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"This looks like another really cute one," groaned Marsh as he and Detective Grewecski arrived on the crime scene.

"Well good morning to you too," said Doctor Gigner. "This poor sucker was beaten so badly you'd think he'd got run over by a tank."

"What is with all the blood around the face and mouth, he looks like he still has all his teeth?"

"Yes, but no tongue."

"They cut it out, hmm, looks like our boy was a talker," winced Marsh, making entries in a small tattered spiral notebook.

"Someone obviously didn’t like what he had to say," remarked Grew as he looked down at the body of the thirty something Hispanic male victim laying along the filthy city street curb.

"Did you guys find any ID on him?" asked Marsh.

"He was picked cleaner than most, even his shoes are gone," responded the patrol officer who had found the body.

"Well that's down to the local rabble, doubt the killer took the time to go through this guy's pockets. This was a message of sorts, not a mugging gone bad," surmised Lt. Marsh.

"I'll get to him as soon as I can," said Gigner.

"Then I guess we will wait on you Doc, without an ID we are shooting blanks. His prints should help us to fill in some of the form boxes when we write this one up for the computer," said Marsh. "I'm suspecting this guy had a long record in the criminal database."

"They don’t always have records Detective," remarked Doctor Gigner signaling to his team to remove the body.

"I'd bet a half keg of beer this one does," grinned Marsh putting away his notebook into his jacket pocket.

"Hell, even I can see the prison ink on his arm," smiled Grew.

"Yeah, what is that a 60th street tat, that is old school, they've been gone for years now. It just doesn't match up, he's way too young for that ancient gang," remarked Marsh. He and Grew drove back to the Homicide offices and were greeted by a lively discussion between Captain Evans, Det. Ben Greymor and Det. John Hobbs, as they entered.

"Hey Lieutenant, I need some help over here," chuckled Hobbs.

"I've told you that for years John," wisecracked Marsh taking off his jacket, placing it on the back of his chair and then tossing his keys into the top drawer of his desk, before sitting down. "So what's the topic or don’t I want to know."

"We were having an exchange of opinions about the steady rise in street cops turning violent and over-reacting to young black males," said Captain Evans.

"Oh hell, well, if you're talking about Missouri, Florida or California then there is no argument that I can see, it's just a dirty little fact," said Marsh.

"But Lt. you started on the street, you know how the stress can build up," said Hobbs.

"First off, you are talking to two of the finest men I know, who just happen to be black, you must understand to them this is a long standing problem of their communities back when they were kids growing up. More blacks are in U.S. prisons than any other race, a disproportionate amount. Before you open your mouth, as I can see it in your eyes that you were about to, even as white as you are, you must know that's the truth," said Marsh with a stare so as to warn Hobbs to choose his words very carefully.

"Yes, I was about to say something stupid like more blacks commit crimes because of their horrible life circumstances, which by the way is everyone's fault. You're correct, statically they are ten times more likely to be picked out, simply because they are black," grinned Hobbs nervously.

"Like Marty was saying, that is an old problem," said Captain Evans. "The current situation is that police profiling and arrest has graduated to murder, it's always been a sore spot, white cop shots black youth, but today it has increased to a tipping point. If you are black and wear a hoodie, you are a hundred times more likely not to make it back to your house if you run into a cop, than if you were white. There is an increased intolerance for young black men by our fellow cops, this cannot be condoned any longer. When the backlash comes, no cop will be safe."

"The demands of the street cop have not increased, I can see no reason for it happening," said Greymor shaking his head.

"I think the alleged threat of terrorism has artificially made their jobs seem more stressful," remarked Hobbs.

"I agree with the Captain," remarked Grew.

"Ah, what do you know you're from Poland," smiled Evans.

"So you think that America holds the franchise on prejudice," said Grew. "There has always been a problem with anti-Semitism among other bias, which of course goes back to World War II. Poland often is a crossroads to various immigrants and with each new group comes more hatred and distrust."

"Look it really is very simple, as more police departments get more surplus military gear, each street cop thinks they are going to war. Hell some of these tiny little police agencies have more gear than frontline Army combat troops, it's beyond silly. It's also damn scary, I'm a cop and I don’t like seeing the militarization of police departments. You sign up for the job, you know what the dangers are before you finish your training. I'm sorry but, you can’t relate to the citizens you're paid to protect while driving an armored vehicle through the streets of your town. These cops will never even see a terrorist during their careers, much less recognize one if he showed up in the town square and took a piss in the fountain. They feel they need all the new toys for protection, that's pure bullshit! They forget they are there to serve the public and that all the citizens are not potential bad guys," said Marsh.

"So what's the answer, should the citizens get tanks also?" injected Hobbs.

"No, the problem is street cops need to have more annual psychological screenings and stress management training. The towns, cities and states would argue that they can't afford it but that's a dodge, they are legally responsible for every gun they put on the streets in the hand of a cop and therefore they need to come up with the bucks. It's like putting gas into your car and forgetting to check the oil level. They need to stop all the pissing away of tax dollars on unnecessary luxuries. It's a matter of prioritizing and public safety should always be number one, hell that's the whole reason we have jobs in the first damn place, the politicians seem to forget that part. Any government, federal, state, county or municipal is not a profit venture, not a corporation, it is a device to ensure the safety of all by applying the rules of law equally and fairly," said Marsh.

"Oh shit, that sounded like a campaign speech to me," laughed Captain Evans. "Is it to be Councilman Marsh, perhaps Mayor Marsh?"

"No, if and when I decide not to do any work for my paycheck, I'll apply for Captain," smiled Marsh.

"Funny man, so what did you get this morning?" asked Evans.

"Hispanic male, about thirty-two, beaten to death and his tongue was removed, no ID, waiting on prints to be rolled by the coroner's office."

"Sounds like he got someone really mad at him. While you are waiting, I got one just before you walked in, they found some teenager dead at her school this morning. It looks like she was strangled. Gigner was rerouted and is already on his way to the scene," said Evans. 

"Let's move it out," yelled Marsh to Grew who had ducked into the coffee room.

"Come on Marty, I still have not had a full cup today," shouted Grew. "I need it in order to function."

"So, take it with you, it’s about a twenty minute drive in noon traffic even with lights flashing," remarked Marsh grabbing his jacket and keys.

"I suspect he may be having a problem trying to figure out how he can bring along a piece of that cherry coffee cake I brought in this morning," laughed Hobbs.

"Don’t let him eat the whole thing Marty. My partner here has found the best new bakery in the city, that cake melts in your mouth, it's incredible," commented Greymor.

"Grew, let's go, Greymor will save you a piece of the cherry coffeecake," laughed Marsh walking towards the hall doors.

"Yeah and I'd trust him to do that," mumbled Grew with his mouth full, wiping his lips with a napkin and carrying a large coffee in his other hand as he hustled to catch up to Marsh who was holding the door for him

_________________________________

"Hell, I'm starting to see more of you than I see my wife," muttered Marsh as he and Grew stared poker faced at the dead teenage girl laying on the floor of a large walk-in safe.

"She was discovered by one of the female teachers who was going to store some documents in here," said Doctor Gigner.

"Can I assume as her jeans and panties are off that there was sexual contact," asked Grew.

"I'll know for sure once I examine her back at the morgue but I think I can safely say at this point that she shows definite signs of intercourse," replied Gigner.

"Well obviously we need to find out how the hell she got into this giant safe, was it open or did she or her friend come by the combination in some way," said Marsh.

"The principal?" asked Grew.

"Yeah, let's start there," groaned Marsh as he turned to exit the basement.

"Mrs. Chamberidge, do you have any ideas as to how Linda Junkers got into your archives safe?" asked Marsh taking a seat in the principal's office.

"It is not normally kept open during school hours. So no, I do not have any idea how this could have happened. Currently, I am overwhelmed by this entire matter. All the staff has taken great pride and made inexhaustible efforts in order that our school could rise to the top ranks of all the city schools. Mind you, despite unreasonable budget cuts we have maintained one of the highest rates of academic proficiency. Now to have it besmirched by such an event as this, it's like a punch in the stomach," grouched Chamberidge.

"Sounds like you are more freaking concerned about your reputation than the dead girl laying downstairs," remarked Grew.

"Who are you to come into my office to insult me?" snapped Chamberidge.

"Well let's see now, we are the Homicide police investigating how one of your charges was found with no clothes on from the waist down and strangled to death in your safe," retorted Marsh. "Seems to me you'd better start coming up with some answers or you'll be facing more than a damaged reputation. Now who were her teachers and what was her schedule?"

"Oh my word, are you planning on disrupting our daily routine over this incident?"

"Incident! What the hell is with you lady, get us the damn info or you'll be taking a ride to jail. Now!" shouted Marsh losing his temper.

Reluctantly, Chamberidge provided Marsh and Grew with a class schedule and the names of the teachers for Linda Junkers. They walked along the ground floor to see the first teacher on the list. "Mrs. Berry, are we to understand Linda was present in your class this morning," said Marsh confronting the English and American literature teacher sitting in the staff lounge.

"Yes, she was there, I do remember seeing her wearing that pretty pink blouse, such a nice change from the usual parade of disheveled t-shirt clad bodies I normally face everyday."

"Do you know if she had something special planned for today, school assembly appearance, birthday or seeing a special guy?" asked Grew.

"No, nothing stands out but she has been distracted a bit lately, her grades were dipping slightly. I was sensing perhaps she may have had a male interest, just a womanly notion, no proof," smiled Berry.

"Have you seen her talking with any particular boy in school recently?" asked Marsh.

"No, not really."

"Can you give us a list of her friends," said Marsh.

"Well, I only knew of one girl that she talked to regularly, Cathy Sillsman."

"Do you have any idea where we can find Mr. Gullster?"

"I believe this is his week to monitor the lunch hour, we rotate babysitter duties in the cafeteria," smiled Berry.

"That horrible smelling place at the end of the hallway," chuckled Grew.

"Yes, that's it, we call it our no star restaurant."

_____________________________

"Mr. James Gullster?"

"Yes, how can I help you gentlemen?"

"I am Detective Marsh and this is my partner Det. Grewecski. We are looking into the death of Linda Junker."

"Yes, what a waste of a young life and such a remarkably pretty young woman. How can I be of assistance?" grinned Gullster sheepishly.

"Was she present in your class today?"

"Yes."

"Did she seem distracted or upset in anyway?" asked Marsh.

"Not that I noticed. Unfortunately she was not what you might call an especially prominent student in my class. A lot of the students try their best to fade into the background when I teach. History is often not a favorite subject, very sad, of all the subjects it is the one that will teach you the most about all life on the planet, from the violence of man, and political corruption, to the inhuman events that have been perpetrated on numerous men, women and children throughout the ages," preached Gullster.

"So nothing made her seem different today?"

"Just her attire, stunning compared to the rest of the rabble. Designer pink blouse, floral print skirt, pink socks and dressy shoes, what a change from all those flip-flops and cheap dirty sneakers."

"Do you think she was having an assignation?" grinned Marsh.

"Possible, her head was not into history, that's all I remember."

"Well thank you. Do you have any idea where we can find a J. Ripka?"

"Oh, that bitch, she'd be in the west wing, second floor, either in her classroom or cackling in the teacher's lounge."

"I take it you are not a fan of hers?" smiled Grew.

"Difference of opinion," grinned Gullster.

_________________________________

"Good afternoon Ms. Ripka, I am Marsh and this is Grew, we need to ask you about Linda Junker."

"Poor girl, such a shame, my number one student."

"So she was applying herself in your class," said Marsh.

"Absolutely, she was an excellent student, not just my class. She was on the fast track to an Ivy League college."

"Strange, Mr. Gullster seems to think she was just getting by in his history class."

"She was a straight 'A' student down the line. He probably creeped her out."

"Does he creep you out?" asked Grew.

"Totally," laughed Ripka. "He's offended most of the female teachers and students."

"Has he made any advances or remarks?" asked Marsh.

"No, he is too introverted, but he always stares at you, like you were a piece of meat, you must know the type. That's why most female students knew better than to wear a skirt in his class. I understand a male teacher standing up in front of a class with young women in it is going to have many temptations. You try to advert your eyes, but even I have seen stuff by accident," said Ripka.

"You mean like no undies?" winced Grew.

"Worse, they are baby clean. They don't seem to understand nature put that hair there to protect their body, removing it is counterintuitive."

"So do you think that perhaps Gullster could have made a move on Linda Junker?" asked Marsh.

"Doubt it, in fact I overheard a few of the girls talking one day before class and distinctly remember Linda being repulsed by the talk of sex with an older man, too much like having sex with your father or an uncle."

"Is there any boyfriend that you know of?" asked Marsh.

"None that I can recall, but you should have a talk with her BFF Cathy."

"That would be Cathy Sillsman?"

"Yes, but she and several of the girls went home right after they heard about poor Linda," said Ripka.

"Well thank you for all your help, I guess we can get Sillsman's address from the main office," said Marsh turning to leave.

_____________________________________

"That's the house over there on the right," commented Grew as Marsh found a parking space three houses up from Cathy Sillsman's residence. "Guess we'd better go kind of easy on the kid."

"Yeah, not my favorite part of the job but then again we need to hustle it up to find some leads before they all evaporate," remarked Marsh getting out from behind the steering wheel. They casually strolled up to the light blue colonial house and Marsh rang the front door bell.

"Cops huh," groaned a disheveled sixty something man who answered the door. "Guess you need to get this crap over with fast. In my day we'd be cracking a few heads over at that silly-ass school, one of them punks must know something," said the man as he held the storm door open for the two detectives to enter the house. "Cathy, get yourself down here, these guys are busy ya know."

A young woman of seventeen entered the room, eyes red and holding a wad of tissues to her nose. She was accompanied by her mother. Cathy took a seat on the couch next to her father. Sliding back against the rear of the seat cushion she then pulled up her knees towards her chest and tearfully looked first at Grew then Marsh.

"Hello Cathy, my name is Lt. Marsh and this is Sgt. Grewecski. We need to ask you some questions about your friend Linda Junkers. I know it's tough to talk about it but the sooner we can get a full picture of Linda's daily life the better our chances of finding out who did this to your friend."

"What did you want to know?" asked Cathy weakly.

"Well, did she appear to be a little different lately, perhaps mention a new boyfriend?"

"Was she raped?" asked Mr. Sillsman.

"We have no final determination on that point as yet," said Marsh.

"Come on detective, we know she was bare-ass naked when she was found, that don’t take your college degree to figure out what happened. She went down there with some teenaged punk and he did her, you just need to know if she went willingly," shouted Sillsman.

"Let me guess, you are a retired street cop?" smiled Marsh.

"Yep, twenty-five and out. The city has been going to hell ever since and you guys nowadays are pussy-footing around. Come on girl, who was Linda screwing?"

"Hank, that's enough, can't you see she is upset, for Christ's sake, she is hurting!" shouted Mrs. Sillsman.

"Tell you what Cathy, why don’t you grab your jacket and we can go sit in our car and chat in private," suggested Marsh standing up. Five minutes later Cathy sat in the back seat of Marsh's car while Grew adjusted the heater to take off the chill of the early November day. "So you two were best of friends?" asked Marsh.

"We were inseparable at one time, but lately she had gotten a bit weird."

"In what way?"

"She didn’t hang out with me and Lisa much anymore. One time we all went to this club, the Tin Angel. It's a retro club, they do punk rock, metal and grunge stuff. They cater to the goth set mostly," said Cathy.

"I don’t keep up with the music today but I thought that had all faded away," snickered Grew.

"No, it's all alternative rock from the punk rock stuff, but it gets infused with a lot of different styles, except no country or hip hop."

"So what happened at the Tin Angel?" asked Marsh.

"We thought it was not our kind of music and wanted to take off, but Linda was mesmerized. We actually left her there after she refused to leave with Lisa and I."

"So what happened after that night?"

"She kept going to the club, met people and basically stopped hanging out with us."

"Do you know any of the names of these new goth friends?"

"No, sorry."

"So you guys didn’t talk at all recently?" asked Marsh.

"Just a brief hello in the halls. It was strange after all the years we've been friends. I met her back in fifth grade. It was almost like she died, now she really has. I'm not feeling too well, can I go back inside?"

"Sure, you take care of yourself. Here is my card, if you think or hear of anything, please give me a call."

"Thanks, oh I'm sorry about my dad."

"No need, I'm sure he was a good cop in his time."

"Oh he used to be a great dad, but after 2001, he just got mean and I think scared. He's just a bitter person now," said Cathy as she closed the rear car door.

"How come I want to go home and hug my boys," remarked Grew.

"I know what you mean," smiled Marsh as he started up the car engine and drove back to the Homicide offices. 
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Three days later Marsh and Grew sat in the Homicide offices reading over the coroner's reports on the Linda Junker murder and the newly identified body of Phillipe Garez. "Where are you guys at on the Junker case?" asked Captain Evans walking up to Marsh's desk.

Marsh filled him in on the questioning at the school and of Cathy Sillsman. "I'm sending Hobbs and Greymor over to the Tin Angel, I figured them being younger they might have better luck extracting information from that crowd," grinned Marsh.

"You mean you just don’t want to have to listen to any of that music," smiled Evans.

"That also," chuckled Marsh.

"What's the story on Garez?"

"He did three years on a home invasion. He was the wheel man and turned against his buddies for a lighter sentence. They got fifteen for the aggravated burglary and rape, while Garez got five but out in three for good behavior. He's been on the streets for about fifteen months now."

"Who got raped?" asked Evans.

"A young woman home from school for the holidays was all alone as her parents had gone out to a holiday party. She was doing a paper for college when they struck the house. Only Garez got out from under the initial rape charges while the three who entered were charged," explained Marsh.

"Any of his associates get out early from prison?"

"That's what we are looking into right now."

"Alright, let me know if anything pans out," said
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