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        What do you get when you mix together a good guy who’s weighed down with heavy emotional baggage, a bad guy you love to hate, and a dash of romance? A page-turning read!

        LAURIE BUCHANAN | AUTHOR OF THE SEAN MCPHERSON NOVELS

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Pain. Failure. Fear. Death. Natural beauty. Suspense. Sense of community. Conviction. Thankfulness. Respect. Hope. Love (maybe). That’s the rollercoaster readers ride in Jeff Nania’s exciting first book, Figure Eight. Along the way, Figure Eight’s earthy side draws on the Northwoods of Wisconsin’s spectacular scenery and time-honored traditions.

        DEAN BORTZ | EDITOR, WISCONSIN OUTDOOR NEWS

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Hard to imagine anyone more qualified than Jeff Nania to tell this tale of Northwoods intrigue. I’ve known him in his successive careers as both a police officer and a professional consultant on the restoration of wetlands—and as an avid sportsman with a deep veneration for our remaining wilderness. And now I find he’s a fine writer with a keen ear and eye for the cadences of speech and the pace of daily life we both grew up with on our home turf in Wisconsin, and it all rings true. It’s a serious story for our time, but also a page-turner and a fun read.

        PETER EGAN | BEST-SELLING AUTHOR AND 
        EDITOR-AT-LARGE, ROAD AND TRACK MAGAZINE
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        The author’s knowledge of Wisconsin’s Northwoods, fishing, and law enforcement techniques, brought me hook, line and sinker into the story, and I thoroughly enjoyed reading the books.

        TIM EISELE | FREELANCE OUTDOOR WRITER AND PHOTOGRAPHER

      

      

      

      
        
        
        What do you get when you mix together a good guy who's weighed down with heavy emotional baggage, a bad guy you love to hate, and a dash of romance? A page-turning read!

        LAURIE BUCHANAN | AUTHOR OF THE SEAN MCPHERSON NOVELS

      

      

      

      
        
        
        I got Jeff Nania’s Figure Eight as a present from a friend in the USA who said that America now had its own socially conscious crime fighter that I would love. And he was right. John Cabrelli is a guy you would like on your side any day. He struggles and fails, but his aim is true and he does right by people who have been wronged. Not only is Figure Eight a great crime story, but a story that is informative and draws a nuanced picture of society. I hope for more tales from Wisconsin.

        SOLVEIG JÓNSDOTTIR | INTERNATIONAL LITERARIAN, ICELAND

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Every detail of the setting and plot is realistic, and the mental and emotional aspects of each character are so well described that reading places you right in the story. I now feel acquainted with the Northwoods although I have never been there.

        DAVE | READER IN WASHINGTON

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Figure Eight by Jeff Nania is a strong read and a wonderful tale. It captured my interest quickly and sustained it to the end, with Nania drawing on his expertise in law enforcement and Wisconsin Northwoods, as well an insightful understanding of human nature.

        JUDITH | READER IN FLORIDA

      

      

      

      
        
        
        A gripping page-turner, intriguing, breath-taking, convoluted (in a good way), funny (where it needed to be), and even heart-warming. I’m a great fan of good mysteries and crime novels (Grisham, Baldacci, etc), and this (first!) novel was right up there with the best of them.

        RICH | READER IN WASHINGTON

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Loved it!!! Definitely a page turner from beginning to end… The writing was suspenseful, the vernacular relatable, and the storyline addicting!!”

        MELISSA D. | READER IN WISCONSIN
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      Figure Eight (Book 1)

      First Place, Mystery/Thriller, Midwest Book Awards (2020)

      As former police officer John Cabrelli struggles in the wake of a career-ending event, he retreats to his late uncle’s lakeside cabin in Wisconsin…but it’s far from the peaceful refuge he expects. Danger awaits—along with the truth behind his uncle’s death.
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      Spider Lake (Book 2)

      First Place, Mystery, Independent Publisher Book Awards (2021)

      Finalist, Second Novel, Next Generation Indie Book Awards (2021)

      John Cabrelli is recuperating at Spider Lake when a string of mysterious events in a nearby town draws him into a case involving a missing federal agent and a secluded cabin… An unputdownable crime thriller!

      

      
        
          
            [image: Bough Cutter cover]
          
        

      

      Bough Cutter (Book 3)

      Great Lakes Best Regional Fiction Winner, Independent Publisher Book Awards (2022)

      Just as Namekagon County sheriff John Cabrelli adjusts to his new job, a body is discovered in the woods — and he must race against time to unravel the case when the lives of even more victims are claimed within the wilderness… A gripping tale of crime fiction!
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      Musky Run (Book 4)

      Great Lakes Best Regional Fiction Winner, Independent Publisher Book Awards (2023)

      Predators stalk the Northwoods as the Great Wilderness Race gets underway. Sheriff John Cabrelli and the new Musky Falls chief of police work to keep the community calm as they try to piece together the clues before it is too late.
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          HOSPITAL

        

      

    

    
      A faint, polite knock on John’s door let him know someone was visiting. The nurses, doctors, and the maintenance guy never knocked; they just walked in. Most of the time he didn’t care. They were pumping enough pain medication into him to seriously impact his ability to be concerned with his dignity, or reality for that matter. It also made it impossible to pee, which resulted in yet another personal assault.

      Only visitors knocked. He didn’t get many visitors. Doctor’s orders, enforced by Nurse B. Holterman, a very tough old girl with the bedside manner of a night shift jailer. She was probably over a hundred and had clearly made her bones in a tent hospital in World War II cutting off limbs. People had tried to get in to see him several times, but she scared them off, never to return. They were feeling bad for old John, but not bad enough to run the B. Holterman gauntlet.

      Today John was getting a visitor, and Nurse B. Holterman had attempted to intercede but finally relented. Probably based on everyone’s unspoken assumption, John was on his way out, and even if he did survive, his probable future looked like something between bad and plain dismal.

      The knocker now had a face and a voice. A young guy pushing 35 or so, good shape, healthy looking with tanned skin and probably wearing his best pair of jeans. He was carrying a notebook with a pen shoved into the spiral binding, tools of his trade, and didn’t look like the kind of hard nose reporter from the crime beat John had come to know.

      “John Cabrelli? My name is Bill Presser. I’m a reporter from the Namekagon County News, in Musky Falls, Wisconsin. My editor sent me to talk to you. Ah … he said you requested me.”

      Cabrelli looked up from his hospital bed. He looked drawn and tired. Pain had taken its toll on the usual smiling face. His black, curly hair had begun to show threads of silver and was plastered to his forehead from the sweats. Tubes and wires were attached everywhere, and a monitor beeped quietly in the background. John Cabrelli truly looked like a man on his last legs, with one exception. If you looked close, you could still see his eyes were steeled in grim determination.

      John answered, his strong voice shaky, but clear.

      “Hey, thanks for coming. I know you’re a busy guy. I’m glad you could make it. I think you’ll find it worth your time. If not, oh well, it looks to me like you got a hell of a lot more time left than I do.”

      Presser was clearly uncomfortable. Even for the most detached, looking at someone who is struggling between life and death is tough. Where do you look? Their eyes? The tubes? The wires? The bandage? Presser picked the ceiling and the window. If John chose to die at that moment, it was clear Presser did not want to see it happen.

      “Mr. Presser, it is my hope that we are going to spend a fair amount of time together. Time, again, is the operative word; I may not have much. You need to make eye contact, get over my current physical appearance, and listen to my words. Ask whatever you need to ask so we can get on with this. Try and make yourself as comfortable as you can.”

      Presser looked at John. “I understand. I’m sorry. Actually, you look pretty good for all you’ve been through.”

      “That’s okay, Bill, I know I look like hell. Wounds like this tend to put you a little off your game.”

      “Can I ask what the extent of your injuries are?”

      “Sure. I have one bullet still lodged near my spine. I took another one in the kidney, and that is the reason for all the machinery you see plugged into me. They removed one kidney and are hoping the other one will take up the slack. From the sounds of it, I was pretty torn up inside, and the surgeons had their hands full. Mainly though I just feel like shit; getting shot kind of does that to you. But I want you to know that I haven’t had my usual doses of pain drugs today, so I can make some sense.”

      Sometimes identifying the elephant in the room is the best way to get something rolling. The straightforward answers from Cabrelli in an odd way made Presser feel more comfortable.

      “Well, my big question is why would you request me? I’m just a jack-of-all-trades reporter for a small-town newspaper. You’re a pretty famous guy now, a hero. There are a lot of folks that would kill for this exclusive. Why me?”

      “First of all, I’m a little sick and tired of the whole ‘let’s try and kill John thing.’ Secondly, you’re honest, you’re from Musky Falls, you write pretty well, and this story for you is a big deal. I need somebody to hear my story who thinks it’s a big deal. Make no mistake though, I am no hero, and never refer to me that way. I have met real heroes, and I don’t hold a candle to them.”

      “Sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you. I appreciate you letting me know what’s off limits. I will try to respect that. I need to say up front that we have no budget to pay you for this story. If your story is anything like it appears, I am sure one of the tabloids would compensate you very well.”

      “Yeah, Laura the Lawyer has had a few calls. Being a lawyer with a sharp eye for the bottom line, she’s been pushing me to take the money. Right now money is not much of a concern to me. Don’t think for a second this story is free, not a chance. You just aren’t paying me with money. Here’s my deal: I want you to hear the whole story start to finish. How I ended up here comes at the end. There is a lot in between. I need you to hear the in-between.”

      “You mean your life story, a biography?”

      “No, just the last couple of years.”

      “Do you want me to write a newspaper story or a book? I’m not an author in the book sense. I can recommend a couple of guys from the cities that …” John cut him off.

      “Look, I am lying here full of bullets and not full of hydro-morphone. According to this doctor who looks like he doesn’t shave yet, the clock is ticking. I am sure he will be here to harass me as soon as his mother gives him a ride to work. If we are going to start, let’s start. Otherwise, on your way out, tell the nurse to bring me drugs.”

      “I-I, I just don’t know. I’d like to think this through. I just need some time.”

      “Again, let me restate the obvious; time is what you’ve got plenty of, not me. We start, or you go. I am not trying to be difficult, but like I said, getting shot makes me very cranky.”

      “John, to be honest with you I am not sure that I can do you and your story justice. I write about the winners of the Lion’s Club fishing contest and the Musky Queen pageant for a small newspaper. There are going to be a lot of people reading this story, people from all over the country probably. I have never done anything like this before.”

      “Well, Bill, if you stick with that chickenshit attitude, it’s likely you never will. Here is your chance, take it or leave it. Your choice, you make it. It’s a hell of a story you’d be missing.”

      Bill Presser sat deep in thought, and Cabrelli didn’t press him. He just waited. It was up to Bill now.

      Presser finally found his voice, “My grandmother was a card player. When we were kids she used to tell us, ‘Know when to hold, know when to be bold. If you’re never bold, you’ll always be playing someone else’s cards for them.’ I am guessing she was referring to situations just like this. I am honored that you want me to write your story John. I will give it my very best.”

      John was obviously relieved, “Thanks, Bill, I’m glad. I will try to make it as easy on you as I can.”

      “Can I record our conversations?”

      “Please do. Let’s get it right.”

      “My usual format is to ask questions and record the responses, using the information in the responses for more questions. Will that work for you, John?”

      “No. Here is the format. I am going to tell you a true, but very hard to believe story. You can ask questions. I’ll do the best I can to answer them. You are going to want to be able to corroborate my story. I will give you sources. I also have documents. They are hidden. When we are done, they are yours. My goal is simple: tell my story, expose the bad guys, and get justice for my uncle Nick.”

      “Fair enough. I guess we better get started.”

      “Thank God, tempest is fugiting.”

      John Cabrelli began, changing Bill Presser’s life forever.
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          CABRELLI

        

      

    

    
      “I’ve always been a pretty happy person. I’m lucky; I was born believing that life was the journey, not the destination. When I was a kid, I was plenty wild, but I never victimized anyone. I just raised a lot of hell: drinking, fighting, driving fast. Normal youthful behaviors in my neighborhood. Somewhere along the line I decided that I was going to become a policeman. Once I decided, I never really looked back. During my junior year in college, I was recruited. I finished school through the Law Enforcement Educational Assistance Program, better known as ‘nobody wants dumb cops program,’ and began my career as a full-fledged crime fighter for the Madison Police Department.

      “I can remember the first day on the job. I had this overwhelming feeling that this was right; I was where I belonged. The whole thing was so exciting. But, not the shoot ’em up, badge heavy tough guy way… . I just felt like I belonged, maybe for the first time in my life.

      “Some people, when they enter law enforcement, go through major life changes; some just can’t do it. They’re good people, but they can’t make the adjustments necessary to survive working night and day in a very busy jurisdiction, most always seeing people at their worst, barging into their families, changing their lives, sometimes forever. I didn’t have much of an adjustment period. I just wanted to get to work. Night shift patrol in a high-crime area was fine with me. I couldn’t sleep very well mixing my days and nights up like that, but I never had a shift that dragged, and there was always plenty to do, things going on. First chance I got, I took the 3:00 p.m. to 11:00 p.m. shift. It was the busiest shift, but at least I lived my life in some semblance of normality.

      “There I stayed ’til the end. I was decorated a couple of times and reprimanded a couple more. I liked the people in my beat. They didn’t expect much. Most of them just wanted to be treated with a little respect and didn’t like the dirtbags that bothered their lives any more than I did. I had some rules: don’t bother kids, animals, or old folks. If you decide that you are going to victimize someone else, be aware that I will do all I can to victimize you. As years went by, people accepted my rules, and we got along just fine.”

      Bill Presser was now in full reporter mode, perched on the edge of his chair, recorder going, and taking notes in a spiral bound notebook. “What did you get reprimanded for?”

      “Mostly kind of humorous stuff … at least I thought it was funny.”

      “Like?”

      “Like one night these gang bangers started shooting at each other in a residential neighborhood. Bullets were flying everywhere, going through walls, taking out a picture window, hitting parked cars. Well, in all the shooting, the little punks never even hit each other. The safest place to be was where they were aiming. So, we rounded them all up and took them into jail. I had an ad for private firearms training in my squad box. When I got to the jail, I made copies of the ad and handed it out to the gang bangers. I told them to do the community a favor and learn to shoot better. I said it would make the neighborhood safer and reduce crime by potential reduction in perpetrator numbers. A southside social worker complained to my boss.”

      “Funny, but I can see why some may have found it to be inappropriate.”

      “Yeah, well, whatever. I guess you had to be there.

      “Anyway, I liked my job. I enjoyed the people I worked with and the challenges of not knowing what you would see day in and day out. Things were going along pretty good. In my beat, people were not blessed with an abundance of recreational opportunities, as a result, some folks when they got a little pocket money, their first stop was the liquor store. Then they would go home and start drinking. The result was family fight calls, officially referred to as ‘domestic disturbances.’ Sometimes we would respond to eight or nine in an eight-hour shift. Some were really bad. People beating the hell out of each other, people getting shot, stabbed, and everything else.

      “One time there was this guy named Fritz. On a Friday night after work, he sat down to have a few beers with his crazy wife. The drinking led to a little preliminary bickering. Fritz, a diesel mechanic, got up and walked away, went in the bathroom to take a bath. So, he’s peacefully sitting in the tub drinking a beer listening to this old radio. His wife walks in, says, ‘Fritz, I’m leaving you.’ Then she grabs the radio still plugged into the wall and drops it into the bathtub. Fritz survived, but both he and I found this display of aggression shocking.”

      “You have a very strange sense of humor, John. Is that what cops do, find humor in the tragedy of others?”

      “Pretty much. It’s the only way to survive. The more refined would call it a coping behavior. Look, I’m starting to feel pretty bad here, so how about I talk and you write down questions on your notepad, and we can come back to them later?”

      “Fair enough.”
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        * * *

      

      Family fights are part of the job no one likes. It’s usually the same people over and over again, and these disputes are dangerous for cops. Some people say they are the most dangerous. Emotions run high. Mix in drugs or alcohol and you can see how easily things can get out of hand. The best plan for a cop is to defuse the situation. Calm everybody down and then either take someone to jail or get them to leave. Whatever it takes. The story really starts with a call that came in as a domestic dispute.

      It was about four o’clock in the afternoon, August 2. Hot as hell with the humidity near 90 percent. I was on a traffic stop when I heard, “579 can you break for a 1033 call?”

      Ten-thirty-three is an emergency. I responded immediately.

      Dispatch said, “579 we have a report of a disturbance, a possible family dispute, at Gonzalez Market, 215 Depot St. Subject is armed with a handgun and threatening.” I was less than two blocks away.

      I told the traffic offender it was his lucky day, let him go, and took off for the market. I knew this family and often stopped in the store for a bottle of pop and the like. They seemed like a good family, and I couldn’t recall ever being called to the market for anything other than shoplifters and an armed robbery attempt about six months ago. I did recall that the armed robbery was only an attempt because Mr. Gonzalez had a Government Model Colt .45 he kept loaded under the counter, and the armed robber tried to scare him with a knife. Another rule broken; never take a knife to a gunfight. The perp took one look at the .45 and took off. I also remembered that Gonzalez was a military veteran and had the look of a guy that could handle himself pretty well.

      Two minutes passed and I notified dispatch I was on the scene. I stopped a couple of doors down from the market and started to approach the store. I could hear yelling and screaming coming from the open front door. I heard a male shout, “I am going to kill you, you no good piece of shit.” I got on my portable radio and called for backup. The dispatcher, ten miles away securely protected in the concrete and glass of the HQ tower, acknowledged and starting sending the troops.

      I drew my gun, a Sig Sauer P226, nine millimeter. I kept my gun down along my right side as I approached the front door of the market. I couldn’t see anything through the windows. They were covered with advertising, and on the inside shelves stacked with products were up against them. The fight was still raging inside but no shots, at least not yet. There was a small area next to the front door that I could use for concealment while I surveyed the situation. What I saw was not good. Gonzalez had the gun pointed at a male in his early twenties—Damien Callahan, a bad actor I had seen around the neighborhood—a real punk with jailhouse tattoos up and down both arms bringing trouble wherever he went. The old man was in a rage and yelling at the guy in half Spanish, half English. The punk was giving as good as he was getting, and I got the gist of things. Gonzalez’s daughter was pregnant, and this piece of shit was the father.

      I knew his daughter was a good kid about fifteen or sixteen. She worked at the store and was always polite. Sometimes we talked about her plans once she graduated high school. She wanted to be a nurse or a teacher. I also knew that she was the only child and the pride of the hardworking Gonzalez family. I entered the store.

      I called out, “Mr. Gonzalez, it’s me, John Cabrelli. You need to slow down a little bit. I’m here. I can take care of this guy for you, but you have got to put down the gun. If you don’t put down the gun, someone is going to get hurt here. Maybe him, maybe me, maybe you. Put the gun on the floor behind the counter and walk around the end over here to me.”

      I could hear the cars coming in the background, sirens yelping. Cops are a strange bunch, willingly driving a hundred miles an hour toward trouble. My radio was constant; chatter crackled as every patrol car anywhere close said they were responding, including the shift sergeant and precinct commander. It is amazing how a cop can be up to his ass in alligators and still hear the radio traffic.

      I walked in a few feet further, and I could see that Mr. Gonzalez’s eyes were wet with tears.

      I could also see that he did not have the hammer cocked on his old Colt; the hammer has to be cocked for the first shot. From his military service Gonzalez surely knew this. Things were looking better.

      The punk had a sneering smile on his pockmarked face. He looked high. “Mr. Gonzalez, please put the gun down. This is not so bad yet, but if you pull that trigger, things are going to get a lot worse. You’ve got a wife and daughter, and they need you. You’ve got a store here, and you have a life. Don’t let this guy take that away from you. Just put the gun on the floor and walk away from it.”

      Gonzalez looked at me, gun still pointed at the punk. Pure sorrow in his eyes, the kind only a parent can feel when their child is in pain.

      He said, “This vermin raped my daughter. She is going to have a baby. He is the father. He gave her a ride home from school and he raped her. He took my little girl. He took away her life. He came here to tell me to give him money, and if I did he would never bother us again. He has killed my daughter in her heart.”

      At that point the punk laughed. Some crazy kind of mean laugh. My brethren and sistren had arrived and stood outside the door, guns drawn. It seemed like the temperature in the room was 150 degrees. Mr. Gonzalez was trembling. He looked over at me and then started to put the gun down on the counter.

      “On the floor, Mr. Gonzalez, not on the counter. On the floor.” He put the gun down on the floor and sat down on his stool behind his counter and began to weep.

      Callahan laughed again. I took my Sig and hit him as hard as I could in his smart-ass mouth, knocking him to the floor with blood running down his chin.

      Backup burst in and cuffed the punk. They went for Mr. Gonzalez, but I stopped them. Rules are rules, but this guy was going to walk out the door and get in a squad with what was left of his dignity. They dragged out the punk, and Gonzalez and I walked out to the sidewalk. I put him in the back of my car, not knowing I had just made the biggest mistake of my life to date.

      The now-handcuffed gang banger was standing on the sidewalk, putting on a show for the growing crowd. “You got no reason to arrest me, man. I didn’t rape nobody. She was doing it with everybody. I ain’t even the father! I was just trying to borrow some money. I want a blood test. You need to lock old man Gonzalez up and send him away for trying to kill me. I’m the victim, man. I got hit in my mouth. I want to make charges against that cop. Police brutality, man. It ain’t right. He hit me for no reason.”

      Just then a woman screamed, and I looked up. I had momentarily forgotten about the gun, which I had left on the floor. Fifteen-year-old Angelina Gonzalez stood in the doorway of the store with her father’s Colt. This time the hammer was back. She fired once; I drew and fired twice.

      I think the technical term for it is akinetopsia, when time slows to a crawl during a crisis situation. That’s what happened to me; the echo from the gunfire seemed to go on forever. I saw the ejected shell casings from my gun skip across the sidewalk. I could hear voices but couldn’t make out words. My vision was clear, but everything seemed to be a blur. I saw Angelina rock back on her heels and fall against the doorframe of the store. Her big brown eyes just looked at me, and it looked like she was smiling. There were two crimson blossoms growing where my bullets had struck her chest.

      I turned around to see Damien Callahan lying on the ground, holding his upper arm. Mr. Gonzalez had his face pressed against the glass of the squad car window, contorted as he screamed.

      My fellow officers, guns drawn, were looking for another shooter. Others were staring at me.

      I walked toward little Angelina Gonzalez with my gun drawn, training taking over. I needed to make certain that the threat had been neutralized. I saw her pretty face and realized what I had done. I decocked my Sig Sauer and secured it in my holster, and reentered the real world. All hell was breaking loose around me.

      Julie Jones from the Northeast Precinct was screaming into her radio, “Shots fired, shots fired! We need an ambulance.”

      Dispatch was responding, clearing the air for all but emergency traffic and acknowledging that the paramedics were en-route.

      People were rushing to the aid of the punk and to the aid of little Angelina Gonzalez.

      Callahan was screaming in pain. Angelina said nothing.

      I don’t know how much time passed, but it seemed only seconds before the area got very crowded.

      Ambulances and the shift commander arrived at the same time. The fire department paramedics were immediately busy with the punk and Angelina.

      The shift commander was busy with me, “What the hell happened here, John? Jesus Christ. Did you shoot that girl or the guy? Who is the guy in custody in your squad?”

      I started to respond, and then I stopped just to take a breath. Just when I was ready to start again, the shift commander told me to stand by. He walked over to talk to the precinct sergeant. During their discussion, the commander kept looking at me, then looking down. He came back, and told me not to say anymore until we got to headquarters. Then he called for a crime scene unit and directed other officers to secure my car, take my prisoner to headquarters, and wait for detectives to get a statement.

      “Get in my car, John. We’re going to head into HQ for your statement.” Standard procedure in any police shooting.

      We pulled into the parking area in the basement of the joint city-county building. As usual, it was all hustle and bustle: cops checking in, cops checking out, a couple of deputies leaning against a car trunk talking to a city cop. We pulled in and it all stopped. In a police department, general bad news travels fast. A possible bad shoot travels at warp speed. No one knows what to say. Everybody thanked God it was not them involved.

      We walked to the basement elevators and, as the commander pushed the button, the doors opened. Standing there were two of the investigators from Internal Affairs, better known as the Rat Squad.

      Police agencies need to have an internal investigation division. It is not a pleasant job to have, although I believe that most cops are exonerated in investigations. Most IA guys I have met have been fair. These two guys, Captain Herbert Kuehnin and Detective Martin Dumas, were not fair. They loved their job, and they were convinced that every cop was guilty of something, and they had no love for me.

      “Captain, we will take it from here,” Kuehnin said, and with no further explanation he grabbed me by the arm and took me over to the elevator, basically pushed me in, and then he and Dumas hit the button for the ground floor. That was where all the interview rooms were. When we got out, I saw the deputy chief standing there talking to the assistant district attorney on duty. They both turned and looked at me. The A.D.A., a friend of mine, looked down at his shoes.

      “John, let’s go into interview room two over there. Can I get you anything? Coffee, water?’’ asked Kuehnin.

      “No, no I’m good,” I responded.

      I sat down across from the two internal affairs guys. Kuehnin looked iron clad serious; Dumas looked positively giddy. Another chance to take a cop down.

      Kuehnin started, “John we have got to cover some bases here, so let’s get that done. Just so you know, no one is accusing anyone of any wrongdoing. Everything that happens here will be recorded both in voice and visual. The recording is already on. We follow this procedure to make certain that events that transpire in this room are accurately recorded.”

      “Yeah, go ahead. I got it.”

      “First of all, I would like you to take your gun and put it in the evidence bag laying on the table. Handle the gun by its grip and make certain to keep your finger away from the trigger.”

      I looked across the table and could see that Dumas was drooling and ready for anything that may happen before the evidence bag was sealed.

      “Do you want me to unload it, Captain?” I asked.

      “No, just make sure it is decocked.”

      I put the gun in the bag and sealed it.

      Dumas slid another bag toward me and said, “Now your other gun, Cabrelli.”

      I reached down toward my ankle and removed a short barreled Smith and Wesson Chief’s Special .38 from an ankle holster. I put it in the next bag and sealed it up.

      “Anything else, Cabrelli?”

      “Nope, that’s it.”

      “Mind if I check?”

      “Yeah, as a matter of fact I do mind. I’ve got nothing else, Dumas.”

      He glared at me.

      “Let it go, Martin,” the captain said. He continued, “Okay then, let’s get started. As I stated, we will be recording this interview. The recording will be maintained in the evidence vault until this matter is resolved and will be available to you and your counsel should the need arise. You are required by conditions of your employment to answer my questions as part of your report. Any information obtained during the course of this interview pursuant to department policy and rules cannot be used against you in a criminal proceeding. You are required to answer my questions, but you are protected under the U.S. Supreme Court decision Garrity v. New Jersey.

      “You are being questioned as part of an internal and/or administrative investigation. You will be asked a number of questions concerning your official duties, and you must answer these questions to the best of your ability. Failure to answer completely and truthfully may result in disciplinary action including possible dismissal. Your answers and information derived from them may be used against you in administrative proceedings. However, neither your answers nor any information derived from them may be used in criminal proceedings, except if you knowingly and willfully make false statements. You retain the right to invoke your constitutional right against self-incrimination, at any time, without fear of employment repercussions. Do you understand what I am telling you, John?”

      “Yes, Captain, I do.”

      “Are you ready to proceed?”

      “I guess so. Yes, I am ready.”

      “John Cabrelli, I am Captain Herbert Kuehnin of the Internal Affairs Division. With me is Detective Martin Dumas, also of Internal Affairs. I am going to ask you to recount the situation that occurred at Gonzalez Market today to the best of your ability. I will ask questions of a clarifying nature as I need to. This is your opportunity to set the record straight and give an accurate account of the events that led to the shooting of Damien Callahan and Angelina Gonzalez, injuries sustained by Damien Callahan prior to the shooting, and the arrest of Roberto Gonzalez. The inquiry will proceed along these lines and may venture into other areas that I determine are germane to this inquiry. After this interview you will be required to write a formal report further detailing the situation. Are we ready to start, John?”

      “Yeah, let’s start, and we will see how this goes.”

      I knew I was guilty of something. Technically what, I didn’t know. But I had killed Angelina Gonzalez, and no matter what the circumstances, it was a crime against God.

      I answered the basic questions: name, rank, address, assignment, and that was about it.

      Things started downhill right after that with Martin Dumbass asking, “John, it is clear that you violated department policy in not handcuffing Mr. Gonzalez, but we have more important issues on the table here than that, so how about we just agree that this policy was violated and come back to that later. We need to hear about the shooting. The press is already calling, and we need some answers to put them at ease.”

      “John, were you at the Gonzalez Market today?” asked Kuehnin.

      I thought about the seemingly harmless question and then took the fifth and asked for a lawyer. I knew this was going to be bad. I didn’t need my big mouth to make it any worse.

      I was put on administrative leave with pay pending the outcome of the investigation.
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        * * *

      

      I doubted a lawyer could do much. The facts of the case were crystal clear. I had taken a suspect into custody and led him from the scene unhandcuffed. In the process of violating this department policy, I forgot about the loaded gun on the floor behind the counter, where I explicitly told the suspect to place it. I walked the suspect outside and left the scene unsecured. Angelina Gonzalez, a probable rape victim, had come out of the back room where she was hiding, picked up the gun, walked to the door of the store, and fired one round at Damien Callahan, the man who allegedly raped her. I, in turn, drew my weapon and fired two rounds striking Angelina Gonzalez in the chest. Callahan was in surgery at a local hospital for his arm and broken teeth. Angelina was dead, and I was the one who killed her, in a split second stealing all her life’s possibilities.

      It was almost six in the morning before I caught a ride back to the precinct from one of the central cars. My chauffeur was a buddy of mine, Eddy Gilmore.

      “Bad break, John. Sounds like the shoot was good, but a bad deal how it went down. That Callahan is a real piece of work. He’s got a sheet a mile long. Done some time. I’m sure this will get worked out.”

      I got in my car at the precinct and started the ten-minute drive home. On the way, I tried to listen to some music, but quiet seemed like the only thing I could stand. As I pulled into the driveway, my cell phone rang. It was a reporter from one of the newspapers. He asked if I wanted to comment on the events and the “tragic death of the Gonzalez girl.” I threw my cell phone against the garage wall.

      My house seemed like a refuge. I closed the door and locked it. For the thousandth time, I wished I had a dog. Someone to come home to that was always happy to see me. No place for a dog in the city. Maybe one of these days I’d buy a place in the country then get a dog or two.

      I am not much of a drinker, but that day seemed like a good time to start. The only thing in the house was a bottle of whiskey I had gotten for a Christmas gift a few years before. Whiskey it was. I looked out the window and drank until I passed out on the couch.
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      I woke up about 11:00 a.m. to someone pounding on my door.

      My head was fuzzy from the whiskey, and I made the mistake of answering. Another reporter—a slick haired, capped teeth, talking head I recognized from a local TV channel accompanied by a camera crew. “Officer Cabrelli, I am Edwin Bailey with Channel Three. We’d like to talk with you.”

      He was in his mid-forties with dark brown hair and glasses. He wore a short-sleeved dress shirt with a red power tie. The heat was making him sweat through his carefully applied on-screen makeup. In his hand he held a small recorder. One of his feet was close to my door as if he was about to make sure I wasn’t going to close it. I lived in a small three bedroom house then with two concrete front steps. His other foot was on the step below kind of bracing himself. His camera crew guy stood just beside him filming and recording everything. I was immediately aware of my unbrushed teeth, whiskey mouth, messed up hair, the fact that I was wearing the clothes I had slept in.

      “I don’t have anything to say right now. The department is still looking into things, and I’m kind of tired,” I said.

      “Officer Cabrelli, are you aware that there have been statements made to us and others that say you acted inappropriately, and, as a result, Angelina Gonzalez is dead, and Damien Callahan is severely wounded? People are blaming you for what happened. We are here to give you a chance to respond.”

      “I don’t want to … I’m not going to,” I said.

      The reporter kept pushing, telling me that there was talk of bringing charges against me for reckless homicide. I tried to close the door, but he put his foot in the way. I asked him to leave me alone, but he just kept pushing.

      So in my smooth Cabrelli way, I told him and his camera boy that if they didn’t get off my porch, I would shove the camera and microphone up their asses. I pushed the reporter backward and closed the door. It became prime time news footage.

      I turned on the TV to see what they were saying. I caught the end of an interview with a local radical community leader. He was talking about yet another outrage perpetrated against his hard-working community. They would not be satisfied until John Cabrelli was brought to justice. Cabrelli deserved the most severe punishment allowed by law: the death penalty (which the state doesn’t have). In twenty-four hours, I went from just doing my job to people calling for a needle in my arm. Little did they know, I was already dead. I had died the minute I shot Angelina Gonzalez.

      The next few weeks went from bad to very bad to much worse to absolutely horrible.

      Damien Callahan, with priors for sexual assault, burglary, and possession with intent
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