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Two weeks to Thanksgiving and already Metropolisville’s under snow.

Abraham Showbiz, 46, unlocks the door to his shop with one hand, coffee cup steaming in the other. The store – Sirvydas' Meats & Poultry on 57th Street, nine blocks from downtown – has stood here since 1915, opened by his grandfather Žygimantas Sirvydas, a Lithuanian immigrant with a butcher’s dream. This year marks its fiftieth.

His father, Jonas Sirvydas, died in ’62 and left the store to Abraham. Jonas, who also changed the family name to Showbiz after hearing the word on the radio during the war—no real reason given, not even on his deathbed.

“It just sounded good,” was all he said. “Now do your father a favour. Look after the business...”

Then he died.

Showbiz hadn’t worn an apron since ’38, before the war. He'd started medical school but quit after five semesters. Became an orderly at Metropolisville-Jacobson Hospital. Met Jane Fairfax there. Married fifteen years. Divorce left him wrecked—emotionally and financially. His father’s death gave him a choice: $22,000 in the bank and a tired old meat shop. He nearly sold it. Spent a night drinking bourbon at Al’s Saloon down the block, then staggered home in the rain. One look at the old sign above the door and that was it. He couldn’t let his grandfather down.

So he kept it.

Now, like clockwork, he checks the books in his back office, ties on the apron, and gets to work. He grabs a few rump steaks from cold storage and lays them out, then returns for a half pig hanging from a hook. Hauls it over his shoulder, slaps it on the butcher block, starts carving. Then it’s livers, kidneys, chickens, turkeys, cold cuts. Half an hour later the counter’s stacked and he’s open for business.

“Hi there, Mrs Ganucci,” he says, spotting a regular.

She started coming after Ciro Benetton upped his prices ten percent.

“And how are you today, Mr Showbiz?”

“All the better for seeing you. What can I getcha on this fine but freezing Metropolisville morning?”

“You got that ground pork from last week?”

“Sure do.”

“Three pounds of that and two pounds of your finest chopped chicken livers.”

“Whatcha making, then?” Showbiz asks with a grin.

“Crostini pâté.”

“Mine are the best for that.”

He lays brown paper on the scales, scoops the chicken livers, weighs them.

“That enough—two pounds, two ounces?”

“Perfect... Oh—one thing.” She pauses, like she'd left the house with this question burning. “The chicken livers last week—some of them looked odd. Light and dark, kind of mixed. Not complaining, just wondering if that's normal?”

“Sometimes,” he says, wrapping the livers, “cold storage causes discolouration. Some go darker. No one knows why. But hey—you’re still standing, right? So I wouldn’t panic.”

He bags the order just as the doorbell jingles again. Another customer. His little kingdom of meat hums to life.

At eight sharp, Paul Potter barrels in, late again.

“Sorry I’m late, boss.”

“Third time this week. What’s going on with you?”

“Won’t happen again.”

Potter hurries to clean the cold storage.

End of day, Showbiz pulls him aside.

“Don’t be late tomorrow. We’ve got a lot to do after close. You know what I’m talking about, right?”

“I do.”

Potter hates the job, but it’s all he could get since prison. Five and a half years for medical negligence. Struck off as a trauma surgeon. He’d worked up and down the East Coast, served in Korea at a field hospital near the Punchbowl in ’51.

Lately, Showbiz has started to enjoy the work. It used to be just duty—respect for the old men who built it. Now, it’s something else.

The best butcher this side of Metropolisville heads back into the cold.
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DETECTIVE LEO LYONS
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“Lyons,” Detective Clint Rogers says, poking his head over the partition. “Skipper wants you in his office.”

Detective Leo Lyons looks up from the form he’s half-finished. He exhales, drops the pen.

“Okay.”

Lyons, 38, overworked and in the middle of a messy divorce, stands and straightens his tie before knocking on the captain’s door.

“You wanted to see me, Captain?”

“Close the door. Sit,” says Captain Michael Henderson. “We found another body. This time the kidneys are gone.”

“You think it’s linked to the others?”

“Probably. Doesn’t matter. I’m pulling Randolph. You’re on it now.”

Lyons leans back. “Why?”

“Because I’m your boss and I said so. You’re a good cop, Lyons. I think you can catch this sonofabitch.”

“What’s Randolph say?”

“He doesn’t know yet. And I don’t care. It’s been four months since the last one and he’s got nothing. The press is on us. The public’s spooked. You up for it?”

“Yeah. Sure.” Lyons lights a cigarette.

“We need to find this bastard.”

“What’s Idlewilde say?”

Peter Idlewilde. The commissioner. A hard-nosed bastard. Hated by most on the force.

“My job’s on the line, Leo. You want that promotion or not?”

Lyons nods. He’s been chasing that promotion for years. Never thought the badge would weigh this heavy.

“One question, though,” he says, rising.

“Yeah?”

“If I’m such a good cop, why ain’t I promoted yet?”

“Get out. Talk to Randolph. Get the files.”

Lyons steps out into the bullpen, rows of desks buzzing with typewriters and coffee steam. He spots Randolph—square-jawed, high-strung, Paterson accent—pounding away on his Olympia SM9 like it’s a vendetta.

“I need the files on those three unsolveds,” Lyons says.

Randolph doesn’t look up. “Files?”

“You heard me. Henderson’s taken you off. If you’ve got a problem, take it to him.”

Randolph keeps typing like nothing was said. Lyons walks back to his desk but keeps his eyes on the man. Five minutes pass. Then ten. Randolph finally stands, stiff-backed, and storms toward Henderson’s office.

Fifteen minutes later, Randolph returns. He lowers into his chair and crumbles. Head down. Shoulders shaking. He’s crying. Full-on, ugly sobbing.

Detectives Feinstein and Kane approach. Randolph waves them off. Kane ignores it. He and Feinstein speak briefly, then Feinstein storms across the room toward Lyons.

Lyons mutters under his breath: “Here comes the shitstorm.”

“And don’t say anything to me, Dan,” Lyons says as Feinstein closes in. “It was Henderson’s call.”

“You fucked him, didn’t you?”

Lyons—Irish-Catholic, quick-tempered, already hates Feinstein for a dozen unspoken reasons—grinds his jaw.

“I told you. Don’t blame me.”

“But we know it was you.”

“Fuck off.” He glances at Randolph and Kane. “Go back to your confederates. Where are my files?”

“They’ll be over.”

When they land on his desk, they’re thick. Witness statements. Crime scene








	Interview the hardware store owner–––––––– 

	Pay Buckley another visit–––––––– 

	Talk to the old woman who found Cox–––––––– 

	Then go see the families–––––––– 

	Then get to the bones of this thing–––––––– 
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