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Mr. Cadence Never Dies

By CherylAnn Cook-Hoar

Standing next the wall, the call came though and I got on the plane. I never get any choice, always the one who has to pick up the prisoners and bring them back. Another three hour flight. This one goes to isolation chamber city number 13, worsts hell hole of all. That’s where they put the hardened criminals, hate to be this one. 

Getting off the plane I was met by two officers, “we have a car waiting to take you down to the holding cells,” one of the officers told me. My answer, “I just spent three hours on a flight and haven’t eaten since last night. Prisoner isn’t going anywhere, you can stop for me to eat first or I’ll get my own vehicle.” 

The second officer popped up, “we can take you to “Happy Pancake and Grill”, only place you can get breakfast, lunch and dinner all at the same time.” “Good,” I said, “let’s go, the quicker I get to eat, the quicker I get to the holding cells.” The dinner was almost empty, the usual breakfast goers had left.

The lunch crowd wouldn’t be in for another hour. “What can I get you,” the waitress inquired? “Got a menu,” I questioned? “We serve just about anything, let me know we more then likely have it,” she told me. “I’ll order smoked pheasant,” he replied. Without batting an eye, she went on “smoked Pheasant coming up, do you want any sauce with it,” she wrote on her note pad as he spoke? 

“Yup,” I said, “a nice mustered mayo combo, sweetened by a tea spoon of sugar.” “Coming up,” she announced as she placed the order. The first police officer commented, “mustered and mayo combo, what’s that all about?” “Same recipe given at “CherylAnn’s Fine Dining”, the best restaurant on the entire planet,” I wasn’t shy about it.

“Wow how did you ever get in there, its booked for months in advance,” the second officer said aghast? “Easy, she’s my mother. I’ve been eating her food since I was a kid,” a modesty was in his tone. “Damn,” the 1st officer commented, “lucky you, I got the chance to go right when it opened. Been trying to get back in for over a year. Still on a waiting list, I was hoping that some day she’d open another one. Than perhaps I could try her dishes, they sound good.” 

“After eating my fill,” I signaled the waitress, “can I get a container for the rest?” “Sure sweetie, I’ll even put in some extra sauce,” she was nice about it. She came back with the to go food box, she handed me the check too. I picked up my food, and paid the bill, off me and my container went with the law boys.  

Getting out of the police car, “Maximum Holding Cells”, “this going to be a fun one,” I thought to myself. Entering the building, the 1st cop stated, “he’s here to pick up number ten.” They then left me in front of the cell door. “Name,” the Sargent requested? “Mine or theirs,” I responded? “Yours, then the prisoners,” he stated. 

“Ozark, Tray. Prisoner’s name Cadence Ted, E,” I answered as professionally as I should. “We’ll bring him up,” the Sargent gestured me to wait a the bench. Following his suggestion I took a seat, thinking, “I wonder if these guys intend to give me a ride back to the plane or think I’m walking?” 

20 minutes later, out came the prisoner, Ted E Cadence. He was guilty of 7 counts of murder, and 1 count atempted murder with intent. It would have been 8 if they hadn’t gotten there in time to stop him. I was expecting him to be bigger, I don’t know why, but there he was 5 foot 6 inches. Dark hair husky, not fat mostly muscle.

I could see why he got away with it, he looked like a baby face meek and frail. The eyes though, I wasn’t prepared for those completely orange. “What’s with the eyes,” I asked the Sargent? “Born this way,” Ted responded himself. “Good to know,” I conveyed. When I signed all the paper work needed he simpley stood there watching us.

“I have a wagon coming to take both of you to the airport,” the Sargent informed me before he left. “Thanks,” I replied to his back. Getting into the wagon I secured Ted inside, all chained up nice and tight. I sat opposite from him. “Enjoy the ride Ted,” I shot his way, “after this you’ll never see the light of day again.” Laughing he stated, “orange eyes, I see great in the dark. You know the only thing that have orange eyes? Let me help you, amphibians, yeah frogs that stuff. Was born with them, mom had gotten the German Measles shot, wasn’t supposed to get pregnant for 6 months at least, but hey when you just get married you’re not thinking about that. Ended up pregnant before 6 months. They all wanted her to abort me. Even my father, she refused, kept me. Came out orange eyes, skin bubbles in the sun, oh yeah, and IQ of 186. Apparently the Measles stunted growth in some things. Eyes, skin, but advance others. 186 IQ get it?” 

“Yes,” I said, “ if your so smart why did you get caught?” “What makes you think I didn’t want to be caught,” Ted winked at me? “No one wants to be caught, especially if it means going to Isolation Chamber City number 13,” I counted. Ted just smiled, saying, “if you say so,” as he sat back against the wall in the wagon. Thankfully the trip to the airport was uneventful. Usually I have to deal with fans, and sympathy for the poor man, seeking to get him out .

Unfortunately they were all at the airport, it took us extra time to get to the plane. Pilot was pissed, made the flight delay its take off. Did get Ted finally seated though. Gave us our own section, locking the two of us  together. 

Sitting in the seat next to him, I made sure he was locked up tight. Leg irons connected to his waist chain, hands shackles linked to the same band, and a collar to prevent him from being able to move fast against anyone was also attached to his upper torso. “Get comfortable,” I said, “its going to be a three hour flight.” 

“I’m always comfortable,” my prisoner stated, “186 IQ remember, I can always keep myself comfortable in any situation.” “Nice to know,” I told the creepy hellion. “That seems to be your favorite comeback,” Ted pointed out.” “He’s right,” I thought to myself, “need to be careful around him from now on.”    

After a little over an hour, the stewardess came in, “I have lunch for you two. Do you want sandwiches or a meal?” “Meal,” Ted voiced. “No, sandwiches! I’m not letting you near silverware plastic or not,” I informed both of them! “Okay,” the stewardess apologized. “I have black forest or honey ham, with provolone cheese and mayo. As well as Italian with oil, spicy of course, lastly chicken teriyaki with sweet onion sauce. All in six or twelve inch subs,” she ran her other dishes off to us. “

“I’ll take the Italian, with oil spicy, of course foot long,” Ted mimicked her. “What,” he said to me, “when am I ever getting one of these again?” Shaking my head, “why not, I’ll have the chicken teriyaki, sweet onion sauce make mine a footer also.” Finishing up our food, she brought it over to us. “Wait,” I commented. Fixing his tray in front of him, I took the dish from her. “Just being safe,” I reminded her.

“I understand,” she relayed. Taking the seat in the row across from him, I got my food from her, saying, “thank you.” “Your welcome,” the stewardess made niceties, locking the door behind her, in her leaving. Ted simply looked at me, “afraid I might spill on you,” he laughed? “Like you said, when are you ever getting another one of these? So, have some room and enjoy,” I joshed. Nodding he dug in.

An hour more passed, the lady on board returned, “can I clean everything up for you?” I picked up the meal’s contents, handing it her in turn. Thanking me she asked, “would you like a few waters. We’re still out for at least another forty minutes.” “That would be great,” I told her while taking the two bottles of water. Leading her out the door, and to what safety I could offer. When I heard the door lock, I felt my heart steady for her own accord.    

“Nice lady,” Ted made sure to draw my attention to her civility. “Don’t even think about   it,” I snapped, putting is tray back up! “No worries, she’s safe. She’s not evil, I can see it in her eyes. Windows to the soul remember,” he smiled at me? That smile gave me thoughts of the last killer I brought here, same smiling face, he was smart too. Still freaks me out, that one fought all the way. This one couldn’t care less, he’s even looking forward to it. What am I missing? 

Relaxing in his chair, Ted fell fast asleep. “Finally,” I thought, “Now let’s see the case info. Something is off, I can feel it.” Reading the details of the crime he realized this wasn’t a simple case of murder. All eight of them worked for the crime boss RedTips. Odd, name I know, but he got it because he’s always liked his shoes with RedTips instead of silver. The name stuck, they say he even enjoys the name. Shows how special he is. This is some kinda vendetta, reading on I realized he was going to the same isolation chamber city number 13. 

What is he thinking? Once you go in you never get out. He’ll be stuck in there forever. He’s too smart for that. What’s he got up his sleeve? Ted wouldn’t go in there without a way out. Stirring, I put the papers away before my prisoner woke up. “We’ll be landing in a few moments, please make sure your seatbelts are properly fastened,” the captain’s voice came over the speaker. “All nice and cozy,” Ted smiled at me. 

“Right,” I shot his way as I fastened mine. “Glad to see you can change up your answers,” Ted chuckled! “Damn, I hate this one,” it practically rolled off my tongue. “Too smart,” followed, the guy had me on edge. “Sees cracks in the shadows to bring into the light,” textbook stuff. I knew what I was dealing with, hard as it might be. Giving back a grin of my own, I commented, “good to see you still have a sense of humor. Relish it while you can, it’s the first thing to go.” 

“We’ll see,” his smile widened, painfully so he chuckled, “we’ll see.” Feeling the wheels hit the runway, Ted announced, “time to play with the other inmates!” Snickering further, he got up and headed towards the exit. His chains clicking, I followed close behind. If he tried anything, I’d shove him down the stairs we descended from. Right into the waiting offices. “Don’t worry Tray, Ted’s going to be a good boy,” he laughed louder. 

Heading down the steps, the guy was completely cordial when he stepped on to the runway. The Sargent approached, “name,” he stated to Ted? “Cadence, Ted E. Sir,” he answered, polite to a tee. “Good, you will address me and the rest of the guards as Sir at all times. Understood,” he barked? “Yes Sir,” Ted
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