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Two and a half years, that’s how long I’d been after this guy.  He had taken everything from me when he killed my wife.  March 30, 2010.  I’ll never forget the day.  I’ll never forget the carnage, the way he butchered her, the blood everywhere in our living room.

Rita had been the love of my life, and this piece of shit took her, just like she was nothing.  Worse than that, he slaughtered her and left me and the clean-up crew behind to deal with the aftermath.

I lost my place on the squad six months after Rita died.  My captain said I’d become obsessed with finding the murderer, and I didn’t deny it.  Who wouldn’t?  If you’re a cop and someone does to your family what had been done to mine, you don’t stop using all of your resources until you find the son of a bitch and make him sorry he was ever born.  Which was exactly what I devoted every second of my day to.

There was no evidence left at the scene, at least nothing we could use.  What little there was had become contaminated, therefore useless.  I had to start nearly from zero in building my case against this guy.  Never mind the captain constantly feeling like he had to remind me this wasn’t my case and, for the sake of the integrity of the investigation, I better step back or else.  I pretended to drop what I had going on, pretended to get back to my own work, my own cases.  But my thoughts never left the task of finding the person who did that to Rita.

It wasn’t just that she’d been killed.  In fact, what happened to her couldn’t even be called a butchering, really.  That would have been too neat.  This was, like I said, a slaughter.  Whoever did that to her hadn’t acted alone.  I was searching for a man with dogs.  The neighbors claimed to hear snarling and roaring coming from my house and the bite marks on the wounds were from a dog, and although I didn’t know what kind, it obviously wasn’t a pug.

So I wanted someone with big dogs, mean dogs, someone who trained them, maybe even someone who fought them.  Because when I look at the photos from that day, at the pieces of my beautiful wife strewn about the room like that, chunks torn from her body, parts of her missing, assumed eaten by whatever attacked her, it had to be someone with access to that kind of dog who wasn’t afraid, who knew how to control them.

You won’t see ads on TV, nor pop-ups on your browser, but they have websites for stuff like that.  You have to dig for them, and they don’t make it easy, but we’re talking about an entire subculture with its own code words and signals.  After all, dog fights aren’t exactly legal.  They weren’t going to come to me, so I had to do the digging myself, and when my captain realized I’d only pretended to drop my investigation—right around the time I fucked up one of my own cases so bad the perp walked on a technicality even though he was dead to rights when we caught him, even though he’d confessed everything, but my mind had been on the evidence in Rita’s case instead, on a photo of my wife’s face, torn open like a melon.  I forgot to Mirandize him.

That was the final straw for the department, and I was off the force before you could say “do-over”.

I draw a decent pension, though.  Enough for one guy living in a small apartment by himself anyway.  Rita and I would have been struggling on what I make now, but she’s not here anymore, is she?  And it’s this piece of shit’s fault.

I found him, finally.

Saul Galloway ran dog fights two towns over out of a barn.  He raised pit bulls and Dobermans, and he raised them mean.  He’d been picked up two months earlier on assault charges when one of his dogs “got loose” and attacked a guy who owed Saul money.  The guy ended up not pressing charges—like I didn’t see that coming—but at least I had a suspect now.

I started watching Galloway every second of the day, hoping to find something other than a couple of vicious dogs to tie him to my wife’s murder.  But he knew how to work the system and watching him from afar wasn’t working.  I had to take things a step further, and that’s where it got complicated because as an ex-cop my sins in relation to Saul Galloway were doubled, at least. I had to remind myself it was for the greater good, it was for Rita, and that eased my conscience and gave me the resolve to wait until Saul was out of his house before sneaking in.

The dogs started going crazy almost as soon as I set foot on the property, but they were locked up in the barn.  Still, the noise did nothing to help the headache I’d been nursing all morning.  I thought I was coming down with something, and it felt like it was gonna be pretty bad when it hit.  My focus was for shit.

His house was the kind of place I had expected it would be.  I had been on the force long enough to know what to expect when you went into places like Saul Galloway’s out of the way farmhouse.  The mess was typical of the lifestyle Galloway led.  When his buddies came over to watch the dogs, there was plenty of drinking and smoking to enhance the mood and Galloway wasn’t much for cleaning up afterward.

I knew finding anything in the living room would be nearly impossible, so I headed for the bedroom where I hoped he might keep things in just a little more order.  The bed was unmade, but otherwise free of debris, just a wadded-up stain-covered sheet and a flat pillow.

The top of the dresser was covered with junk, but not so much I couldn’t make out evidence of enough broken laws to get him off the streets for a long time.  Unfortunately for him, a long time wasn’t enough.  And honestly at this point, I couldn’t just walk into the station with him.  I’m not a cop anymore, and me being in his house at all was just one more of those technicalities.  I couldn’t risk that.  If I found evidence in here that linked him to Rita, I’d kill him, simple as that.

I’d have closure, and there’d be one less piece of shit on the streets.

I looked everywhere in his bedroom, but there was nothing here.  That made sense, of course.  If he had taken anything—and I couldn’t say if he did or not—it had been a long time ago and it had surely been sold by now.  But the way she was killed, it wasn’t just a robbery.  Who brings killer dogs to a burglary?  There was something else there that I didn’t know about and it had been eating at me for a year and a half.

There was nothing here that connected him to Rita.  By all rights, I should have dropped it, left, and kept looking for my wife’s killer.  But you hone certain instincts on the job, and mine said to stick around.

I searched the kitchen and living room, I even looked in the toilet tank, like an alcoholic looking for a bottle of booze.  Still nothing.

I decided to search the shed he had behind the house.  He kept a loose collection of tools out there as well as a junked riding mower that probably hadn’t started in the last five years.  I was still out there when his truck came rumbling back up to the house.

The dogs were still barking to wake the dead and there was little chance of me making it out of there without being seen, so I didn’t try.

Galloway got out of his truck with a grocery sack, but stopped halfway to the house, watching the barn, listening to the racket.  He shook his head and mumbled something, but from the crack in the shed door I was watching from, I didn’t hear it, then he went inside.

I joined him ten seconds later by pressing the muzzle of my gun to the side of his head and saying, “Freeze.”

Some cop clichés never wash off.

He did as I said, and I led him into the living room and sat him down on an ancient dark
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