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 Part 1

 


Nothing to do, sit around at home

Sit around at home, stare at the walls

Stare at each other and wait till we die

Stare at each other and wait till we die

Probably come to die in this town

Lived here my whole life

There's kerosene around, something to do

There's kerosene around, she's something to
do

Big Black, 'Kerosene'
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3/22

Dear Diary, fuck you.

Fuck you. And fuck you, too.

Garcia, you can go to hell—you and your
touchy-feely journaling therapy and all the rest of your stinking
department can go boil yourselves in oil. Fuck you, I got work to
do.

I don't need a book to get in touch with my
feelings; I should be getting something done right now. There are
actual bad people in the world out there. The only writing I need
to be doing goes down in my notepad. Fuck Internal Affairs. I'm
only doing this because I have to. You hear that, I.A. bitches?
Don't expect anything literate. Fuckity fuck-fuck.

I am not happy about any of this.

Christine came over again today. I still
don't get to see Annabelle, and it's possible I won't ever get to
again, not after this shit with Larrimer. He deserved what he got,
he had that much owing to him. I get the feeling I was set up to
run into that guy and have to deal with him. Nothing about it felt
right from the very beginning.

I'm starting to see why everyone looks
sideways at me now, I get the mistrust and disgust. I never thought
myself capable of it before, but I guess it showed where others
could see it even if I could not. I am the monster.

This is according to Christine, who still
acts amiably enough and pretends like we're buddies half the time
and kicks my ass the other half. It's all the worst parts of being
married, with none of the benefits. She won't even let me see my
seven-year-old daughter. She never will again after this. I know I
said it before, but oh man am I fucked. I can't get it out of my
head. It wasn't really that big a deal... So I punched a guy—what's
the hassle? So I used a little knuckle-duster action to make it
count? The guy had it comin' to him. Pervert.

But I'm still going to have to pay the price
for it. My partner Casey Bruder didn't bother trying to stop me
because he was on my side, and the Lieutenant himself doesn't care,
but reports have to be filed whenever the hospital's involved and
this one caught the attention of the big eye-ayy. My bad luck.
Again. I don't know how I do it.

Christine chewed my ear off for five and a
half hours non-stop. It was a straight-up nightmare. She started
off friendly enough, but as soon as I asked about Annabelle she let
me have it. Everything I've ever done, everything she ever
suspected me of doing, everything I ever would do. And I
still don't get to see Anna. She got done and then went back to
acting friendly again, avoiding the subject of our custody
battle.

I don't remember yesterday at all.
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Dear Diary, fuck you.

Fuck you for making me remember so much of
what I used to be, and for making me see what this world has come
to and where it's going.

There are murders every day in Las Madres;
most of them are run-of-the-mill crimes of passion, domestic
violence, burglaries gone wrong, you know the typical kind of big
city bullshit that goes on. The funny thing is though that I keep
taking reports of missing children and the numbers don't match up
with any of the figures that are in the reports we release to the
public. I know I can't be the only one taking on the majority of
all these cases; if what I experience is typical, then something is
being drastically underreported. I don't get it. And it seems like
there are more and more of them every day, and yet the numbers
haven't changed in the whole time I've been here. Someone's not
doing their job.

Casey and I took a squad car and went out
rolling the streets today, like old times. It was nice. Neither of
us said a word until after lunch, when things picked up and we had
to move into action, but for those few hours it was like old times.
I miss those days. Well, aspects of those days. I'm not one to
sugar-coat things; I'll say that day-to-day life at home was a
living hell, and that the moments in the early morning coming on
shift, before the assholes had swung into motion and we had nothing
to do but sit in our car and think over our latest cases....those
were peaceful times, the calm in the storm.

She's such a terrible bitch—I can't believe
we were married for as long as we were. Her problem is that she
never lets things die down or go away. Today she was all over me
about something minor that happened almost twenty years ago. Twenty
years, two decades, count 'em. Is that reasonable? Does that sound
reasonable to you? A heart like an iron trap on that one.

Christine never was one to let bygones be
bygones. It really was too bad that she lost so much during her
time with me. Bye-bye, all gone. We both lost everything, back
around Christmas '99 and then again in 2008 with the housing
bubble, but she took it harder than most. Security always meant a
lot to her, and for whatever reason it just wasn't meant to be. I
think to her it was personal.

She always said that I didn't listen to
her—come on, who really can? After a while stuck in one of her
loops, going over and over things neither one of us could do
anything about... It was boring at first, and then it became
traumatic in its own way. Stress is contagious, and so is misery. I
hope she's happier these days.

I went down to the pier after my shift for a
couple hours to be by myself. I still had a package of
Saltee-crackers in my pocket left over from lunch, so I fed them to
the seagulls while the sun went down. It was pretty nice, and
surprisingly quiet. Hardly anybody was out.

I am possessed of the foreboding that I will
not live until my birthday six months hence.

Chicken for dinner tonight, the one thing I
know she hated to cook. I did it in her honor.

Fuck you I.A., fuck you Christine, fuck you
world. Goodnight.
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Dear Diary, fuck you.

Already I'm messing this thing up. I can see
that I missed the second day, and I can tell you right now that I'm
not going to bother trying to go back over every stupid little
detail of what I did all day long. It doesn't matter if I remember
it or not; if I don't recall, then it must not have been worth
remembering. Jesus, if I.A. can't deal with it then that's their
problem. I'm not going to waste the time when I've got more
important shit to do.

I hate to dream; I try not to do it, if it
can be helped. Neither at night while I'm asleep, nor during my
waking hours daydreaming. Fuck that, I don't need the reminders of
all the things I don't have. And I can live without the nightmares,
either. I've seen too much blood and horror in my real life that I
shouldn't have to deal with it in my sleep as well.

There's something bad in the air. I have this
feeling that something's happening somewhere that shouldn't be, or
that it's getting ready to start. Buckle up, world.

Nothing happened today at work, absolutely
nothing. It was peaceful. I was uncomfortable about that.

I went to the gym today after shift to work
off some extra aggression. Nothing like a good lifting and cardio
session to remind one of the vitality of life and appreciation for
the vessel. Those guys down there, I'm thinking about Teddy and
Rick specifically, they just don't get it. Like, of course they
have a grip on the fact that it makes them feel good to work the
machine, to put their bodies to the test and build their muscles
against the resistance of force, but then they'll go on to talk
smack about 'bitches' or even worse talk about smacking their
bitches, like they don't understand the comparison. I don't think
I'm explaining myself very well. You get out of the system what you
put into the system. If you want to treat your other half like
garbage, then you can expect the rest of you to become garbage.
Maybe I just had a few more learning opportunities than they have.
They're both pretty young still, I don't know what I'm expecting. I
thought though that this generation was supposed to be more
enlightened than the past ones. Seems like really very little's
changed, maybe only for the worse.

I was thinking about all this in the shower
afterward; I work myself pretty hard as a rule and now that I'm
older it comes out through my skin in malodorous ways. I'm rinsing
the soap out of my hair and I think I finally realized the meaning
of my tattoo. I think the lighthouse is me, I mean of course it's
me right, but what I've been doing and rightly so is to warn people
not to get too close to me. That I signal danger. That approaching
me means dashing yourself upon the rocks or running aground. I'm
pretty sure that's gotta be right. It sounds right.
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Dear Diary, fuck you.

We were drinking at Capp's as per usual, when
out of nowhere Casey gets talkative, starts telling me this story
about a guy he went to school with, Penn State. Met him at a party
tossing back tequila fireballs like they were the answer to
something and still able to do a standing backflip landing on his
feet. Said he did one right there in front of him to prove his
point. Casey asked him what his secret was and the guy told him his
life-story.

Says Casey:

"His first words were 'Thank God that's
over,' spoken at his birth, and freaking everyone out. He didn't
talk again for the next six years and they forgot about it, thought
he might be retarded. His parents were even thinking about giving
him away at one point, as they were 'unable to take care of a
special needs child'. He told me he'd never blamed them for that,
that it had been the impetus he needed to pull himself together and
get on track—this is at age seven, get it. He dropped out of Penn
and went on to start his own construction company, later built one
of the Twin Towers, can you believe it. Said he installed an
explosive core around the support beams."

I wish I were making this stuff up; it
doesn't get much stupider than this.

Casey can be so gullible sometimes. I don't
know how he can be a detective still, not being able to tell the
truth from fantasy. He's good muscle, though—he lets me ask the
questions, mostly, sticking to the background until it's time to
flex on a suspect and make him give up some answers. I wear them
down with the initial questions, who, what, where, when, repeat,
and he just stands there; hardly ever a word coming out of his
deadpan crack of a face, certainly never any indication that there
might be a brain—and a sense of humor, and knowledge—like twin
razors showing behind those long, dark eyelashes of his, and yet he
still falls for this ridiculous bullshit. The man's an enigma.

Things are going missing around my
apartment.
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Dear Diary, fuck you.

Nothing happened today that I want to talk
about. I miss my kid. I wish Christine would let me see her, it's
been too long. I can't be sure whether she turned me into a
misogynist, if it was something latent and waiting for its chance
to express itself, or if she just helped me to see how shitty women
really are.

I know what it sounds like, I'm not
oblivious. I know how it sounds when a man voices a complaint about
a woman or women in general. I know all about everything that goes
along with that. What I mean is that just because you're a woman
doesn't mean you're not an asshole.

Hear me out—I was raised exclusively by
women, with three sisters; all of them were terrible people, but
they were the only people I had and they were my people. I
never knew what 'the guy code' was or how to keep it and I just
generally preferred the company of women. I trusted women because
they were my peer-group until they, too, proved they couldn't be
trusted. Christine played a large part in that.

Men have their set of issues that make them
hateful and stupid, and women have their own issues that do much
the same, I see that now.

More than anything, I have been an outsider
visiting this land, and I have remained apart from humankind that I
may better know their ways from afar, where they can be seen
clearly and without the distortions of familiarity. It's made me a
self-starter, fiercely independent. I see it as an asset.

Chew on that nugget, I.A.
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Dear Diary, fuck you.

I keep getting angrier and angrier about
things that are out of my control.

I got mustard on my shirt, somehow—I didn't
even go down to the wiener-cart on Sunset today, either. I have no
idea how it got there. Clean shirt.

As I was standing at the crosswalk going into
the Precinct building, a taxicab squeals around the corner into the
curb and sprays me all the way up the middle of my chest with dirty
gutter-water, without stopping. I had to restrain myself, just for
a moment, from pulling out my gun and firing one off into his
trunk. It would have served him right. Of course I didn't do it,
but I sure did want to for a second there.

Instead, I thanked him. I've been trying out
a new spiritual practice that I read about in a magazine article; I
know it's just dumb pop-psychology for the gullible masses, but
what the hell, I'll give it a shot. The Central Principle of the
Easy Path to Enlightenment is gratitude. The second is to not take
anything too seriously, and the third was something about
remembering to do a dream-journal and something else that sounded
like a bunch of work, but I'm still on the first steps so I won't
worry myself over it too much if I have to work my way up to it.
Spiritual growth is a gradual process, you know, and the important
part is that I'm trying.

Maybe I can get myself to a better world, or
at least one where I'll get to see my Anna again. She's why I
started doing this. I can't let myself lose what I have left of
her.
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Dear Diary, I have seen Hell. I'm still
there. Fuck you.

Fuck the fuckin' world, too.

Today I saw the worst thing I've ever seen in
my entire short life on this planet. I'm sure it will haunt me for
the remainder of my years. We got the call ten minutes before we
were gonna call it a day and go home—no Capp's Pub tonight for
either of us, just straight home—multiple homicide out in the
county, an abandoned property that was once a mansion estate,
converted into a country club and since lost to foreclosure. One
survivor now under watch in the county E.R., no statement yet. The
officer on-scene was incapacitated and unable to complete her
duties, no hostile presence. We tossed a coin for it and I got
called to process the crime-scene detail. I still haven't talked to
Casey yet about what the kid had to say but I'll have to
eventually. Not looking forward to hearing whatever horrors the kid
has to pour out but morbidly curious at the same time. You wouldn't
believe what I saw there in that clubhouse, but I'll tell you just
the same. This is stuff the Lieutenant doesn't need to know, for
reasons that will become clear in due time, and I don't think I can
trust the D.A. either.

Fourteen dead bodies in all, I'm pretty sure
of it. I'll have to check with forensics in the morning before I
can give the full report, but I understand they counted up most of
the pieces of a total of fourteen different bodies; two heads and
two left hands are missing still and unaccounted for. I will never
pretend to understand human beings. The lone survivor had been
found in pretty sad shape, beaten badly with multiple broken bones
and lacerations to the face and torso. Naked, bound on top of a
beat-up pool-table with no felt and a massive five-pointed star
drawn in what looked to me like dried-up old blood. Hard to tell,
with everything mixing together and cross-contaminating; someone
might have been able to get a clean sample for DNA-testing, but I
can only hope. It got all over the bottoms of my shoes, that was
unavoidable; I think I dipped a corner of my coat in something,
too. Goddamnit.

The kid had been ID'ed and turned out to be a
kicker on the highschool football team, just eighteen, one of the
popular kids. I thought I recognized the faces of other team
members on a few of the loose heads—but who can really tell, in
that kind of situation? Forensics is going to be busy for a
while.

When Officer Burns found the kicker, his only
words were "But we won..." before going unconscious; apparently
something about that triggered an attack of nerves that put her
down. Too bad, Burns has been totally solid otherwise, a good beat
cop. She doesn't deserve the talking-down she's going to get
tomorrow from the Lieutenant.

Sidenote: with no team to host the playoffs,
my September-October's totally fucked with nothing to do. Like
that's the real loss here, my highschool football games. I gotta
remember my priorities.

The thing with Larrimer has come back to
haunt me. Two full months after I punched the man in the mouth for
saying inappropriate and disgusting things about my eight-year-old
daughter and my ex-wife, and now I might come up for suspension.
We're still waiting to hear from Head District. I'm not looking
forward to their decision, have been kicking myself in the ass for
losing it like that—what the hell was I thinking? Lieutenant
Dawson's been dropping hints that if I wanted to make it go away he
might have an opportunity for me. The Lieutenant doesn't really
have that much say over how I run my cases, but he can make my time
in the Precinct a hell if he wanted to in other ways.

Not sure how I should play this.
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Dear Diary, fu—I don't think I can keep this
up. I just can't bring myself to care any more.

The very first thing I see this morning as
I'm crawling out of my little hovel to face the glaring morning sun
in my eyes and wishing I'd gotten around to buying myself a
coffee-maker yet, spray-painted in seven foot high letters that
dripped long, red lines down the wall of the building across the
street from me, so that it's facing my front door: U or sum1 U no.
Sounds kinda threatening, though, doesn't it? I don't know what
exactly it was supposed to mean. It's not any kind of gang-related
graffiti I've seen anywhere before. Probably its meaning is known
only to the vandals.

I took the kid's statement today, me and
Casey. Who would believe it? I don't think Casey did, he said as
much but maybe there was a touch of hesitation when he said it,
like he wasn't completely sure? I don't know. I don't know about
the kid's story myself. It was outlandish, to say the least. But
then...

The scene where we found him backed up a lot
of his story. You don't get that level of detail and confirmation
of a longstanding pattern of abuse without either a massive,
elaborate fraud or actual sustained usage. There were markings all
over the walls, lots of them, and not just your average
garden-variety teenager break-in vandalism, either. It was
deliberate and orderly, wall-to-wall, and thematic, mostly letters
and numbers but also some symbols and glyphs that I didn't
recognize but which looked sinister. And layers of stain, with
tracks worn through to the wooden floor beneath, you see. I wasn't
the first to have walked through dried blood in that building, not
by a long shot, that's for sure.

Still, it's hard-to-believe stuff. He said
there were cops involved, taking part, and a High Priest who's
'someone important in society,' though he refused to say exactly
who, said he would lie about it if put under oath. The kid was
genuinely scared. I haven't heard about any cult-related crime in
Las Madres since the 'satanic panic' of the eighties, but that was
what I was looking at last night, and the kid's story backed it
up.

Christine says I'm letting it get to me too
much. How can she say that? She didn't see what I saw, didn't hear
what I had to hear from that poor kid. Rape is terrible—and she
should be especially sympathetic towards the kid, in that
regard—and to have been subjected to it since birth, basically,
that's gonna break a person in ways that they can never heal from.
I've seen too many victims of this horrible crime to think any
otherwise; feel-good shrinks and pop-psychologists can paint their
rainbow-hued funhouse-mirror version of reality in ways that they
want it to be, but the real reality is about the duckling
imprinting on the goose and that's just the way the duck is now,
forever.

And there are so many of them, broken
that way. More than I'd had any idea, apparently, hiding out in the
open behind the closed-off masks they wear of normalcy. So many.
Among us.

That's what bothers me so much, the walking
wounded. They try their best to wrest back some feeling of control
in their lives, of control over their surroundings and whatever it
takes to make sure the nightmare's never inflicted on them again.
And some of them do better than others; some get into politics or
counseling and try to save others from the same nightmare. Most
don't. Most people when confronted with trauma fold in on
themselves, get tangled in the pain and can't let go. Most freeze
there, I think, somewhere between stasis and meltdown, gradually
sliding through their days and faking it as best they can. From
what I've witnessed, they genuinely don't know the pain they end up
inflicting on others, because they're too wrapped up in their
self-absorption. It becomes the distorted lens through which they
view the world. Bad optics makes for bad decisions.

I don't want it to seem like I lack empathy
for these people—I've had my share of grief too, I know what it is
to hurt.

It's on fire—this world is on fire. I'll only
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