the steps in my mind from training several years before: check for a breath, clear the airway, pump the chest thirty times, and finish with two breaths.  One look at the face told me it did not matter.  This person died long ago and was beyond hope.  I checked for a pulse anyway and confirmed my suspicion.

The sirens closed in on my location.  I heard one car skid to a stop on the bridge overhead when the tires squealed to a halt.

My senses were in overdrive.  I heard the car door slam.  A voice yelled, “Police!  Where are you?”

“Under the bridge!”  

My voice had not recovered from the cold water and sounded like a twelve-year old boy entering puberty.

I looked at the dead stranger’s face.  The ashen skin had drawn away from the bones like a Halloween mask three sizes too large.  Then the scent hit me.  I forced myself to back away, disgusted by the bloated, decayed features.  I cursed under my breath and tried to wipe my bare arms, as if it were a virus that made this happen.  My rescue turned into a retrieval.  Like I was removing pollutants from the canal.  Silence filled the atmosphere like a noxious vapor as the thought of another lost person overtook my thoughts.  An all too often event in my city over the last several years.  

The police officer scuttled around the corner of the bridge.  He was in full garb, including the bullet-proof vest and face shield.  He had no idea what waited for him in the darkness under the bridge.  He took the stone stairs on the south side of the bridge, the cautious move, instead of chancing the slippery moisture laden grass down to the canal-side walkway.  

“Sir, you okay?” came from the officer.

I didn’t respond.  Partly out of anger, partly out of shame.  I could do nothing to save this person.  

“They’re beneath the bridge,” yelled the officer into the walkie-talkie on his shoulder

He entered an unknown realm to which I was accustomed, the darkened alcove hidden from the light.   Cold and dark ruled here for the moment, but only until sunlight barged into this mural coated alter.  With one shaking hand on his gun, the other holding a flashlight, he was ready for anything, just like his academy training prepared him.  He slowly progressed.  

Another siren came to a halt above me, the sound of an ambulance.  Now, an unnecessary action.  They would have to take the body to the morgue.  

The officer took another step toward me.  “Sir, you alright?  What about your friend there?”

I put my head in my hands and shook to suggest the negative news.

The officer walked closer and inspected the body with his flashlight.  He chirped into his shoulder, “We need an EMT.  Someone call forensics.  We might have a homicide here.”

“Sir, let me see your hands,” he ordered.

I obliged and showed my face as well.  The shadow slowly faded with the morning light leaking into the underpass. It revealed my weakened countenance and pleading eyes. 

The police officer immediately relaxed.  He knew me.  My brain recognized him, but in the chaos failed to pinpoint his name.  

A medic came around the corner with a large bag equipped for water rescue cases.

“Take care of the guy in the sweats.  We can’t do anything for the other one,” the officer said.

The medic wrapped a warming blanket around me, one of those that looks like foil.  Instinct took over and I rubbed my arms over my chest and took deep breaths to produce heat and prevent cardiac arrest.  I knew the protocol.

I slowly regained my thoughts.  I pointed to the sweatshirt and shoes behind me, along with my phone and keys.  It was an empty gesture.  The medic did not care.  

The name of the officer came to me.  It was Gus Stein, my friend.

“You can have those in a second.  Sir, what’s your name?  Can you tell me where you are?  How many fingers am I holding up?” the EMT asked.

“Marco Flynn.  The Ohio Street bridge over the canal.  Two, and I think I’m fine.  Any chance I can leave?”

“Not likely.  Let me take your temp.  I want to rule out hypothermia.”  He put a digital forehead thermometer on my skin for a few seconds.  “95 degrees.  Keep the blanket on for a few minutes, sir.  I will bring some towels and we can dry you off a bit.  You can put on that dry sweatshirt.  I’ll get something for the lacerations.  Just stay put.”

I reached back and grabbed my stuff.  I took off my wet shirt and put on the dry pullover and already felt warmer.  My back protested from the pain as some skin peeled off my body.  Hypothermia was not my concern.  The dead body in front of me was the priority.

My senses returned, like frost melting from grass in the sunshine.  The pungent odor from the body overwhelmed the smell of the canal, no small feat this time of year.  I noticed the heat of the morning sunlight dried the moisture on the sidewalks and ethereal steam provoked thoughts of lost souls escaping the scene.  I thought I could almost hear the moisture escape the ground around us.  The cement still cut into my skin like a razor and brought my focus back to the dead body.

The officer approached and I made out his face, even in the shadow.  His name popped back into my mind.

He smiled.  “Marco, why do we always run into each other like this?”

“Hey, Gus.  Sorry about this.” 

Gus and I played baseball together at Arizona in college.  I helped him get this job.

“You wanna tell me the story?” 

I paused a second to shiver and then started, “Pretty simple.  I came down to the canal for my morning run.  I got to the bridge and saw the body face down in the middle of the canal.  I called 9-1-1 and ran down to the water.  I stripped down and jumped in.  At some point I flipped the body over and pulled it to the side.  I dragged it onto the cement, so there are some scratches on both of us.  Once I got the body on the walk, I realized it had been dead for a while.  Then you showed up.  Have you looked at the body?”

“Just enough to know it's ready for the coroner.  The large hole in the skull was the giveaway it was beyond our help.  No pulse or breath and the skin is a shade of cigarette smoke.  I called in forensics.  They should be here any second.  Didn’t want to contaminate the scene with no chance for revival.”

I walked over to the body.  Gus was right behind me.  I made sure to not touch anything.  A stray thought resurfaced now that I was fully functioning, an image from when I got the body out of the water.  I instantly understood we had a problem, and my hunch was right.  I denied that it could be true for about two seconds.  

“This can’t be right.  It makes no sense.”

Gus came to the same realization.  “Are you kidding me?”

I turned with a confused look.  “Gus, do you recognize the body?”

“I think so, considering she has on a police uniform and a badge that says her name.”

I walked away.  “That can’t be happening.  I was at her funeral.  Her body was in a grave.”

“I was the investigating officer; I know those wounds.  It's gotta be her Marco.”

“No Gus.  It can’t be her.  She’s been dead almost two years.  How did her body just show up here?”

“I should call someone Marco.  You stay here.”

Gus called his superior officer, Lieutenant Samuel Plane.  He had no choice.  That was when the second police car arrived to barricade the street.

I would not leave.  I had to find out what happened.  This was the body of Venice Lake.

I had known the Lake’s a long time, especially Vonnegut, the deceased’s husband.  He was an old friend from high school that was estranged at this point in my life.  Venice was an IMPD officer.  She was killed in the line of duty a bit under two years ago and no suspects were found.  The lack of investigation into the death of a black officer outraged half the city and confused everyone else.  The feelings finally faded after a couple news cycles and went to the back of our minds.  With this, the murder of Venice Lake would return to the news.  It would reopen scabbed wounds and wreak havoc on the city.  I would be smack-dab in the middle of the investigation.  

My training from the Bureau kicked into gear.  The next fifteen minutes crept as I chronicled the situation in my mind.  How could this body end up here?  The body of Venice Lake should be six feet underground almost four miles north of this spot.  The possibilities filled my thoughts as I was fully engrossed by the morning sunlight.  My body warmed.

I noticed the EMTs left the scene when the forensic crew showed up.  I was still in my mesmerized state when Gus’s supervisor, Lieutenant Plane, appeared and approached me.  His introduction woke me like a bolt of electricity.

The Lieutenant yelled directions.  “Someone get a sheet over that body before people see it.”

Plane pushed his wet gray hair back from his eyes.  He showered just before heading out on the run.  He fidgeted with his watch and checked the time before he pulled out a cigarette and lit it.  He had a grin on his face like a water moccasin before it shows you the white of its mouth.

“Mr. Flynn.  I just read through a list of people getting released this week.  I saw a Flynn on the list.  Any relation?”

He referred to my brother, but he had nothing to do with this.  I stared back waiting for a relevant question.

He took the hint.  “I’d like to ask a few questions if I may.  Just to make sure we have all the facts.”

“Did you call her husband yet?”

“Excuse me?” asked Plane.

I repeated the question, knowing he heard it.  “Did you call her husband?  He should know his wife’s body isn’t in her grave.”

“Once we determine who it is, we will do that.  Why the concern for her husband, Mr. Flynn?”

I pointed to the bridge.  “Because if you don’t call him the news van that just showed up will tell the whole city.  So, where do you think a man running for Mayor of the city of Indianapolis would rather hear this news?  The police or the bubble headed bleached blonde about to step out of that van.  Besides, he’s an old friend.”  I’d have to write Don Henley later to thank him for the great line.

Plane turned and immediately got on his phone.

Gus pulled me aside.  “He is just doing his job.  Don’t be a jerk about it.”

“Really Gus.  I don’t think so.  He’s just here for damage control.  IMPD doesn’t want anything to do with what will come from this.  Look at the evidence.  Somebody dumped this body in the canal to send a message.”

Gus laughed.  “Why do you think that?”

“Someone went to a lot of trouble to exhume that body from a coffin.  Then they dropped it in the canal somewhere between here and the basin at Eleventh Street.”

Gus hesitated as he thought.  “Wait, could they have dumped it in the river and it just found its way into the canal?”

He should know the answer to that question.  I wasn’t on the force, but I knew.  

“It doesn’t work that way, Gus.  The underwater flow is controlled.”

Plane joined us and they both had a glazed look over their eyes.  Neither knew this information.

I explained, “The water runs through a pipe the size of your thigh, then through the dam at the north end of the basin, and then under the footbridge.  No way that body makes it through all that in one piece.”

“So, why was the body still in the canal?” asked Plane.

“Look at the lack of current.  It is hardly moving on top.  Whoever dropped this body knew it would be visible in the morning.”

Plane smiled.  “Well, then we should be able to find out who did it.”

“I doubt it.  My guess is they dropped it from one of the street bridges between here and the basin.  None of those bridges have cameras to catch any footage.  Maybe forensics will find something, but I doubt it.  We have one question left that might give us a clue as to who did this.”

”What’s that?” asked Gus.

“Is there anything in Venice Lake’s coffin now?”

At this point Plane interrupted, “Someone else can determine that.  And just so you know, the Chief of Police is personally calling Mr. Lake to inform him of the issue at hand.  I hope this meets with your approval.  Can we get back to your account, Mr. Flynn?”

“Not really, I gave my story to Gus.  Once forensics finishes, what are you going to do about the body?  She’s already had one funeral.  You both know how the city will react to the body reappearing.  This city is going to turn into an inferno.  Her death almost tore the city in two before.  Having this happen will only make it worse.  Don’t you see?  Someone is trying to send a message.”

“And what is that message?” asked Plane.

“They are telling Vonnegut Lake to not run for Mayor, or something else will be uncovered for the public to see.  This is an act of intimidation.  Someone dumped this body and wanted it found.”

I knew I was right.  Every bone in my body told me I was correct.  My years of being a federal investigator saw through this whole production.  It was an old tactic.

“And who would do that Marco?” asked Gus.

Gus had the right question.  I shrugged my shoulders.  “No idea.  Perhaps Vonnegut Lake has secrets he doesn’t want the people of Indianapolis to see.  But that isn’t your biggest problem.”

Plane turned with frustration.  “And what is that Mr. Flynn?”

“We need to see if her grave is still dug up.  If not, open it.  And good luck not turning that into a circus.  I hope you like to talk because here comes the pretty reporter in her blue dress.  That’s going to make your eyes pop on television, Lieutenant.”

Gus and I backed away as the camera and reporter cornered the detective.  The sun ate into the darkness beneath the bridge and showed the world something macabre had occurred.  

“What did we just get ourselves into Marco?”

“I don’t know.  This is not what Plane expected when he woke up this morning.  I need to leave and take a shower.  You have my number if you need something.  Tell me if anything else comes up.”

I scampered past the camera and news crew to the other side of the bridge and made my way up to street level.  As I walked away, I caught the eye of Plane and waved from the bridge.  

I jogged the distance from the canal to my apartment complex at the corner of Illinois and Market Streets as the sun beat down and dissipated the final remains of the cool night.  All that remained was the stench; I smelled like the canal.  

The ghosts of the cold left, but the common graffiti on the city streets from the last two years served as a reminder of the demons we still had in the city.  The mood in Indianapolis had turned dark over that time and made my city difficult to recognize.  

I reached the garage entrance and avoided as many eyes as possible in my current condition.  I got to the top floor on the elevator, a nondescript metal box only broken up by the buttons and the elevator certificate.  I was home free until the lady in the corner apartment walked into the hallway.  Tara Harvest was a long-time resident and someone I considered a friend, one of my few in the city.

I tried to keep looking at the gold inlaid diamonds of the carpet to avoid Tara’s sharp eyes.  The harlequin patterned carpet was restored to reflect the Block’s Building of the early twentieth century.   

She paused as if to say something and I assumed thought better of it.  She shook her head as we passed each other in the hallway.  

I caught a whiff of her perfume and paused.  Now I had to say something.

I answered the unasked question, “You don’t want to know.”

She turned.  “Oh, I already know.  Just saw you in the background on the WFIX news.  I’m guessing that wasn’t how you wanted to start your day.”

I continued down the hallway and ignored the comment.  I needed a shower and to determine how I could help prevent the city from falling apart.  If that was even possible at this point.  

The morning sunlight flooded my apartment through the east facing windows and gave me a view of the downtown sky.  It also revealed the vast amount of dust floating in the living room.  Fortunately, the cleaning lady was due on Monday, so only two days to deal with the malady.  I turned on the television to see if the news was still airing the story.  On my screen, and larger than life, was Lieutenant Plane.  He smiled at the camera like a used car salesman going in for the kill.  The station replayed the interview multiple times.

“Welcome to the morning news.  I’m Tanya Hew.  A lot is happening this morning out by the Indiana History Museum and the canal.  WFIX has a team on location to provide the latest story.  Jenny Little is on the scene.  Jenny, can you hear me?”

The blonde in a blue dress answered, “Loud and clear Tanya.  I’m here with Lieutenant Sam Plane, the lead officer on site.  Lieutenant, what can you tell us?”

“There isn’t much to say right now.  We are still running forensics on the body and will soon reach out to the suspected next of kin once we identify the victim.”

Little perked up, “Detective, are you saying there was some sort of crime involving the body?”

Plane paused as the situation escalated quickly.  “I did not say that.”

Little continued, “What about the rumor that this is the body of deceased police officer Venice Lake?”

Plane froze.  

I laughed.  It was probably in poor taste.

His face turned as white as a piece of paper.  He answered briskly, “We cannot confirm or deny the identity of the body.  I have work to do.”

Little turned to the camera.  “We will continue digging into the scene and provide what information we can on the evening news.  Back to Tanya at the station.”

“Thank you, Jenny.  We will keep our viewers apprised of any new developments in the story.  Now, let us turn it to our weather team.  Bring us up to date on what we might see today for the first day of autumn.”






I went to the shower with a smile on my face.  For some reason I found joy that Plane choked on city-wide television.  It gave me a brief chuckle on a day filled with nothing to laugh about.  And it wasn’t even time for coffee yet.

The laugh felt hollow.  I knew what was happening in my city.  My city was going through a change, an evolution I did not like.  It was fighting back, and it did what it always does.  The city swallowed another victim and spit them out, this time in the canal like a piece of raw sewage.  

The shower did me a lot of good.  I felt clean and smelled like it.  My fresh beginning got interrupted by a knocking on the front door.

I opened it to see Sam Plane and Gus Stein standing there.

The Lieutenant greeted me.  “I suppose you thought you got away.”

“Nice to see you again Lieutenant.  By the way, I was right.”

“About what?”

“The dress did bring out your eyes.”

He gave me slight smile.  It conveyed two clear thoughts.  He was the one with the power right now and I was next on his list.

“You always seem to have the funny quip.  Well, guess the joke is on you this time.  You’re coming to the station to answer some questions.”

“Any chance we can do this here, Lieutenant?”

He walked away.  “None.  Stein make sure he rides in the back of the car.  Want him to understand a few things on the way.”

Gus frowned at me.  “Grab your wallet and let’s go.  You kind of left him with no choice.”

Damn.  Today was not supposed to begin like this.
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Monday, September 24

Saturday was a blur.  After the canal, I went to the station and sat there for two hours waiting for Plane to ask me questions.  It was like high school detention.  He was playing the role of Principal and trying to make me feel guilty for a crime I didn’t commit.  

After I answered his questions and endured another hour of grilling, I went back to my place and just ordered a pizza and drank beer.  The next day was when the world turned upside down. 

On Sunday morning, IMPD publicly identified the body as Venice Lake and the news outlets broke the story.  They may have already suspected whom it was from the initial reports, but the verification sent the news cycle into hyperdrive.  Two reporters reached out to me over the weekend and I responded with no comment.  Vonnegut Lake spoke later that day to thank IMPD for their efforts and appealed for them to re-open the investigation.  Silence from the IMPD brass prompted another round of protests later in the day.  

Indianapolis turned into a battle zone.  Thirty-six hours after I pulled the body from the canal, flames and smoke were rampant across the city.  Indy bubbled like a witch’s cauldron with anxiety.  The organized protesters were on Monument Circle and in front of the City-County Building on Market Street.  It reminded me of the riots nearly two years before, the first time Venice Lake was in the news.

I heard the commotion from two blocks away, sitting in my comfortable apartment.  There were reports of graffiti, broken windows, and looting from downtown businesses.  Chaos slipped in under the armed door of order.  The supposed iron grip of Mayor Gerald Myer was under siege.

Overnight, events settled down as the police put a hold on the city.  They throttled the protestors and order was restored in some manner.  

When Monday morning arrived, I stood outside the Marion County Jail next to The Fallen Deputy memorial statue.  I never noticed the rusted state of the statue in the countless times of walking by the corner of Alabama and Maryland Streets.  Today I spotted the early signs of corrosion because I had the time to observe it in detail.  

As I waited for Brian, my brother, to be released from a seven-year sentence. I was eager for him to appear and optimistically paid for fifteen minutes in the parking meter.  I only wanted to pay once, even for my brother.  It’s shallow and cheap.  Sue me.

The sun rose over the horizon and vast parking lots of the near east side.  The light gave a warm feeling as the clouds of smoke and pepper gas dissipated.  It foreshadowed today could be bright in many ways.  Perhaps a fresh start.

I killed time nodding at the few people entering the jail, some of which I even knew.  The foot traffic slowed after the glut of citizens migrated from the parking structures on the other three corners of the intersection to their occupations.  I checked the time on my phone and noted two minutes remained on the meter.  The parking attendant was up the block writing out a ticket.  There was no charity today, not that I expected it in this city.  I swiped my card in the machine to get another fifteen minutes.  It was better than paying a parking ticket and depositing my hard-earned money into the Mayor’s slush fund.  

I heard someone yell from behind and turned.  My brother emerged from the doors with a clear plastic bag.  He opened the bag and pulled out a sweatshirt, looked through the rest, and immediately pitched the bag in the nearest trash bin two steps away.  Then he gave me a smile the size of the building.  He was free.  

I was overjoyed and forgot about the parking meter for a minute.

He laughed as he ran over to give me a hug.  Brian whispered as he reached me, “I can’t believe I made it.  I’m out of there.”

We embraced for several seconds then I walked him over to my car, a black Dodge Charger.  The parking attendant nodded her acknowledgment of me having nearly fifteen minutes on the meter.

“You owe me a buck twenty-four for the parking.”

My brother was unsure of how to respond.

“I’m joking.  Buckle up.  Here’s some stuff for you.”

I gave him a brown paper bag containing several useful knickknacks: a used cell phone, some bank account information, a pack of Marlboro’s and a Bic lighter.  I rolled down his window so he could smoke and not smell up my car.

Brian pulled out the pack.  “Thanks, it’s been a while.”

He unwrapped the pack carefully, enjoying the feeling of the cellophane as it clung to his fingers.  He looked over the car quietly and tapped the bottom of the pack, like a professional smoker.  Some skills never leave you.  I never took up the habit, but he had been at it since high school.  I quit judging when he went into the joint.  He had other issues and smoking was the least of his worries.  Brian flicked the lighter once to test it.  He pulled out the first cigarette and fired it up.  He took his time, his first luxury in seven years.

The first drag seemed like he went underwater and held his breath.  He exhaled out the window and coughed slightly.  Then he smiled back at me.  I remembered why I never picked up the habit, the odor was fiendish.

“That felt good.  But I haven’t smoked in so long I don’t think I want to start again.  I’ll hold onto the pack just in case though.”  He flicked the lit cig out the window.

“Already breaking the law.  Lucky the parking attendant didn’t see that.  So, what do you want to do first?”

“Is there a fast-food place nearby?  I want to take a shit without everyone watching and order a cheeseburger with a fountain Coke.  Like when we grew up.”

My priority was getting Brian out for a nice day before he had to report to his halfway house and begin the transition back into the world.  If that meant destroying his gut the first day out, so be it.

I knew the closest place and drove east on Washington Street.  Just on the other side of the interstate was a Hardee’s.  We pulled into the lot and I parked in the first spot.  Brian didn’t say a word and I was not going to press him.  He would talk when he was ready.  He was a patient person. 

I gave him a twenty.  “Your first meal out is on me.  Just get me a Coke and a bacon cheeseburger with nothing else on it.”

“Still can’t handle condiments on your food, huh?”  He chuckled as he got out of the car.  

The neighborhood was falling around us.  Abandoned office buildings that housed large companies just a few years ago lined the street.  Electric cars took up priceless parking spots in front of stores no one shopped in anymore.  Small business was being choked by high taxes and higher crime.  This was the city our Mayor had created.

While Brian was inside, I received a phone call that went to voice mail. When the message popped up, I listened.  It was Vonnegut Lake, my old acquaintance.  The message was quick but said to tell Brian hello and that Vonnegut wanted to talk about the canal incident.  His call was not a surprise.  He and Brian had been close growing up, and I did pull his wife’s dead body from the water.  I would call him later.  

After twenty minutes, Brian exited the restaurant with a sack of food and two drinks.  He got in and gave me a Coke and put a root beer, his favorite, in the console cup holder.  

“Sorry it took so long.  I had to take a few minutes in the bathroom to let everything sink in.  But I’ll be good.”  His eyes were wet and red.

We distributed the food and I jumped on the expressway and started on our way.  I knew where Brian wanted to go.  

“When do you have to check in at the house?” I asked.

“How did you know?”

“You know what I do for a living, right?”  

He took a bite of his burger and leaned back into his seat.  “This is so good.  Anyway, not until six tonight.  But I have some things to do first.  I’m assuming you’re taking me somewhere specific, right?”

“Relax Brian.  I know you want to go home for a little bit.  Just sit back and enjoy the food.”

I turned on the radio and found the first classic rock station.  The radio blared something by Mellencamp. Pink Houses, I think.  Brian stayed quiet almost the entire way out of the city, except for a couple of grunts about the food.  It wasn’t until we hit State Road 37 that he opened up a little bit.

“I have some stuff to tell you.  I don’t think I can do it all at once though.  Stuff you need to know.”

“Brian, you don’t have to tell me about anything that happened in prison. I don’t want you to relive that.  I’ll listen, but I’m not curious about your life inside the cell.”

“I appreciate that, but I’m talkin’ about why I went in.  I was guilty, but there is more I had to keep quiet about.  They threatened you and Cassie, and Jacob.  I wasn’t going to let anything happen to them.”

I was surprised about the potential threat.  “What do my ex-wife and son have to do with anything?”

He looked out the window and went quiet for a second.  He came back to the moment.  “I’ll tell you later.”

That was Brian, a slow boiling teapot.  He would spill out a little at a time, just when the pressure was getting too much to hold it in.  I would be patient.  I didn’t have a choice, but I knew he would eventually talk.

“So, how are they?” he asked.

“Well, they live in Seattle now.  They are good.  Cassie works for some coffee company up there.  Jacob is in middle school.  Plays baseball, of course.  I see
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