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A blonde walks into a bar ... 

Sounds like a lame joke—on me—right? Except my hair doesn’t waft over my shoulders like a woman looking for action. It’s bound into a low ponytail for driving diagonally across the country, mostly with the windows of my orange Jeep open to keep me awake.

Whenever I do enter a bar—which is often—my reception is ninety-five percent predictable. Lookee here from the drunks. Deliberate indifference from women. Heightened attentiveness by management, depending on how many corners they’ve cut. Now and then, a welcoming smile from an interesting guy, although not as often as you might think. I am former police, after all, and common knowledge claims that aura telegraphs where you stand for months, maybe even years, after you quit. It’s truthful, and it saves time, so I live with it. 

My name is Lauren Beck. I’m single, thirty-two, and a perpetually grateful cancer survivor. I run five miles at least twice a week, which allows me to wear whatever I want. No makeup or jewelry for me, thank you. Just tight jeans, and a white, long-sleeved T-shirt today. It’s a beautiful October afternoon here. Here being rural Ohio.

About fifteen wooden tables dot the entire expanse of this particular bar, with a half-booth for eight in the corner to my right. Simple wooden chairs are mostly upside down on the tables, indicating the area yet to be mopped. Left to right, the actual bar fills two-thirds of the back wall, the rest a kitchen door, then stairs leading up. Neon beer signs adorn the room, along with a few dusty cowboy hats on pegs. At the moment, “Sid’s Saloon” smells of hops, mop soap, and male sweat.

It is mid-afternoon, so only two men are present.

The young guy giving his mop a rest slips me a sly smile.

The big guy behind the bar stands still as a photograph. A beer-keg belly tests the tensile strength of his short-sleeved shirt, and his folded arms are hairier than his head. Almost certainly management, his stubbled face expresses irritation and foreboding, so I decide to hold off asking if he needs a bartender.

Instead, I take a step forward, press my palms together in that hopeful, begging gesture, and announce that I’m trying to locate a woman named Nina.

“Nina Claire Stoddard?” I finish with a grimace, as if I’m expecting bad news.

Which I half am. The last cell-phone ping I got told me Nina was recently in this area. Probably not at this establishment, but somewhere in the nearly invisible little town someone optimistically named Worthy, Ohio.

Silence.

“Or maybe it’s Nina something else?”

The men glance at each other, communicating something.

The moment lasts long enough to suggest they might know her, and the tension I’ve been carrying for so many days and miles morphs into breath-holding hope.

I am also suddenly aware that I’m really, really hungry. In my eagerness to run down my most promising lead, I skipped breakfast and lunch.

“You serve food here?” I inquire.

“Yeah,” says the big guy.

“Sorta,” says the kid.

“Any chance for a burger and fries?”

The guys glance at each other again.

The big one answers with a short nod, and I almost hear his reasoning. “Why wait until dinner service when you have a paying customer standing next to an empty table?”

He ambles through the two-way door at the right of the end of the bar.

The kid hasn’t moved. He is short for an adult male, a few inches shy of my five-foot nine. His hair is a tousle of soft brown waves trimmed without benefit of a mirror. The expanse above his thin lips is uncommonly flat—unusual, but not that unusual. A certain twinkle in his hazel eyes tells me he hasn’t fully embraced adulthood yet.

Something about this kid is different, and I like different.

I ask him his name.

“Bo,” he replies. “What’s yours?”

I tell him, then I ask if he’s old enough to vote.

His nose suddenly tickles. “Yep. Are you?”

Bo’s gaze is now clamped on me like a pup with a bone, and his knee is bouncing. He asks my middle name, which happens to be, “Louise.”

“Does anybody call you Lulu?”

That gets an emphatic, “No!” from me, and Bo huffs out a laugh.

We sit across from each other at the nearest table. “What’s the big guy’s name?” I ask before my food arrives.

“Sidney,” Bo answers with a snicker.

“So it’s Sid? As in ...?”

“Yup. Sid’s Saloon. You play poker?”

“Sometimes.”

“Bet I can beat cha.”

Stifling a laugh, I lift a corner of my lips and lower my eyes.

“What! You don’t think I can?” The kid seems hurt, maybe even insulted.

“It’s just that I don't know how long I’ll be here. That’s all.”

I get a whiff of hamburger on its way toward me.

Sid sets down the thick plate of food and a glass of water, then lowers himself onto another chair. That Bo is included in this conversation is interesting in itself, as if he’s more than just Sid’s employee. Exactly what the relationship is is yet to be determined.

“So, what’s your interest in this ‘Nina’ woman?” Sid asks in that protective way men use to warn off a stranger.

Which confirms that he knows her.

My mouth is suddenly dry, and I can’t stop blinking. To stall, I bite into the burger, which I can’t really taste. 

“She hasn’t done anything wrong ...” I finally manage, “... if that’s what you’re worried about.” I wave a hand, but Sid is photo-still again, waiting for my real answer.

I tell him it’s personal.

“Personal, eh?”

“Yes,” as in none of his business. I blink at him over another bite of burger.

“Okay, okay,” Sid appears to concede. “But why ask us?” His gesture includes Bo. “Is this the sort of place your woman would be?”

I reach for the fries. By the time I meet Sid’s gaze, he’s relaxed into an actual person, so I tell him the truth.

“Nina and alcohol don’t exactly get along, so no. But ...” I circle the air with a French fry ... “Charming as this town is, it ain’t New York. I figure you may have heard about somebody new hanging around.”

Sid slaps the table, not hard, but not softly either. Then he stands up and ambles back to whatever he was doing behind the bar.

I eat a little more burger before Bo asks, “Why are you looking for, whatsername? Nina?” 

So much is racing through my head that words won’t come, and surprise, surprise, the kid answers for me.

“She’s your mother, right?”

I need to sip water to keep from choking. “How did you guess?”

“Claire—she likes her middle name—told us you used to be a cop. Also, you sorta look like her.”

A couple months ago, as I was about to leave my dad’s place in Albuquerque, he confessed that my mother might still be alive. Telling my brother and me she’d died was meant to keep us from pining for her return. I guess he figured after twenty-five years that didn’t matter anymore.

He was wrong.

Both times.

I’ve been waffling about catching up with my mother all the way back east, and, now that I’ve found her, my heart is pounding like a sledgehammer.

Bo opens his hand. “Gimme your phone.”

I hand it over.

After poking the GPS icon and writing something in the app’s “Where to?” box, the kid returns my phone with a flourish.

“You’ve only got half an hour,” he says. “You should probably go.”

My eyes narrow with confusion.

Bo points to the destination on the GPS. “It’s a dance studio. Claire goes every week to ... to dance, I guess.

“Claire?” I query.

“I told you. She likes her middle name.” Seemingly finished with me, he pinches a wad of cold fries and stuffs them into his mouth. It’s such a simple, ingenuous thing to do that I pat his shoulder as I rise.

Squirming with anticipation, I rush out to my Jeep and get moving. Heeding the GPS instructions, shops and houses flash by, a blur of small-town America in the middle of the vast swaths of farmland I passed getting here.

I’m feeling quite smug about acquiring “Claire’s” cell phone number. Not only did it prove she’s alive, with that starting point, tracking her movements became something of a folly, a halfhearted quest that added interest to the long drive from New Mexico. I can scarcely believe I’ve been lucky enough to succeed.

Passing through Worthy, Ohio’s tiny town center, I see that whatever commerce there is has already slowed for the day. Yet when I arrive at my destination, several cars are parked in the lot to the right of the two-story brick building, and a few others line the opposite curb. Good omen, there is a spot right in front, so I turn the Jeep around in the lot’s driveway and tuck him just behind a black SUV in need of a rinse. The accumulating clouds suggest it will get one soon.

Since I prefer not to leave a weapon in an unwatched car, I carry my Glock in my saddlebag purse. Thieves come with an assortment of skills and ambitions, so even leaving an unloaded handgun well-hidden isn’t entirely safe. And yet. Do I want to spoil a welcoming hug—if there is one—with a heavy gun banging against our hips?

Welcoming hug? Who am I kidding? There are plenty of reasons why that may not happen.

The Glock stays where it belongs. With me.

A half-torn picture of tiny sneakers and a FOR RENT sign suggest the ghost of a children’s shoe store haunts the building’s first floor. On the left, a green door leads up to “Darby’s Dance Studio.” When I open it, salsa music beats almost as loudly as my heart.

I feel a smile sneak onto my face as I slowly ascend.

The upper landing is roughly four feet by seven, and a couple of light jackets hang on pegs to the right. The interior green door is propped open, revealing about a dozen adult couples moving to the evocative music with varying degrees of grace.

Stopping at the doorway, I peek inside to look for a place to sit. The room’s rectangle is lengthier to the right where tall windows overlook the street. Mirrors and ballet barres cover the wall to my immediate left, ending at the music equipment and a door to what I imagine is the owner’s office.

Chairs for dancers in need of a rest are lined up all the way across from me, but working my way through quick-stepping couples would be like battling a Christmastime crowd at a mall.

It would also draw attention, the last thing I want. Better to wait for the dance to end before I spring my surprise on Nina, aka “Claire.” So many questions I want to ask, most of them beginning with, “Why ...?”

Slipping inside as inconspicuously as possible, I lean against the plain, wood-paneled wall to the right. A few of the dancers meet my eyes as they glide past, but none are my mother, and none exhibit any special interest in me. I guess spectators aren’t that much of a novelty—people considering the class for themselves?

And then I spot her. Her elderly partner gently supports her shoulders as she dips backward, sweeping her left arm toward the floor and turning her face directly toward me.

The moment hangs in the air for what feels like an eternity. Her eyes widen. Her lips form a perfect O of surprise. Her eyelashes flutter.

I have no idea what my face is doing, but I straighten up and can scarcely keep from running across the room.

I don’t get the chance. As “Claire’s” dance partner eases her upright, two rapid shots fire from the doorway to my left.

Screams instantly overpower the music. I can’t even hear my mother’s body fall to the floor.
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Without thinking, I bolt out the door after my mother’s killer. The blood pounding in my ears competes with the panicked shrieks I leave behind. I’m the angriest I’ve ever been in my life.

As my feet hammer down the empty stairs, the useless gun in my purse bounces hard enough against my thigh to leave bruises. I don’t care.

I hit the sidewalk and almost fall on my ass. It’s raining so hard I can scarcely see the killer’s vehicle speeding away. The loaded clouds are also responsible for an early nightfall.

Wiping my eyes, I climb into the Jeep, get it running, frantically steer around the dirty SUV, and hit the road like a thoroughbred bursting through an open gate.

Half a mile later I’m close enough for a rare streetlight to reveal the “Ohio Pride” license of the shooter’s small black sedan.

The streetlight also warns the shooter that the orange Jeep from back at the dance studio is on his tail, because the driver makes a quick right turn and puts on speed.

I follow onto what soon becomes a rural, two-lane road. Farmland, judging by the absence of homes with lighted windows. With no other traffic, my pursuit becomes even more obvious, yet I persist through two more dark, slippery turns. I lag two hundred yards behind. Driving any faster on unfamiliar roads would risk rolling over in a ditch or ramming into a tree.

Suddenly, there is nothing up ahead but pitch black. The shooter’s car is nowhere in sight.

I brake and slap the steering wheel with frustration. My only option is to turn off the Jeep’s headlights and hope my night vision shows me something. Anything to offer the local cops—and me—something to go on.

A few pale cornstalks wallowing in the adjacent mud gradually come into focus. The sound of water gushing in the gutters and the relentless rain enclose me like a dark, claustrophobic closet and force my thoughts inward. Rushing after a killer alone was just plain reckless. Back on the job, I had to suppress my fury over the worst humanity has to offer every day. The shock of the moment doesn’t excuse my stupidity.

“It’s personal,” I told Sid, and that makes an enormous difference. How could it not? The answers to all my questions were within reach. Was pink still “Claire’s” favorite color? Did she miss my brother and me? Could I still pick out her laugh in a crowded room? All the answers are gone, and I’m furious. I want to apprehend her killer more than anything I’ve ever done, and I swear I will.

I breathe deeply and exhale slowly, like a rational person bracing for a challenge. Better. Maybe now I can think.

I consider creeping forward to see what there is to see, but quickly dismiss that notion. There has to be a hiding place up ahead—a clump of bushes or trees, an out-building, a barn? Perhaps a tractor lane known to the shooter I won’t notice until it’s too late. If Claire was the shooter’s first kill, common knowledge claims that the second is much easier.

With disappointment tucked safely deep down with my fury, I twist the Jeep’s headlights back on and turn around.

Where to go is the question. The dance studio will only offer more grief. I should check into the basics-only campsite I reserved just outside town, but the thought of mourning my mother in a cold, wet Jeep overnight sounds unbearable. I’m already chilled through, and my adrenaline high has deteriorated into a full body ache.

Brandy poured with a heavy hand is what I need, and I know just where to get it.

While I’m there, I can tell Sid and Bo what happened—with luck, before they see it on the evening news.
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Worthy, Ohio’s grapevine must operate with optimum efficiency. Less than an hour after the murder, Sid and Bo are embraced by a table of beer-swilling regulars wagging their heads in silent sympathy.

Understandable. Death leaves everyone with little to say, even less when the deceased purposely kept a low profile. I found out first-hand exactly how low Claire’s profile was while tracing her whereabouts.

Stepping inside the saloon’s doorway and dripping onto a mat, I feel surprisingly out of place for the bartender I often am. Also—much to my surprise—jealous. Sid, Bo, and even the beer-swillers know more personal details about Nina Claire Stoddard-Beck than I ever will.

Sid rises with the intention of refilling an empty pitcher. Noticing me, he abandons the pitcher and approaches.

“You okay?” he asks with genuine concern.

The kindness makes my lips tremble, and Sid drapes his beefy, bare arm across my shoulders.

“You’re freezing,” he says. “Lemme get you sometin’. Brandy, good?”

I want to kiss him. “Neat,” I say with a nod, and he hustles away.

Bo saw me, too, and he’s here in a flash. He hooks his hand around my arm and leads me to an empty table near the door. The rest of the room sounds almost normal for a bar, as subdued as an ordinary weeknight. It's such a familiar and welcoming atmosphere, I’m glad Claire found this place for herself.

“You okay?” Bo asks exactly the way Sid did, and I wonder who they really are to each other.

I wave my head no.

“Where you been?”

I huff out a wry laugh at my own expense before admitting I chased after the killer.

“No way!” Revealing his youth and inexperience, the kid seems titillated by my recklessness. Eager for more detail, he leans in close.

However, Sid is back, and he reads Bo’s eyes. “Leave ‘er alone,” he admonishes as he drops a napkin on the table and sets my drink on it. “You were there,” he states in his own way, leaving it to me to say something—or not.

“I’m sorry,” he adds. “Bottoms up.” Then he squeezes my shoulder and departs, leaving me alone with Bo.

I lift the brandy, give the kid a little salute, and drink.

The saloon door opens with a blast of cold, damp air, and three men walk in. In uniform. The leader scans the room, then eases over to stand in front of me. He states that he is the county sheriff.

“These men are my deputies,” he concludes with a sweep of his hand. “You’re new in town.”

It wasn’t a question, so I don’t answer.

“Who are you?” he asks with a lift of his chin. 

Hefty, but in decent shape, probably late fifties, the sheriff’s commanding air says he’s confident enough to run a county law enforcement agency. Yet it’s the glint in his eyes that warns me to watch myself. There’s more going on in his head than he’d like you to see. 

“Lauren Beck,” I reply. “Claire Stoddard’s daughter.”

The local lawman nods thoughtfully. “Well then,” he says with a supercilious smile. “I’d say you and me need to talk.” 

“That’s it?” I complain. “That’s how you address a grieving daughter?”

The chin rises higher. “My condolences, Ms. Beck,” he concedes. “You and me need to talk.”

I set down what’s left of the brandy, a terrible waste because Sid didn’t stint on the good stuff.

“Your place or mine?”

The sheriff’s grin broadens. “Shall we go?” He indicates the door with a shift of his shoulder.

The deputies ease themselves behind me as I reach for my coat and purse. “I’ll take that,” one of them says, indicating the purse.

I hold it tightly to my chest.

The whole room is silently watching this, so when someone snickers, I snap my head around to see what jerk is amused by my predicament.

A lone, middle-aged woman lifts a corner of her mouth into a sneaky smile.

“After you,” the sheriff prompts, forcing me to stop glaring at the woman. One in every crowd, as usual, and the least of my worries.

“Mind if I drive myself?” I ask.

“Next time maybe,” my escort replies, which tells me way more about our upcoming conversation than I want to know.
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The sheriff’s barracks are in a low, wooden building that resembles a hunting lodge, the sort of place you rent when you feel like roughing it for a weekend. Lighting high on metal poles illuminates the walkway and makes the sagging-wet pines embracing the entrance glisten. The rain has slacked off some, but it’s not done yet.

Despite appearances, I’m sure the facility is equipped with modern electronics and at least one holding cell, which I’m afraid may be reserved for me. Our group of four is filing loosely down the sidewalk, but were I to suddenly step left or right I fear I would get slammed face down on the cement.

Inside, we pass by a glass-enclosed reception/dispatch cubicle occupied by a woman twice my age. I am directed through a sturdy metal door to the right. After it clangs shut behind us, the deputies peel off toward an area of light activity. The sheriff ushers me into his office cum interrogation room.

“Sit,” he says somewhere between an order and an invitation.

I slide the closest visitor chair away from the desk so I can stretch my legs. By now I feel like the horse who was ridden hard and put away wet. As it is now the middle of the evening, I am hungry again, which I intend to mention if I get a chance.

My host plops his feet up on his desk and crosses them at the ankles, a vulnerable position ordinarily, except for where we are.

Deliberately taking the initiative, I ask his name.

“Sheriff Kent,” he answers.

“First name Clark?” I joke, which only amuses me.

“Darrell,” he adds. “Sheriff Darrell Kent to you.”

No sense of humor is a clue. This guy may sag at the chin and bulge at the waist, but he expects to be regarded as hard, the sort of person who you don’t dare cross.

“Okay, Sheriff Darrell Kent. Can you please tell me why I’m being treated like a suspect?”

Kent drops his feet to the floor, leans forward on his elbows, and fixes me with his pale blue, seen-it-all eyes. Somehow, I’ve got to make this man my ally.

I remind him that my mother just died in the worst imaginable way. “How about cutting me some slack?”

“You admit you were there.”

“Yes, I was there. Of course, I was there. It was the worst minute of my life.”

Hearing myself, I realize I’m telling the truth. Trying to get a grip, I literally cover my forehead with my hand and twist my hair painfully between my fingers. 

“You ran out,” Kent remarks. “Why?”

I sit upright in order to tell him straight. “I was furious. I wanted to catch the bastard and beat him to death.”

Kent’s eyes widen, and his once stern lips say, “Oh?” without actually saying it.

“Sorry. Probably not what I should have said.”

“Maybe not,” the sheriff agrees. “What I don’t get is why would a woman like you...”

“Whaddaya mean ‘a woman like you?’” I interrupt. “You don’t know anything about me. You didn’t even know I was Claire’s daughter until I told you.”

“Are you?”

“What? Of course, I am.” I dig out my phone. “Here. Call my dad. You’ll have to tell him how Claire died first. Then you can explain why you think I’m lying about being his daughter. Here. Go ahead.”

Kent inhales fast and exhales slowly. Waves the phone away. “I believe we were discussing what kind of a woman you are. So please. What kind of woman are you?”

“Person, you mean.”

“Sweet Jesus!”

“I was a cop.”

Finally showing genuine interest, he leans further forward. “And now you’re not?”

“I left to get treated for Hodgkin’s disease.”

Nobody ever knows what to say when you tell them you had cancer. Kent just folds his arms across his belly and blinks. His cheeks may be a little flushed, though.

Moving right along, I admit that running after my mother’s killer was a stupid thing to do. “Really, really stupid, but I ... I was furious, so I, I did it. In a mile or so I cooled off enough to realize I couldn’t catch the guy by myself. My gun wasn’t even loaded—no time for that!”

“What gun?”

“My Glock.” I lift my purse to illustrate. “I’ve got a license to carry concealed.”

“Because you were a cop.”

“Correct. But the bullets are hidden in my Jeep ...”

“...because you weren’t expecting to witness a shooting,” Kent finishes for me.

Is he actually almost coming around? Please, please, please let him be coming around.

”Right,” I continue. “Right! I thought I could at least see where the killer went.”

“Where did he go?”

“Up in smoke for all I know. The car just plain disappeared. Small black sedan, Ohio Pride license plate. Couldn’t see the numbers.”

“Perps switch license plates all the time. Remember any landmarks? Anything?”

“It was pouring buckets. I was lucky I didn’t steer into a ditch.”

“Where do you think you were? Approximately.”

“Farmland northeast of the dance studio. I was pretty lost. I used my GPS to get back to Sid’s.”

The Sheriff grunts. Rubs his chin. “You got somebody who can verify you were police?”

I immediately think of Scarp Poletta. He hates my calls, but I’m obviously in a jam, and what are old friends for?

I recite my cop friend’s personal cell number, and Kent makes a note.  Scarp will not be happy to do me another favor, especially when he might be home with his wife, but a homicide detective’s business cell is strictly for business, so he should answer.

“You asked me a question a while back,” Kent remarks.

“I did?” Thinking of Scarp sidetracked me there for a minute.

“Why you’ve been treated like a suspect, which you are, by the way.”

“Impossible!”

Kent holds out his hand. “The Glock. Butt first, please.”

My heart is hammering again. What have I done to ...?

“Now, please.”

I fish my weapon out of my purse and give it to him. He sniffs to see if it’s been fired recently. Then he checks that it’s not loaded.

I hold out my hand to ask for it back.

“Maybe tomorrow,” the sheriff says as he locks my weapon in a desk drawer. “You’ve got witnesses who think you’re an accomplice. One even swears you shot the woman yourself.”

“My mother, you mean.”

“Unconfirmed. Anyhow, parents have been killed by their children before.”

I want to spew four-letter words, but I bite my tongue. “Listen!” I begin after the temptation passes. “I was told my mother was dead when I was seven. I only found out she wasn’t two months ago. Going to the trouble of locating her just to get rid of her doesn’t make sense. Why not just let her stay in the wind?”

Kent wants to bite his nails. I know the symptoms.

“And by the way,” I add. “If I did it, why was it so easy for you to find me? Eh?”

I’ve given the man a terrible dilemma. I can see it. I can feel it, and I’m afraid saying one more word on the subject will make it worse.

So I point out that I missed dinner. Hinted that it would be nice if he ordered a pizza. “I’ll pay.” The last cop who semi-arrested me got us a really great one. Pepperoni! We shared it over his desk.

I refrain from mentioning that.

“I’ll call my wife,” Kent offers instead, “after I call this Scarp fella. Don’t go anywhere.”

He leaves the room.

And locks me in.
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Sadly, there are no pizzas available for delivery to the county law enforcement facility covering Worthy, Ohio. This is a rural area, after all. I passed by an Amish farm just before my arrival, also plenty of trees, cornfields, and livestock—none of which have any interest in pizza.

Instead, Kent’s wife delivered a generous portion of homemade beef stew, which I am devouring alone in the sheriff’s office while he goes about his business. I presume that includes pursuing other leads regarding my mother’s demise—crime scene reports, and such. Surely low on his list of worries is what the heck to do with me.

Obviously, my one remaining contact with the Ludwig, PA, police department hasn’t returned Kent’s call. If Scarp isn’t busy with his own cases, he’s probably having a quiet dinner with his wife, watching TV, or catching a few Zs. He might also be loath to answer any questions whatsoever to do with me. Our brief—let’s call it romance—complicated our friendship—as sex always does.

It is ten p.m. when Kent finally returns, and I’m glad to see him. A restroom would be nice. Also, a blanket, and a bed.

The sheriff’s face tells me how awful his day has been, and I feel sorry for the guy, although not very. He did refer to me as “a woman like you,” and, based on a bunch of hysterical dancers, treated me like an accomplice to my mother’s killer. Same degree of guilt, same punishment, by the way. Fortunately, after sniffing my gun, he seems to have backed off the idea that I shot my mother myself.

Still, these are not promising first impressions for either of us, especially if I hope to be involved in the investigation, which I intend to be—one way or another.

Rain is still hammering the barracks’ roof, and I’m pretty sure it’s too late to check into the campsite I reserved. With that in mind, why not nudge Kent an inch closer toward us being allies by taking a problem off his plate (and mine!).

“How about if I stay here tonight?” I suggest with my fingers crossed. “You can call anybody you want in the morning.”

Kent’s relief is palpable. “How would that work, exactly?”

“You got a holding cell? The night man can take care of my needs. I promise not to shoot him.”

No smile. Not that I expected one.

“Be right back,” he says, and locks me in again.

When he returns, he seems relieved. He even provides me with a fluffy comforter from his office closet. Since I’m aware that cell blankets are scratchy and often none too clean, this is hugely promising.

I thank Kent prettily, although he should really be thanking me. Seriously. How often does anybody volunteer to be incarcerated?

Tucked in for the night, my mind finally has the leisure to address
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