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Lisa Theresa woke up in a good mood. Her Fiance Remy Dove was sleeping harder than usual. She admired his muscular athletic body. His smooth brown skin and tattoos.  They were to be wed in 9 days in her family’s homeland of China.

Lisa picked her phone up from the nightstand. It’d been on silent all night. One message from M. 
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- We have a new concern. This needs to be dealt with immediately. Meet me in CT  ASAP.

-M
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Lisa got out of bed. Throwing Remy’s White button up shirt around her shoulders. She found some yoga pants on a chair by the nightstand. She threw her dark hair in a bun and slipped on some Ugg boots. 

They had a final meeting today with the wedding planner. Before flying out to Xi’an, China tomorrow. I’ll go now before Remy wakes up. Then grab us some breakfast on the way back she thought. 

She looked for her car keys around the disheveled bedroom. Lisa was many things but a clean freak she was not. She gave up on finding her car keys. She’d take Remy’s car.

She found his keys on her living room coffee table. She threw on a black zip-up hoodie. It had a picture of Marilyn Monroe splashed on it in black and white with the lipstick being the only live color. A bright red.

Remy’s black 2009 Crown Victoria was parked outside. Taking up two spaces. The morning air was chilly. But the sun was bright in the sky. Lisa got to the door. She thought it was odd that the door was unlocked.

She thought of how happy Remy would be when she returned with his favorite morning roast and bagels. He’s a lucky guy to have me she said out loud to no one.  

Lisa slid into the driver seat. Put on her seat belt and cranked up the car. You could hear the explosion for miles. The boom rocked Lisa's brownstone. It awakened Remy Dove with its thunderous roar.

Remy's first thought was Lisa. He jumped out bed and ran to the window. Through the thick black smoke, he could see the burning frame of his car. 

He instantly knew what happened. Someone bombed his car. And they killed the wrong person. They killed his woman. Whoever did this was gonna pay he thought. 

The wind changed and smoke billowed in through the open window. Remy passed out where he stood. Half from shock, half from smoke inhalation.
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She was dead. I flew all the way to China for a dead girl. She was my Fiance. And I killed her. Now I had to deal with the contempt of her family and friends.  

It was 90 degrees here. It's rained for 6 days straight. Steam rose slowly from the streets like gods personal ashtray. Everywhere I went here I felt like some black explorer. Like I'm the first black man to walk this frontier. 

I was at the Tang Ho Temple in Xi’an.  Xi’an’s a large city and the beautiful capital of the Shaanxi Province in central China. 

My name is Remy Dove. I’m a P.I. or private investigator.  And I am having the worst week ever. My Chinese / American girlfriend Lisa Theresa died in a car accident 8 days ago. 

She was killed when a car bomb exploded. It was my car. It was meant for me. They wanted my blood. Not hers. I’d be damned if wasn’t going to give them every hateful drop.

We were supposed to get married here today.  Now today I stand alone in the crowd at this Taoist Temple. I steadied my mind by scrolling thru her Instagram Pictures.

She’d taken up Freehand creative drawing. She posted a lot of pictures of her art. Mostly sunsets and dragons. Lots of dragons. 

An older Chinese man cleared his throat next to me. I looked at him. His eyes notion to me the taboo of having my phone out in here. I put my phone away.

Then I rejoined the rest of the room in the over-powering feeling of contempt for me being here.  Imagine being hated by everyone in the room at your girlfriend's funeral. Especially her parents and no good High School sweetheart Bobby Young.  Bobby was the leader of the local Chinese Triad. "The Dragon Wu".

I should have just sent the flowers and white envelope of money. Nobody wants me here. I can’t believe I’m about to fight at Lisa’s funeral.  

White is the color of death in Chinese culture. The room was draped with fine white silk drapes and sashes. The room was cleaner than a surgeons hand. As if dust had never discovered this place. 

The air smelled of fresh sweet pomegranates. This city’s huge export. Gold decorated the room in various places. Lining windows and the rails along the wall. Beautiful tapestry’s hung everywhere. This place was one of calm. Until today.

The casket is placed in the middle of a large round room. It sits in a sea of white chrysanthemums. These separated the body from the mourners. We all stood in the circle facing each other. All eyes had icy stares fixed on me.  Especially Bobby Young and his maniac enforcer Artie Ming.

It was about 40 people there. Everybody wearing white which is the custom. All the women wear large pointy hoods. This is the custom used to hide their sorrow. It reminded me
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