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1 LOVING MY JOB
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“No please, I have a wife and kids to support, please, I will pay, I promise in a week, all of it.”

It’s always the same story, my wife, my kids, my business; I’ll pay, blah, blah, blah. I give them all the same speech, even if they are repeat customers.

“Look me in the eyes when I am talking,” Jesse pushes his head up using a police expandable baton. “I want to be absolutely sure you understand what I am saying to you.” Shaking his head up and down the best he can with the baton digging into the soft under palette of his jaw. “You are asking to borrow money again. You are asking me to go against my boss' wishes and provide you a favor. That correct? His eyes pleading choking with the baton pressing against his throat he manages a yes. “Understand failing to repay the money you will incur the most severe repercussion up to and including voiding your ability to partake of your natural life.” 

It’s Jesse's favorite part of the speech. The few seconds it takes the client to fully absorb and understand Derrick is talking about snuffing him out them a jolt. The eyes always widen, even if just a little, the fear and the realization that they can and will kill them. Jesse doesn't think of himself a mean man, but before hooking up with Derrick his methods were more extreme. Derrick adds some style to it and makes this almost an art. 

“It will be nothing like the beating you’re going to receive now.” I give the baton a double tap and Jesse releases the pressure from his neck but keeps it resting in place. “Nod so I know you heard me, Roy.” Nodding fervently, wincing in pain at each down stroke, Jesse sets the baton tip on a pressure point right inside the jaw bone; it will hurt Roy for a week.  “You must pay this in full next week or you will suffer the most severe repercussions. You must pay the vig on the current debt today,” smacking the wad of his money we took from his pockets and man bag at the start of this against the side of his head, “before I can roll it over. You owe Lenny and me and Jesse now, understand?”

We will mess with his a little more head so he is even more grateful for letting him pay using the money we already took from him to pay his vig and of course a convenience fee. Airports charge for moving your bags, we have real cash money on the line and have handling expenses. We spend about an hour with him today, not to mention he made us come look for him.  It’s good to know how to motivate people when they get themselves in dire circumstances. 

“This is a onetime offer, you understand, one time offer.” Fear, mixed with a little urine tells us he will pay in full, he can get the money, of that Derrick is sure. “Since you understand your responsibility to repay you can have the loan. I am going to tell Lenny we renegotiated, but remember you have to pay on time next time. The cause and effect here is pay and you are good, don't Roy and your problem will be a forever problem. Keep repeating it, pay equals good, no pay equals dead, capisce!”

Jesse puts his baton away and we let him relax while we smooth out our jackets and look each other over making sure we look good before we hit the street again.  Roy is sobbing, his head hanging low, scared, in pain and embarrassed for wetting himself. He looks up as we get to his office door and Jesse gives him a thumbs up from the doorway. I provide him one more deadpan look and a two finger salute turning my hand so it becomes a mock pistol. His last warning if he fails to make good. With only two broken fingers and a couple of bruises, he can consider himself lucky. 

My business is all about cause and effect. They borrow money they don't have and when it is due some run and hide, for a while. They all turn up eventually. They must think the other Banks don’t talk to each other. We share notes on all the runners. It isn’t like years ago when we were fighting each other, today it is like running a credit company, computerized, cellphones, etc. The big difference is our collection methods are time-tested, proven to work every time. The real banks wish they had our loss ratio on loans. I have been at this for seven years, that’s a long time considering I am twenty-five. 

I was hoping to get a position change, but now it is looking doubtful with the introduction of Lenny’s nephew. It seems there is always a nephew floating around somewhere in these family-run businesses. I have to reassess my position here and maybe take an offer with one of the other two Banks offering me the supervisory role of collections. It isn’t out of collections, but at least I don’t have to run around listening to people’s sob stories every day and night. I listen to the guys collecting tell me why they haven’t collected or why I shouldn’t make them pay what the client owes. Both of these banks are much bigger than Lenny’s operation. I have done some side work for them over the years.

My boss Lenny Blasik doesn’t give two rats asses about anything other than the vig and the principal being paid on time. I have some latitude because I have been with him for so long. I double the vig for the week and collect in full the next plus vig he is as happy as he ever gets anymore. When I do this I always make sure the marker can make good, because I get a penalty of one thousand bucks if I am wrong. Cause and effect, you cause something to happen and it has an effect, good or bad it is up to you. I had a guy skip on 20k once and I had to pay it plus an additional 5k because he told me not to trust this SOB, made a point of it. When I caught up to the guy he had enough to pay Lenny's due. I told him he owed me the 5K plus vig and had two weeks to get it. Wouldn't you know it, the guy got run over by a truck the day after he got out of the hospital. I don't make those kinds of mistakes anymore.

I decide to believe our second client of the day, Mr. Olenik, me and my partner Jesse use him to warm up for our next customer who we know will be more complex. With each blow we emphasize it is now personal to both me and Jesse. We have to pay a price if he doesn’t pay up next week. Mr. Olenik's payment is now up to fifteen large or the complete twenty grand plus three grand vig. Jesse isn't very happy with my decision, but something tells me Olenik will come through, he is divorced, but maintains a house in the suburbs and his nice apartment in Streeterville. My seven years of kicking-ass and taking-names tell me so. Jesse, never one for saying much, wiggles his tense mouth and sighs. We help Mr. Olenik up, dust him off and send him limping down the alley. He is a stockbroker so his broken arm and collarbone won't have any effect on his ability to make us our money. He thanks us profusely, he will be cursing us next week whether he is short or not.

It’s nine in the morning, the loan action happens at night and you have to collect during the day, it has more impact, clients are more desperate to make us go away when are at work, or their house. The hours can be long, tiring some days, but the pay is good, and there are other perks. I can get game tickets pretty much whenever I want free. Most times I can pick up a new client or two there as well, taking advantage of opportunities that present themselves wherever they may be. 

I need some coffee before we get to our next two appointments. They are twins and while the debts are separate they both owe so today they will get to decide who has a broken leg and who has a broken arm. They are two weeks behind, they can scrape by if they pay the vig today, but these guys never do anything the easy way. I don't even know why Lenny deals with them, they are small time and always a problem. Today it is five hundred, plus a grand on top of the original twenty-five hundred. The fine, the late fee and the vig will be another twenty-five hundred next week or they can pay the entire twenty-five thousand plus the vig and we stop visiting, they won’t. Lenny has told me to give them the extra week, again. They must be a relative’s kid. I tell Jesse we should start tacking on a fuel surcharge like the airlines, so much for fuel, some much per step, then the price triples if we have to run. He laughed for two minutes; he thinks Lenny might like it too. We will have to practice our proposal and pitch it to him tonight; it will get a good laugh. 
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2 LENNY'S DECISION
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As my coffee arrives ‘the phone’ rings, it’s unusual for Lenny he doesn’t normally get up this early. 

“Good Morning Lenny,” cheerfully and loud. Derrick enjoys irritating Lenny early in the morning; he is such a grump any time before noon. 

“Yeah, yeah, listen up, you two get down to the tombs, we have a special pour today and I want you both there. Thirty minutes, got it.” The phone goes dead.

I tell Jesse and he rolls his eyes saying, “What now?

“The Tombs”, is what we call the Eastside Mall construction site overlooking the North Branch Chicago River. It is the current disposal site for clients whose accounts have been classified as terminally deficient. They were too stupid to learn from the first two delinquency lessons. There aren’t many of them, but occasionally we have a hard head. 

I tell Jesse he can wait forty minutes until I finish my coffee, he isn’t going anywhere. 

Rubbing his forehead and face, “Derrick, I don’t want a lecture on punctuality from him this early in the morning, get your coffee and put it in a fucking container to go.” 

I put my hands up and then a salute, “Okay, okay, I can take a hint.”  The waitress overhears Jesse and brings me a container.  Jesse shakes his head and gives an exasperated exhale when I show him the waitress’s phone number on the cup in the car. 

Lenny is there with four guys, a fifth is directing us to park on the far side of what looks like a shipping container they have on work sites for equipment storage. I park and we hop out. Lenny starts talking about the rat in the container. How he and the others got him all dressed up and ready for his new home.  I only recognize one of the four which is funny because Lenny usually lets me know when he hires new blood. Lenny tells us, "Have a look-see and tell me what you think?"

Jesse lets me enter first, I have that can’t see crap effect from the sunlight and turn to ask if there is a light switch. I can make out Lenny, Jesse and two others with their pistols pointing at me. I should have sensed it a week ago and when we pulled up the new blood without me knowing was a sure tip off. I should have turned around and made a run for the car at least I would have had a 50/50 chance. 

Lenny rushes me, smacks me in the head with his pistol and lands a left to my stomach. He backs off knowing I do well with close in encounters. Two others grab my arms and Jesse pats me down. They take everything, pistol, wallet, ring, watch, even my pen. 

Lenny tells me how he examined the books and it turns out I am 100K short over the last three months. He asks if my new girl has been costing him money. I start to refute the accusation, but then his nephew pops his head in and yells he has seen me skimming. There is no point denying anything, it is an old story, a jealous nephew of the powerful boss. Even though this kid has been a loser, his whole life it is his sister’s kid. I lose. 

This is it, I am expecting to be shot now, but he doesn’t. He, his men, and my good partner Jesse back out of the container and slam the doors shut. The blackness engulfs me; there are no spots of light. He must have had it sealed up completely just for this. I can’t see my hand touching my face; a real panic begins to engulf me. 

A window opens casting a blinding light into the container and then it is blocked almost completely by Lenny yelling in at me. My eyes adjust enough to tell it is on the left door. Lenny is yelling how he always knew he shouldn’t have trusted a guy who is always so correct, never off on his count, never late, always makes good, and never needs any forgiveness for bad decisions. I was just too perfect, probably ripping him off the entire time. 

Blah, blah, blah. Who wants to listen to this idiot talk about crap he doesn’t have a clue about?  I move towards the window and he backs off a bit, he should be afraid of me, but I know I can’t get to him in time to kill him through the little window, too bad. 

I walk up to the window as calm as I can and tell him, “Lenny, you remember this day Lenny. One day you are going to wake up and see your little shit of a nephew is a liar and a thief and you killed the only friend you ever had or ever will have.”

“You’re one cold mutha Derrick, I figured you'd have broken a little knowing you are going to be buried in this container, waiting to die while the air gets heavier and heavier.”  He laughs and the stooges all laugh with him, except his nephew, he's biting his nails. One of the new guys tries to hit me looking out the window, I back in and the baton misses me, no sense in getting my face smashed in.  Lenny tosses a flashlight in and yells some more crap at me like the little man he is. How did I ever work for this idiot?

The last thing I see as the window shut, not the sky, not even Lenny, but his nephew chewing away on his nails. If I get out of here, I will kill him first. Big dreams for a man in my situation.

We buried a few problems out here, never alive, that just isn’t right. This is the first he's ever heard of someone using an entire equipment container for the job. Lenny must figure it will take a long while to die in here. They talked about what a horrible death it had to be after they found a kidnapped girl and it had scratches on the inside of the box she was buried in. From the looks of the faces of the ones they put a bag over it must be horrible, at least those are over in less than five minutes, still they looked bad. Skin turns red, eyes bulging and finally that weird sound when the pressure releases from their lungs. The bag kind of puffs out one last time. He never liked doing it, but sometimes Lenny ordered it. He preferred putting a bullet in the guy’s cranium. He will try to go to sleep as his oxygen depletes. The hard part will be to keep from freaking out, and he is panicky already, this is a metal container and there is nothing inside for me to hack my way out. 

Feeling around he finds the flashlight and turns it on. Examining every crevice; seam and possible opening, there are none. Whoever sealed it up didn’t miss anything. They will leave him in here for a few months, have some poor bastard open it up, and discover his remains. He has to hand it to Lenny, it will make a statement. He turns the flashlight off to conserve when he needs it to keep from going crazy. Complete darkness, his eyes hurt from opening so wide.

He hears sounds from outside, nothing distinguishable and then nothing. Someone bangs on the container sides, Lenny must be curious how long he will last. It goes quiet again except for the ticking of the clock.  After a few minutes he bangs on the walls in the chance someone might hear him. No one comes, he didn’t expect anyone to.

Hearing the clack of the locking handle being dropped and the lock being dropped against the door brought a terror Derrick didn’t know was possible. He had to turn the flashlight on, the clanking sound of the door locks was more horrific than he expected. He kicked and screamed, but knew no help would come. When the echoes from his screams stopped the clock’s ticking took its place, reminding him his time on earth is not long. Examining every seam and every joint again for a way out. He breathes deeply and does a relaxing technique he learned in Tai Chi class. It helps a little. This is where I will die; he never expected to end this way. 

The echo in his ears dissipates and the tick, tick, tick, tick, of the clock is distracting and maddening. He hasn't even been in here very long. Bastards. He thinks about smashing it, but do so will give Lenny what he wants, it will be his great victory over him. In the end I caved, I died in terror and was frantic. Derrick turns on the flashlight looking around for something, anything, in the corner is a piece of stuck welding rod. He wiggles it back and forth until it breaks free. 

"What can I do with this? Focus, what can I do to screw over Lenny and crew, especially Jesse?" It comes to him and he laughs. He will have to hurry, his air won’t last forever. He starts by scratching his name and the date and time they put him in the container. He names Lenny, his nephew and Jesse as his killers. Even if the police don't find this for years, he is sure Lenny’s nephew will wind up in a place like this, soon. He won’t be able to stop skimming and Lenny will regret this day because he will have no one to trust. 

Lenny and Jesse on the other hand will be around long after the nephew. He scratches the details he knows about Lenny’s operation on the walls: names, dates, where to find the drop boxes, accounts and safes holding the keys to Lenny’s world. He does know if they will ever find him, but if they do Lenny will be toast or long dead, a distant memory, but at least someone will know the story. He was betrayed, he was innocent, of skimming anyway and in a small way vindicated. 

The skin of the container rumbles, then a tremendous thud, and he is thrown about. With nothing to hold on to he is sent sliding and collides into the walls. It stops and the container sways back and forth. It must be the construction crew burying the container. Likely a big front end loader, I kick and scream, they won’t hear anything, and they aren’t even seeing the container being buried. Hear no, see no, and speak no, paid stupidity. 

Thrown to his hands and knees again, then screeching, metal on metal, the clunking of chain as it settles from its fall. The echo in the container drowns out even his thoughts, it hurts my ears it's so loud. The last link lands and slowly slides off the container. Sitting in silence rubbing his knees, he goes through the motions of dusting himself off. He finds a corner to begin searching for the flashlight. I will go back and forth hopefully covering every inch of the floor. He needs to find it; he wasn’t done busting on Lenny and Jesse. 

His breath shortens, he can feel his face turning hot, he tells himself to focus and hold on. He needs to maintain control or this will be worse than it needs to be. For a second it is the sound of rain, then a single solid thud on the top, making the floor bounce. Screaming, clenching his hands together he hits the floor with them. Why, why, why. Another thud, then another, this one significantly less loud, then a shushing sound, the dirt settling around the container; fill the voids, sealing off any chance of air or someone finding him. It is almost inconceivable; he just got the hot new waitresses’ number. He is really being buried in this container because of that thieving nephew.

Lenny turns to his nephew, “You have some big shoes to fill. You will partner up with Jesse until I decide how you fit in. You have a lot to learn, don’t screw up. Sister or no sister, in there is my friend.” Lenny looks at his nephew and his dumb grin on his face, his fingertips red from chewing. “Any blood you get on my money from chewing your fingertips costs you double. Grown man chewing his fingernails like a girl. Why did Derrick have to cross me? And to get caught by my nephew." He shakes his head getting into his car and drives off. 

Jesse rubs his face, he didn’t want to work with the nephew, he just killed his partner because of him, and if he were anybody else, he'd squash him like the maggot he is. He still may. He points his chin at the nephew and then towards his car. He is about to learn Jesse is a man of few words, especially when he despises them.

The wall creaked and groaned one last time and silence ensues. He can hear all kinds of noises, some from his stomach and others sound as if they are in his head. He laughs at the idea of your brain making noise. Derrick searches and finds the flashlight. Turning it on he can see one wall has a slight bow to it. It might eventually collapse. He can’t get over how much noise his body makes. He returns to scratching as much as he can and everything he can on the walls. 

It becomes an effort to work and think straight, he stops and turns off the flashlight. Sitting and waiting for the end, He wants to wait as long as he can to turn the light back on. He doesn't want to die in the dark.  He thinks, "That’s a plan, yeah, I like it."
He knows his eyes are closed because he can feel the muscles relax. Thoughts race through his mind, how did I get here, why didn’t I see it coming, how, why, when, where? Does any of it matter now?
Numbness overcomes his mind before he drifts away. He is kneeling in church, reaching into a beam of light, moving his hand make the dust sparkle as it swirls around. A tap on his head and he turns ready to strike out at whoever hit me. He can see his father's lips moving, but there is no sound to the words he is mouthing. He doesn’t need to hear the words, he knows them by heart.

“Derrick, stop fidgeting, you are here to pray. Now ask God to forgive you for being disrespectful.” 

Defiant and cocksure as only an eight-year-old can be, “If God is in charge of everything why did he put the sparkles in the light for me to play with?”

“To test you, you must learn to control yourself, now pray for forgiveness for being disrespectful to God and to me. We will discuss this more after church.” What he really meant was listening to him for an hour after he whipped his butt.

His body shakes involuntarily and he cannot stop. He continues thinking about church and his father. "I never would have gotten the ass whooping if I hadn’t been such a smart-ass. I taunted my father and disrespected his, our God, that’s why he gave me a whooping. I was such a defiant little brat. My Dad tried to keep me on the straight, but I was too wild. I blamed my whole life on him. I can see him so clearly sitting here in the dark. He was a good man, and I betrayed his trust so many times." Derrick wipes his eyes and prays for his father to forgive him. He asks God to find him and let him know; at least he died knowing he threw away the most precious gift God ever gave to him. He turned his back on his love and never looked back. 

The air is moist and heavy now and he is fighting to stay calm, to control the panic itching to burst out. The darkness intensifies everything, but the infernal ticking of the clock. Tick, Tick, Tick, it is worse than the idea of being buried alive listening to it counting his last moments. He stretches and breathes, repeating it and remembers if I maintain, Lenny loses. 

He crosses his legs and starts praying, who would ever have thought; Derrick Garraghan praying. What God would save him now? He has no way to repent for his sins and is he earnest or just scared because the end is near. The clock has a beat, and it he paces his prayer to it. The clock's ticking has become soothing; his nemesis has become his friend. He is sleeping in his Grandfather’s living room waiting for the Cuckoo to come out. 

Something touches his shoulder and the thought becomes clear, "Something is touching my shoulder! Is it a rat!" He jumps up and brushes his shoulder, checking himself all over. Placing his hand on his shoulder he can feel something touching it. He looks the black is no longer so black, in one spot it is black/gray. His eyes must be adjusting, like underground lizards, bugs, and things. He touches the spot and can feel it is warm, like a hand has been resting on it. 

It must be the beginning, oxygen levels dropping causing delusions. He hears a slight buzzing in his ear, he checks the sides of the container, tapping and banging them in case there is someone who might help. They are solid and he hears nothing in return. Telling him to breathe and remain calm. It isn't like the other noises in his head; he can hear it in his ear. A mosquito must have gotten caught in here with him. Yeah, that's it. 

The air smells differently, and he has to take a leak. "Oh boy that will add to the atmosphere." Thankfully the flashlight is still working; he finds what he hopes is the lowest corner so at least he doesn't pee running all over. He hears a humming noise, low at first, then louder and louder, but it keeps getting louder and starts to sound like words.

“You have been heard.”

“What the heck! I am going crazy.”

Louder now, “Derrick you have been heard.”

“Who heard me?”

“The one you called to.”

I am delirious. I didn’t expect it to happen so fast, feeling the walls for a reality check. 

“You will be saved. You must kneel and pray, all will be good. Look for the beam of light, it will come.”

Someone, thing massages his neck; he can feel the warmth through his jacket. He succumbs to its comfort; he kneels down, and prays. Mostly talking injected with; “Our Father Hallowed Be Thy Name, Hail Mary full of grace, pray for us now and at the time of our Death.” It is all he remembers.  The air is heavy, it smells swampy and of decay. His body shakes with dread, with emotions he didn’t even know he had anymore.

Panic tugs at his being, Derrick utters, “Baby, if my end is near let it come. I don’t know if I can hold on much longer?” He is breathing deeper, but not getting any air, his lungs begin to burn.

Then Baby’s voice, “You will see the light of day again, your end is far away.”

Derrick could not believe his ears and felt renewed with hope. He cries out, “Baby, do you mean I will live?” Silence.

Laughing at himself, he is ready for his demise, but still clings to the hope, the chance Baby’s voice is real and he will be saved, it is a great comfort. With the air stale, his limbs heavy, his brain starved of oxygen he falls into a semi-conscious state. He thanks Baby for being with him and keeping him calm, he tells her he is eternally grateful, for her help, he asks Jesus if he could find it in his heart to forgive him.  He can’t think anymore, he is back in church; his father next to him with dust dancing in the streams of sunshine, his father is smiling. He is at peace, imagine after all he has done, God still loves him. 

The ground surrounding the container rumbls so loud even Derrick can tell it is real, not a delusion. Metallic screeching, a tremendous thud, vibration and then a pressure throughout the entire container; and then he smells it, fresh air, it is rushing in, he feels it brushing his cheeks. There are scrapping sounds and a few minutes later the entire container is shaking back and forth. A burst of light streams in and for a moment sparkly dust particles swirl about in the cool fresh air rushing in. Derrick knows his prayers have been answered and screams thank you.

The container is tossing him back and forth, and then turning repeatedly until it stops and he sees a hole tore in the side. He scrambles to it, groggy and stiff from his lack of oxygen and lying on the cold steel floor. He is out and on muddy ground; he is on the river’s shore.  His vision is clearing, and he sees people running towards the container. 

He can hear Baby telling him, “Get up Derrick, get up and run they will not help you.”
He runs into an apartment complex he knows well and rests behind a gas station to plan out what to do now to evade being found.
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3 BREAKING NEWS
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TV 22 Breaking News: “Today a steel beam fell 180 feet at the Eastside Mall site and luckily everyone in its path was able to get out of its way. It sunk into the earth and nothing short of digging it out would release it. One of the excavator operators likened it to King Arthur’s  sword Excalibur. They were all laughing about it and took pictures as each of the operators tried to get it out. Finally after digging around it a crane was used to extract it and they discovered it pierced a buried shipping container. The container slid off the beam and dropped about ten feet rolling a few times before coming to a halt on the river’s edge.

Expecting to find a treasure from one of several past construction projects, one of several videos being taken by the crew and inspectors captured a man crawling out of the container and running away. The police are investigating asking that all video of the incident be turned in so they can identify what they are classifying as a suspicious person and possible kidnapping victim. 

A high level source tells us information found in the container revealed the name of the people responsible for placing the unnamed person inside the container and has already resulted in four arrests and more are coming. The police believe this container was intended to be the mystery man’s tomb.  He turned it into a testament to bring down those who put him in it. The name of the man entombed was erased somehow when the beam crashed through the container, leaving only three letters of his name and they aren’t releasing those, yet.  

The investigation will answer all the questions pertaining to the burying of this container and more important who the person in the container was. The video showed only the back of the man crawling out, but the police hope to find him to determine exactly what happened.” 

Police spokesman Lieutenant Petrovski said, “It is a miracle the victim in this case was still alive. According to rough calculations there wasn’t enough air in the container to last more than a day. The victim indicated he was buried Saturday morning making it four days today. We don’t know if the victim had access to an air tube, but at this time it does not appear to be the case. This may turn out to be a true miracle.”

“Another source reported a particularly loud clock inside, its main purpose to torture the victim with each passing moment. A flashlight with dead batteries was found so the mystery man was probably in total darkness most of the time he was entombed, listening to the ticking of the clock waiting for his air supply to end. 

What a horrible, horrible crime. We will keep you up to date as the police release more information about the Mall Tomb. Kathrine Culver reporting live. Ryan be sure to get the forensic unit coming and going. We will use it later. Thanks “
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4 KATHERINE AND RYAN
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Katherine watches Ryan taking the footage she asked him to and of course he takes much more, he is the cameraman after all. She is trying to decide if she should ask him to come with her to her new job in Atlanta. She could use one of the local Atlanta guys who will know the fastest way around town, but Ryan knows what she likes in her reports. She likes working with him; he is in many ways like her, always available, always on the hunt for something. She ran into him four years ago near the Bean, otherwise known as the Cloud Gate of Chicago, he was there with his mini camera taking photos of nothing and everything, just in case. He doesn’t have a life other than being a cameraman. It struck her it makes him a little creepy in a way, he is obsessive. 

Laughing to herself; aren’t I high and mighty today. She won’t tell him it is an option she forced into her new contract. She wouldn’t want him to think she needed him to actually do her job.  

Ryan knows she is getting ready to leave and she hasn’t mentioned it very often which he took as a sign she either didn’t want to take him along or she wanted to try something new altogether. Reporters are like that and most use the local camera guys so it is no big thing, though he will miss working with Katherine, she is special in many ways. They have worked together for four years now and developed a good routine between them. He let it known around the office he would not hesitate to move if asked. If she doesn’t the other reporters all want him to work with them. 

“Ryan, time to go.” The 45lbs of camera on his shoulder is a part of him. He has developed an awkward gait because of it, but he moves well and can move when he has to, some camera guys loose a certain amount of nimbleness, not Ryan. He is like a cat the way he can scale a wall or climb a tree. She wishes she could move half as good as he does carrying her microphone.

He doesn’t give her a chance to say anything and has his camera set in its rest and the truck started before Katherine has the van door open. “Where to Katherine?” He likes saying her name, for a while he thought he might have a thing for her and in the beginning he did, but he realized she could never be what he needs her to be in a relationship, so he accepts the enjoyment of working with her knowing someday he will do something special for her. 

“They found the bodies of an entire family murdered fifteen minutes ago. Go by N. Mohawk Street, last house before you get to the train tracks. Take West Chicago to N. Larrabee...”

Interrupting her, “I know where it is, no problem, 20 minutes tops, that way is fine if there is no traffic, I have a better way, not as direct, but it never gets blocked and there are no red light cameras.”

They arrive on the scene and the police have it secured tight as a drum, it must be something bad, really bad. A Lieutenant she has a good rapport with is there, he tells her it is as bad as it gets in the house. He promises to give her some details later, but for now there are four family members, whose identities are being withheld until notification of their relatives. He tells her off to the side and off the record the bodies are mutilated and suspect at least one body part eaten. Katherine’s stomach churns a little at the thought, she shakes it off.

Ryan already has scene video and is ready for Katherine to make another breaking report. Two in one day, it is a great news day. 

“Katherine Culver reporting live from North Mohawk Street where there has been a murder of at least four people, all believed to be of the same family. This quiet neighborhood is shaken as it is not known for a high level of violent crime. At this time the official police statement is:

“It appears an entire family of four has been brutally murdered in their home and they are just getting the investigation teams up and running. More information will be released as the investigation teams deem appropriate. It is a tragic crime.”

“You can see they have the scene secured and are keeping everyone away. They have the neighbor’s windows view blocked as well as along the rear of the yard. The Forensic Mobile Laboratory is arriving. There are six additional investigators assigned to the scene. The Chicago PD is putting all its resources into this case. Reporting live, Katherine Culver for TV22.”

“Looks great Katherine, I will take a walk around the block and see if I can’t get a better vantage point. The mini cam is on the console in case something breaks, I’ll be back in a jiffy.” Making caricature moves like he is set to take off. 

Who says “in a jiffy” anymore. The long wait will be worth it, the Lieutenant almost always gives her something the other reporters don’t have and off the record he already has, but she is hoping for something more she can use. At least she knows what to look for and begins playing with the phrasing of questions for the next news conference. The coffee machine is brewing; she checks the cooler and there are plenty of water bottles and even a few cokes. Ryan has a full container of trail mix and another of dried fruit so they are set for a siege if need be. Other reporters have mentioned I must have a bladder made of steel staying on scenes as long as I do. The secret, Ryan installed a port-a-potty, like on a small boat. He is inventive and a hell of a cameraman.  He is coming with me to Atlanta.
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5 MURDER IN CHICAGO
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Bits and pieces have come out all day from the police spokesperson. Katherine thought about leaving, but wanted to make contact with the Lieutenant once more, she knows there is nothing more the regular police channels will put out until tomorrow. All the stations will begin to run loops and several of the crews are having their B teams sit on the scene. 

Ryan suspects the Lieutenant is Katherine’s big source in the Chicago Police Detective Division, but she has never said the words. Good because he could pass a lie detector if ever asked if he knew who her source was, he really doesn’t know. Some reporters share their sources with their team, but not Katherine. She told him from the very beginning she is willing to go to jail to keep her sources secret and the paper will back her. She didn’t think the cameramen should have the same burden placed on them. She has been secretive from the start and continues four years later. She gave him a sealed envelope to give to the Lieutenant and he figures it sets up a meeting. 

He keeps Katherine supplied with the latest video and audio spy gear available. Two of her buttons on her duty blazer are recorders; she has a decorative medallion she attaches to her shoulder bags, a hair clip thingamajig, three or four spy pens, and some super mini recorders that can be set almost anywhere. She even has one that can be put in a fish tank or flower vase for video only. He keeps her well-equipped. She never lets him see any of her raw source video, on occasion she has let him listen to some. He doubts her sources know she has them recorded to the extent she does. She is a tough as nails journalist and is what he likes about her.

He sees the Lieutenant and his Sergeant, who is always with him, approach the tape barrier. The LT is waving off reporters, Ryan pretends to pick up an envelope as he passes him and the Sargent asks him what he has there. He says nothing and the Sergeant insists he show him and braces him, grabbing his hand with the envelope. The LT comes over and demands to know what is going on. The Sergeant tells the LT the envelope has his name on it and he should arrest this guy for theft and obstruction. 

Ryan grudgingly loosens his hold on the envelope and sure enough the LT’s name is written on it. He tells Ryan since he is so interested he will show him the contents. He shows him a list of groceries, the LT tells him his wife wants him to pick up some stuff. Mumbling and grumbling about reporters’ integrity the LT and Sgt walk off. The Sergeant turns and uses to fingers pointing from his eyes to him, letting him know he will be watching him from now on. Ryan thinks great, another lughead I have to work around. 

Two hours later Kathrine and the LT meet at the cafeteria on the Chicago University Health Science Campus; it is a good cover for both of them. They can either be visiting a friend in one of the special care hospitals or doing research for any number of medical backgrounds if seen by someone, they happen to be there at the same time and are having a coffee. They have used this place many times over the years. Once the Chief of Police joined them with the Deputy Mayor, right before Katherine broke a big story on the then corrupt Deputy Mayor, they didn’t suspect a thing. Sure people recognize her, but that would happen anywhere and they don’t meet often enough to create suspicion. Two very dedicated professionals who happen to use the same research facilities nothing uncommon about it at all. 

The LT confirms this isn’t a revenge or drug crime, this is as bad as it gets. He tells her they believe the killer made the family watch as he raped and cannibalized the daughter. He then proceeded to kill them all. There seems to be some differences, beyond the obvious, how they were killed, but they won’t know for sure until the Coroner’s report is done. 

“Katherine, there is one other thing and you have to keep under wraps until the Coroner’s report is written, longer if you can. He signed his work; he carved a symbol in each of their left shins. We don’t know what it means yet.”

“Do you think he is a serial killer just starting or he has been around?”

“I think he is coming into being, Katherine. He has been killing something or people for a while and now he wants us all to know him and his story.”

“It could be a woman.”

“Unlikely since there was semen taken from the scene.”

“So he definitely is a serial killer, he ticks off all the indicators.”

“I can’t confirm it, but it may be.”

“I have to go, if I don’t see you good luck with the new job in Atlanta, Chicago will miss you. I will miss our meetings.”

“Thanks, LT I’ll send ya’ll some peanuts. I hope you wrap this up before I leave town though, it would be nice to leave on a big story.”

LT closes his eyes, shaking his head side to side,  opens his eyes stares at her for a second and says, “I think this is going to be a bad one and it will take us a while to figure out, Katherine.”

Katherine can’t believe the LT told her the guy marked the victims and specifically on the left calf. There must be something important about it. The full Coroner’s report could take a couple of weeks, but they will work this as fast as they can. A preliminary report will come out in a few days. 

Always looking for an edge, she calculates how she can take this info with her to Atlanta and use it to develop some local rapport right off the bat. This is a cut throat business, you use whatever advantages you can get. I have the LT’s recommendation at the Atlanta PD and Georgia State Police. Katherine already met with the Atlanta Chief Inspector and his assistant when she visited Atlanta before accepting the offer. She felt she is off to a good start based on her initial meeting with them. She wishes there was more time to investigate this before leaving. This will be a big story. She decides she will take her notes on this and a few other choice cases. They hired this jerk from the Entertainment desk to fill my position. What were they thinking?
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6 ON THE RUN
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Life on the run, Derrick knows he has a limited time to get out of Chicago. Everyone will be looking for him, the police, the public, Lenny and his associates. He boards the Chicago Blue Line to his stash house, a small apartment near the Concord Music Hall. The apartment isn’t in Lenny’s normal area of operation so no one has ever found out about it. When he tires of his world with Lenny, he escapes here. It is his refuge, away from Lenny and the others. He was smart setting it up four years ago. He has a little over six thousand cash on hand, a couple of Ids and some clean credit cards. It is enough for his escape and he has more he can get later. 

He didn’t spend all his money like the others; he put it away for a rainy day; they are inevitable in this business. He will have to find out what it is like to work a normal job now as normal as hiding out allows him. The only thing the police really have on him, if they can prove it, is he was an enforcer. Jesse was the only person who actually saw him kill someone and made arrangements to pin it on his good friend Jesse. He scratched the location of the bodies on the wall of his tomb and pointed the finger at Jesse. He felt guilty when he planted the DNA, but something told him
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