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900 Longbrook Avenue

Stratford, Connecticut

September, 1994

“You don’t look so hot,” Pat Kennedy said as he emitted a huge belch and opened a hot dog. “You don’t smell so good, either,” he said, fanning the air.  

“Why don’t you take one of those hot dogs you live on and shove it up your ass?” Chief of Detectives Carole Larsen smiled as she sat back in her chair.

“Because it would hurt, it would be a waste of a perfectly good hot dog, and it’s probably against regulations. Ask Mike.”

“Mike is an asshole, just like you. And I do not stink.”

“No? Are you storing onions in your desk?” Kennedy smiled.

Carole sniffed her armpit. “Jesus, you’re right,” she giggled. “I smell like a skel on skid row. I forgot to take a shower this morning. I had a lot on my mind.”

“What happened? The Roadrunner didn’t get away from Wile E Coyote?” Kennedy said as mustard and relish dribbled down his uniform.

“You are the biggest slob on this planet,” Carle sighed. “Look at you, with food all over your uniform. How do you explain that?”

“I’m a Sergeant,” Kennedy huffed. “It’s in the job description. Show me a Sergeant on any police force who doesn’t have food on his uniform, and I’ll show you somebody who isn’t doing the job.”

Mike Capri came in and abruptly turned around.

“Get back here,” Carole snapped.

“I’m the Chief of Police,” Mike said. “I don’t have to take orders from you. Nor do I have to smell you. There’s a new invention, you know,” he smiled. “It’s called soap.”

Carole took a can of deodorant out of her desk and sprayed herself.

“There. How’s that?” she smiled.

“Now you smell like onions sprayed with perfume,” Kennedy said. “Nice touch.”

“Assholes,” Carole muttered. “Okay, I’ll go take a shower and put on a fresh uniform. Are you happy?”

“Praise Jesus,” Mike said. “Now the skunks can come back.”

“We don’t have any skunks,” Carole said. “Just one big one, wearing four stars on his stupid uniform. That would be you. A skunk without a shitty old 1958 Impala, I might add. Having any luck finding it?”

“Vito Antonelli  is on the case,” Mike said. “We’re expecting a major break any day now.”

“The only thing Vito is going to break is your balls,” Carole said. 

“So, oh great fearless  leader, why hast thou defiled thy office with thy foul body odor?” Mike smiled.

“She’s senile,” Kennedy grinned. “She forgot to wash up this morning. That’s the first thing that happens when your mind goes.”

“What happens when your fat little penis goes?” Carole smirked. “Of course you’d never know, because your giant stomach sticks out so far you can’t even see it.”

“Oh, I can see it,” Kennedy nodded. “It sticks out way beyond my stomach. They call it the Dublin Destroyer.”

“More like the Tallaght Talleywhacker,” Carole giggled. “Isn’t that the smallest town in Ireland?”

“Irishmen are known for their sexual prowess,” Kennedy huffed.

“And their great imaginations,” Carole said. “How many Irish porn stars are there? Two Inch Tommy Tiernan? Mini Meat Murphy? Wish I Had a Wanger Walsh? Oh, I’m funny today.”

“You’re funny every day,” Kennedy said as he licked his fingers and opened another hot dog. “But looks don’t count.”

“It’s eight O’clock in the morning,” Carole sighed. “Where do you get hot dogs this time of day?”

“Duchess Diner,” Kennedy smiled. “Patrol has a standing order to go pick up for me at the change of shift. And if that fails, I always order extra in the afternoon. I’m like the Boy Scouts; always prepared.”

“You’re going to die eating that shit,” Carole said. “We graduated together in 1966. You used to smuggle hot dogs into study hall. How many of those things do you think you’ve eaten in your life?”

“67,890,” Kennedy smiled. “Make that 67,891,” he said as he finished his second dog. “So, Girl Nobody Wants, what do you have on your mind?”

“I hesitate to say,” Carole said. “You assholes will pick on me if I tell you.”

“Is it police business, or just that nasty recurring feminine itch?” Mike smiled. “We have bug spray in the motor pool.”

“Police business,” Carole said. “It’s Anders. He’s not dead. I talked to him yesterday. He used a body double again when my mother hit him with her frying pan.”

“Great,” Mike sighed. “He has more lives than ten cats. Now what?”

“Rinse and repeat,” Carole shrugged. “Keep looking for him. There must be some way of positively identifying him. We didn’t bother with fingerprints last time, because of the scar on his leg. Turns out he transplanted it onto the other guy.”

“Fingerprints are good,” Kennedy said as he took a container of French Fries out of his jacket. “I caught  a guy trying to steal my hot dogs that way.”

“Oh, we couldn’t have that now, could we,” Carole said. 

“Nope. That’s a capital crime,” Kennedy smiled.

“He’ll figure a way around prints,” Carole said. “Like James Bond in that movie. He made plastic prints from somebody else and glued them to his fingers.”

“You made a mask of Bobbie Kalway and tried to glue it to your face so you could get a prom date,” Mike smiled.

“I did not,” Carole snapped. “I had more offers than I could handle.”

“You went to the prom with a gay guy who brought his brother in a dress as a backup,” Mike smiled.

“That wasn’t my fault,” Carole huffed. “He said he was straight. Like you,” she giggled. “Just goes to show you how men lie.”

“I’m straight,” Mike said. “I’m married.”

“So was Rock Hudson,” Carole said.

“I’m Italian,” Mike said. “Italian men don’t put the sausage inside the Cannoli.”

“Irishmen are straight, too,” Kennedy smiled as he belched again. “Show me one famous gay Irishman.”

“John Browne, the politician,” Carole smirked. “Better known as  John the Old Brown Road.”

“Nobody ever proved that,” Kennedy said. 

“Never mind who does what. We need to deal with Anders. He tried to bribe me. He offered me two million dollars,” she said, perusing her nails. “I turned him down, of course.”

“Why?” Kennedy smiled. “Bribe was too small?”

“Who ever offered you that much money?” Carole smiled. “That shows how valuable I am compared to you, Mr. Roessler.” 

“I made that company what it is,” Kennedy said. “Their president has a picture of me in his office.”

“Anders wants to kill me,” Carole said.

“Tell him to take a number,” Kennedy said as he opened hot dog number three. “Finish this up, will you? I’m out of hot dogs.”

“They’re considering a new law in Connecticut,” Carole grinned. “Hot dogs will be  illegal to manufacture or sell. Or eat,” she smirked.

“Yeah, right. Nice try. The only thing you should worry about is being arrested for air pollution. Go take a shower.”

Residence of Lou Ann Barnes

27 Peters Lane

Stratford, Connecticut

September, 1994

“Thanks for helping me out,” Anders smiled as Lou Ann gushed at his arrival. “This is quite a house. How did you get it?”  

“My parents like croaked,” Lou Ann said. “Car accident. I got it free and clear. You like?”

“Very nice,” Anders said, looking around at the 3,000 square foot colonial. It was the last house on the street; behind it was Roosevelt Forest, a wildlife sanctuary. Over the years, there had been rumors about exactly what kind of wildlife it contained. “Aren’t you afraid the Melon Heads will get you?” he smiled.

“No!” Lou Ann shrieked. “Don’t say that! I saw one of them one time.”

“I hope you lock the doors at night,” Anders smiled. 

In High School days, the more imaginative kids had made up a story about wild people with huge heads living in the forest, just  to terrorize the kids who went parking there at night. One time, Anders and a friend donned Halloween costumes with giant heads and snuck up on a car; they scratched at the windows and screamed. The kids inside had nearly died of fright, and didn’t come to school for a week.

“They ain’t getting in here,” Lou Ann said. “I got a gun.”

“I’d like to see that gun,” Anders smiled, thinking that some night she might try to use it on him when he executed his plan, which included executing her. Lou Ann dutifully went and got her father’s old World War Two Colt .45 semi automatic pistol.

“Nice, Anders said. He looked outside with a worried frown; when Lou Ann turned to see what he was looking at, he popped the clip and put it in his pocket.

“What did you see?” she said.

“Nothing, just a squirrel,” Anders smiled. He tried to work the big automatic’s slide; it was frozen solid from fifty years of not being used. He handed it back to Lou Ann. “Very nice,” he said. “The .45 will stop anything.”

“Them Melon Heads try to get in here and they’ll get theirs,” Lou Ann said. “Where you been all these years?” she said, cocking her head.

“California,” Anders smiled. “I was a congressman.”

“Yeah? Cool. I always liked you. There was some rumors that you killed people here. You know; classmates.”

“That was Jimmy Andrews,” Anders smiled. “Class of 67. They got the names mixed up.”

“Oh, okay. I thought it might be something like that. You never hurt nobody.”

“Indeed not,” Anders smiled. “Did you actually graduate?” he said. “I don’t remember seeing you at commencement.”

“I couldn’t commence because I was knocked up,” Lou Ann giggled. “They mailed me my diploma.”

“Oh, I see. I thought they’d expel you for that.”

“It was a teacher who did it,” Lou Ann said. “Mr. Braintree. I used to suck his dick to get a passing grade in math. Then he wanted to bang me, so I said what the hell, why not. I sent pictures to his wife after he refused to pay the hospital bills,” Lou Ann nodded. “She cut off his dick in the middle of the night, and he bled to death. She’s doing sixty years in Niantic.”

“How charming,” Anders smiled. “A genuine American suck-cess story,” he smirked.

“Hey, you do what you gotta do,” Lou Ann shrugged. “You want me to suck your dick? I got false teeth,” she giggled. “Gum job.”

“No thanks,” Anders said as he eyed Lou Ann’s 200 pound body.  “Let’s keep it professional. I just need a place to work from where nobody can sneak up on me.”

“Why? You like wanted or something?”

“No, of course not,” he laughed. “When I was in the Congress I was on some Department of Defense Committees. You know, secret spy stuff. I left Congress to go to work for the CIA. There are bad people here in town,” he nodded. “It’s my job to take care of them.”

“Anybody I know?” Lou Ann smirked.

“Maybe, but I can’t tell anybody who I’m after. If I told you I’d have to kill you,” he smiled.

“Hey,” Lou Ann said, holding up her hands. “I’m like them four monkeys that don’t see or hear nothing. Wasn’t Davey Jones one of them?”

“He was,” Anders said. “He still is. He works for us.”

“I saw one of their shows,” Lou Ann shrugged. “I offered to go backstage and blow all of them, but they turned me down.”

“I can’t imagine why,” Anders smiled. “Do you have a barbecue? I like hamburger stand food. Dogs, Cheeseburgers, Fries, and Onion Rings.”

“I can make all of that,” Lou Ann nodded. “Nobody wants to bang me no more, so I stay here and eat.”

“Their loss,” Anders smiled. “Let’s cook.”
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“So where is he?” Mike said.  

“You obviously mistake me for somebody who does Detective work,” Carole smiled. “I supervise Detectives now, stupid, for what, like the last umpteen years? You got brain damage?”

“Just asking,” Mike said. “I thought you might have had a flashback and actually decided to do your job.”

“How about  if I cut off your little friend?” Carole smiled. “Then you can pee sitting down like the little girl you already are.”

“That is against department regulations,” Mike smiled. “Let’s see,” he said, taking out his manual. “Oh, here it is. “Involuntary forcible removal of a male member.”

“You’re safe; you don’t have a male member,” Carole giggled. “Or an Impala. Why are you bothering me, anyway? I have work to do, and you obviously do not.”

“I have many tasks at hand,” Mike smiled. “I bought a new putter. I should be practicing right now. Then I have to report to the Town Manager and tell him why my subordinates aren’t making any progress on a thirty year old murder case.”

“That crook?” Carole laughed. Don’t plan on reporting to him for long. I have Tracy and Margo looking into his activities.”

“Margo,” Mike said. “She makes me nervous.”

“She should,” Carole nodded. “Damn good cop, though.”

“She’s a girl,” Mike huffed. 

“So are you,” Carole giggled. “Why don’t you get the hell out of here so I can do my work? I know, go see Vito about your shitty old car. And order me a pizza.”

“I will,” Mike bristled. “I think I know where my car is, too.”

“You’ve been saying that for years,” Carole smiled. “Got any evidence?”

“We’re working on it,” Mike said.

“Door,” Carole said, pointing. “Your ass. Perfect together.”
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“Whaddaya want, asshole?” Vito Antonelli grinned when Mike came in.

“You can’t call me that; I’m the Chief of Police.”

“Oh, okay.  How about Chief Asshole?” Vito said.  

“That’s better,” Mike said. “What progress have you made looking for my Impala?”

“I ain’t,” Vito said as he unwrapped a huge sausage and pepper grinder with Mozzarella. 

“What do you mean? You’re in charge of stolen cars.”

“I’m in charge of a lot of things,” Vito shrugged. “In case you ain’t noticed, I’m an L-T now. I got lots of shit to do. Some nigger boosting your ride is way down the list.”

“You have to call them African-Americans,” Mike huffed. “It’s in the manual.”

“Fuck your manual,” Vito said. “Them is niggers. You ever see a white guy steal a ’58 Impala? You got to have brain damage to do that. Them spades probably got that thing in the Bronx, with them stupid air shocks that makes the car go up and down like their mama. Probably use it to transport drugs, because no cop would believe a drug dealer would be stupid enough to drive a piece of shit like that.”

“My Impala is a fine piece of American history,” Mike said,

“It’s history, all right,” Vito said. “You might as well get used to it. You ain’t never gonna see that sled again, ugly fucking tub that it is. Youse is a Guinea; why don’t you buy a Caddy or something nice?”

“What did you call me?” Mike laughed.

“Oh, fucking excuse me,” Vito laughed. “What’s your bullshit word for Guinea?”

“Italian-American,” Mike said.

“You ain’t no Italian,” Vito laughed. “Real Italian men  don’t use that goopy shit in their hair like you, or have their nails done, or make statues of themselves in the parking lot. And where did you get them uniforms you wear? You look like a male  hooker in them things.”

“They accentuate my masculinity,” Mike said. “Custom tailored just for me.”

“They make your ass stick out like some kind of queer,” Vito said. “You should dress like my old man. And talk like him, too. He had white hair combed straight back, and he always wore a starched white shirt and dark colored dress pants half way up to his tits. He washed his pits with rubbing alcohol and took a bath once a week, like me, but he still smelled like a bag of fucking onions. He said shit like Hey, how you doing, and What? You got a fucking problem with me? He packed a .45, too. Nobody fucked with my old man. If they did, he called my Uncle Carmine. Then you had a real problem. Not like somebody calling 511 and getting some fag like you.”

“911,” Mike said.

“Whatever. Same shit, different fag.” Vito bit into his grinder, and the sauce dribbled down the front of his shirt. “I ain’t looking for no Chevies no more,” he smiled. “I got a Rambler. Now that’s a real American car.”

“You can’t be serious,” Mike laughed. “They went out of business because their cars were garbage.”

“Maybe,” Vito shrugged. “But I got my Rambler, and youse ain’t got no Impala. Now why don’t you get the fuck out of here? I got crooks to chase.”

“You can’t order me around,” Mike said. “I’m your boss.”

“Youse is a paper pushing douche bag. You ain't done any real police work since Jerry fucking Ford was in office. The day I take orders from an asshole like you is the day I put in my papers.”

“I want my car back,” Mike said. “I’m going to write you up.”

“And who you gonna give the report to, asshole?” Vito grinned. “Yourself?”

“I didn’t think of that,” Mike said. “I could fire you.”

“Try it,” Vito smiled. “Then you could be missing like your stupid fucking car.”

“I know where that car is,” Mike nodded. “Carole has it in her garage.”

“Prove it,” Vito grinned. “I’ll pinch her for petty larceny.”

My Impala is worth thousands,” Mike huffed.

“Out,” Vito said, pointing at the door. “Go order your boss her pizza.”

“She’s not my boss,” Mike huffed. “I’m her boss.”

“Yeah, right,” Vito laughed. “You keep believing that, asshole.”

“You have to find my car. Get another search warrant for her garage.”

“Youse got no probable cause,” Vito shrugged. “No judge will sign a warrant on a Chief. Tell you what,” he grinned. “I’ll find your stupid fucking car on one condition. Youse and me have a race for titles when I do. Your shit box Impala against the Rambler.”

“You’re on,” Mike huffed. He got up and left.

Antonelli went into Carole’s office and told her what Mike had agreed to.

“Excellent,” she smiled. “Just what I’ve been waiting for.”

Residence of Chief Mike Capri

Fairfax Avenue

Stratford, Connecticut

September, 1994

“No,” Mike whispered when he looked outside after having his coffee. “It can’t be.”  

“What is it?” Gloria said.

“My Impala,” Mike cried. “Look at it. Oh, the humanity.”

There in the driveway was Mike’s Cay Coral Impala convertible. It was sitting on four flat tires, and had  half an inch of dust covering it. There was a hole in the convertible top where mice had chewed though, and the exhaust system was dragging on the ground. Somebody had drawn a diagram of “the finger” in the dust on the windshield.

“Carole did this,” Mike growled. “I know she did.”

“It never looked better,” Gloria giggled. “Get that thing out of here before the neighbors complain.”

“I will,” Mike said, running for the phone. He called Lordship Antique Auto Restoration. “Gus? It’s Mike Capri. Yes, that Mike Capri. I want you to come get my Impala. It was stolen, and it needs some refurbishing. How long ago? Four years. What do you mean, how valuable is my liver? Just come get it. I have a race planned. No, I haven’t been drinking. How much will it cost? You don’t know? Okay, just come get it.”

“You spend our money on that crate and I’ll kill you,” Gloria nodded. “I didn’t stay home all these years watching soap operas for nothing, you know. I expect to retire in Florida.”

“And you may well do that,” Mike smiled. “If you can  thumb a ride down there. My Impala means everything to me.”

Gus’s driver came and loaded the Impala onto a flatbed, trying not to laugh. The next day, Gus called.

“Seven grand,” he said.

“What?” Mike shrieked. “For what?”

“It hasn’t run in four years. Everything needs to come apart; the engine, the tranny, the rear end, and all the rubber parts have to be replaced. The fuel system turned to jelly, and the suspension is shot from sitting. And the mice ate your front seat.”

Mike looked over at Gloria, who was eating popcorn and watching TV. “Do it,” he whispered. “I’ll get the money to you in a couple of days. Don’t ever say anything to my wife about this, okay?”

“Of course not,” Gus laughed. “I hear that shit all the time.”

Larsen Residence

Laurel Dr.

Stratford, Connecticut

September, 1994
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“I hear you got your car back,” Mary smiled as she served the Prime Rib and baked Ziti.

“Yes, I did,” Mike smiled. “Nobody seems to know how it happened, either,” he said, looking at Carole.

“I bet Carole knows,” Mary said.

“Be quiet, mother,” Carole said. “I have no idea how Mike got his car back.” 

“Liar, liar, pants on fire,” Mary smiled. “Why is there dust all over our driveway?”

“The Dust Fairy was here,” Carole snapped. “So, Mikey, how did the car look?” she smiled.

“Terrible. It cost me seven grand to fix it, but now it’s better than it was before.”

“That’s not saying much,” Carole giggled. “Did you get a new drain and shower installed in your tub?”

“Very funny. It’s running at its peak. I’m going to race Vito’s Rambler. Then he’ll be sorry he insulted me.”

“Better be careful,” Carole said. “I hear that Rambler he has is a real terror.”

“It’s an Ambassador,” Mike laughed. “A four door pig that can’t  get out  of its own way.”

“Are you sure?” Carole smirked. “That was four years ago, you know. He could have....upgraded.”

“He’s too cheap to upgrade. He uses rubbing alcohol for deodorant. What kind of Italian does that?”

“All of them,” Carole muttered. “Never mind Vito. You have to plan your race. Who’s going to drive?”

“Why, Vinny, of course,” Mike huffed.

“You mean the same Vinny who wrecked every car he ever drove for you?”

“Those were unfortunate accidents. He’s the best. It’s been many years since he drove for me.”

“Oh, and I bet he got better with age driving a garbage truck,” Carole smiled. “Okay, let me know the fatal day. I’ll arrange for Patrol to pick you up in the morning after that.”

“You can have them pick up Vito,” Mike said. “He’ll need the ride, not me.”

“Seven grand, eh?” Carole smiled. “Does Gloria know how much you spent on that toilet?”

“No,” Mike said quickly. “And you can’t tell her, either. She doesn’t understand.”

“I understand you borrowed against your pension. A lot more than seven grand.”

“I intend to make a bet with Vito. I’ll flush out even,” Mike said.

“All toilets flush out even,” Carole giggled. “You’re a dead man, Capri.”

Sikorsky Airport

Stratford, Connecticut.

September, 1994
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“Katie!” Big Chief smiled as he came over and hugged her. “Nice to see you again.” 

“Nice to see you too, Chief. It’s been a damn long time.”

“You still have the Challenger?” Justin said.

“Yeah, but I’m mostly retired from racing,” Katie smiled. “Too many  problems with the law.”

“I hear that,” Chief nodded. “So, Mike is going to try it again, is he?”

“Some people never learn,” Katie said. “He even has the same driver.”

“Yo, I’m like Vinny?” Chief laughed. “I remember him. He wrecked all of Mike’s cars.”

“There’s one left,” Katie smiled. “His famous Cay Coral Impala convertible.”

“How many of those things has he had?” Chief laughed.

“I lost count,” Katie said. 

Vito came over and looked at Chief.

“Can we break up the love fest? We got a race here, dude.”

“I know. I’m in charge,” Chief smiled. “Who are you?”

“I’m the winner,” Vito grinned. “And Mike ain’t.”

“This is Detective Lieutenant Vito Antipasto,” Carole smiled as she came over. “He’s taking on Mike’s Impala with a Rambler.”

“That’s Vito Antonelli, douche bag,” Vito grinned. “Not antipasto.”

“Not much difference,” Carole shrugged. “You both have the same IQ and the same amount of cheese.”

“Hey, I got a wife,” Vito grinned. “What do you got? One of them Dill-don’ts? Or you still got Rubber Romeo? Yeah, we heard about that.”

“You leave Lars out of this,” Carole snapped. “He’s evidence.”

“Evidence that youse can’t get a man,” Vito said.

“You have a Rambler, Vito?” Chief said, trying not to laugh.

“Yeah. So what? Where’s your car, hot shot?”

“In my shop in Oklahoma,” Chief smiled. “What kind of Rambler is it?”

“A fucking fast one,” Vito said. “Let’s get this show on the road, Okie. We ain’t got all fucking week.”

“Okie?” Chief said as Vito walked away. “Did he call me an Okie?”

“Yup,” Carole said.

“Damn, ain’t nobody ever called me that before.”

“Never mind Vito, he’s an equal opportunity insulter. He’s okay, he just thinks who he is.”

Mike and Vinny came over after a long conversation.

“Yo, I’m like Vinny. I remember youse. Big Chief, right?”

“That’s right,” Chief said. “How have you been? It’s been what, 23 years since you guys wrecked I mean raced?”

“Some things get better with age,” Mike smiled.

“You ain’t,” Vito grinned as he came back over. “Look at youse two assholes. You’re the same age as me, and you look like my old man with all that gray hair.”

“Silver,” Mike huffed. “I was thinking of buying a silver Impala next.”

“Youse should buy some Clairol,” Vito grinned. “You and this other Wop reject.”

“Yo, like that ain’t nice, Vito,” Vinny said. “Just because there’s snow on the roof don’t mean there ain’t no fire in the basement, you know what I’m saying?”

“Yeah, yeah,” Vito sighed. “Just go get your piece of shit car so I can get this over with. We gonna bet?” he smiled.

“I was considering it, but I thought you’d back down because no Rambler has ever beaten a Chevy.”

“Five grand,” Vito said. “Cash money.” He took a thick envelope out of his pocket and showed the contents to Mike.

“Now that’s what I call a bet,” Chief said. “What do you say, Mike?”

“I say I have to check the evidence room to see what’s missing,” Mike smiled.

“You calling me a crook, you dumb Guinea cocksucker?” Vito snarled. “You like living?”

“Just a joke,” Mike smiled. “I accept.”

“Show your roll,” Vito said.

“In front of the girls?” Mike said.

“The other roll, stupid; money. You got any?”

“I have it, but I didn’t bring it with me. I don’t like carrying large sums of money.”

“Especially when you ain’t gonna go home with it,” Vito said. “Okay, we do the bet. You try to fuck me out of my dough after I beat your Dago ass, and you will disappear. Capisce?”

“Let’s race,” Mike nodded. “My 348 with trips against your.........Rambler,” he smiled.

“Yeah, that’s right, panty boy, my Rambler.”

“Who’s driving?”

“Oh, just an old lady friend of mine,” Vito smiled. 

“A girl?” Mike laughed. “You’re having a girl drive a Rambler? This gets better as it goes along. Who is she?”

“Shirley Shahan,” Vito grinned.

“No,” Mike whispered. “The Drag-On Lady?”

“That’s the one,” Vito said. “You remember her?”

“She campaigned an AMX in 1969 for American Motors. She was turning 10 second quarter miles.”

“Yeah, she was, while you was home waxing one of them stupid Chevys you like to buy.”

“Hmmph,” Mike snorted. “I don’t care if you get Don Garlits to drive. No Ambassador can beat an Impala.”

“Who said anything about an Ambassador?” Vito grinned. “Youse agreed to race a Rambler. That’s anything AMC ever built.”

“You said you had an Ambassador!” Mike shrieked.

“That’s right,” Vito said. “I had an Ambassador. But I don’t got it no more. I got this,” Vito said as he pointed towards the pits. Just then, Shirley appeared in Vito’s “Rambler.”

“No!” Mike squealed. “Not that! It’s........”

“The Rebel Machine,” Vito said as the red, white, and blue tricked out 1970 muscle car loped over to the starting line, blue flames belching from its open headers.

Vinny took Mike aside. “Look,” he said. “I know about them cars. They had a 390 with 340 horsepower. Strictly a fourteen second car. That ain’t no big deal. I can beat that bucket of bolts all day long. We got this, Mikey.”

“Okay,” Mike sighed. “I was worried there for a minute. That thing is pretty loud.”

“Open headers does that,” Vinny shrugged. “We can do that, too. I installed dumps on the exhaust system last night.”

“You what? You modified my car?”

“Don’t sweat it,” Vinny said. “It’s good for forty horsepower.”

“All right, but I don’t like the sounds of this. You better beat this broad, or I’ll never hear the end of it.” Mike went back over to Vito. “Okay, let’s do it. Get your girl out to the starting line.”

“I got two words for you, asshole,” Vito smiled. “Group Nineteen.”

Shirley went up to the line and did a massive burnout. She backed up and waited for Vinny, who came out with the Impala. He was wearing a football helmet and sunglasses.

“Yo, bitch, I like got your ass,” he yelled over to Shirley. He popped the clutch to do a burnout, but he had the transmission in third gear and all he did was stall the engine.

“Welcome to Asshole City,” Vito grinned at Big Chief.

The official staged the cars and pointed at the Chrondeks. Vinny floored the gas; flames shot out of the exhaust dumps beneath the car and set the undercoating on fire.

“What’s that smell?” Mike said, looking around.

“The sweet smell of success,” Vito said as Shirley revved The Machine.

The lights came down, and Shirley put a monster hole shot on Vinny; The Machine launched perfectly, the left front tire three inches in the air. Vinny dumped the clutch and went sideways, taking out the Chrondeks.

“No,” Carole squealed. “I can’t take any more. I’m going to pee my pants.”

Vinny let off the gas and got some traction; he power shifted second, then tried to slam shift third. He broke the Hurst shifter off clean; the Impala started to free rev as the car hit 80 miles an hour.

“Shit,” Vinny said. “I better pop the chute.” He grabbed the two releases for the convertible top and pulled them. The top ballooned wildly from the wind; the Impala suddenly stood up on its rear bumper.

“No,” Carole cried, and ran for the tall grass on the side of the runway.

The Impala went another fifty feet, sparks pouring from the rear bumper. When it lost its momentum, it crashed back down to the ground, blowing out the front tires, breaking the springs, and rupturing the gas tank. The burning undercoating ignited the gas and the car erupted into a giant fireball. 

Vinny managed to escape as the fire crew came over and sprayed foam all over the place and turned their hoses on the Impala.

“My car,” Mike whispered as he watched his Impala turned into a charred mess full of water.

“You lose,” Vito grinned. “Youse ain’t too bright, you know? That’s the experimental Machine. They called the project  Group Nineteen. Car turned solid elevens all day long.”

“I’m ruined,” Mike said.

“Nah, you ain’t ruined, you’re just fucked,” Vito said. “Dry and hard, pretty boy. And youse owe me five large. Enjoy your divorce,” he said as he went over to Shirley.

“You just never learn, do you,” Carole giggled as the fire department continued to pour water into the Impala. “And you’re going to have to pay for another cleanup, and Chief’s Chrondeks.”

“Where am I going to get all this money?” Mike squealed. “Insurance won’t cover this. I have that antique car policy. It’s very restrictive.”

“The old wanger in the meat grinder policy,” Carole said. “You should have known better than to do something this stupid.”

Vinny came over and shook his head. “Hey, shit happens,” he shrugged. “That car ain’t set up for no drag races.”

“What am I going to do with it now?” Mike cried. “Look at my baby.”

“Fill it with dirt and grow tomatoes in it,” Carole shrugged.

“I know,” Mike said. “I’ll report it stolen.”

“Bye, Mike,” Carole said as she turned to go. “You try that and I’ll lock you up myself.”
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“I hear you lost the big race again,” Mary smiled as she served the Prime Rib and Lasagna.

“Yes, I did,” Mike smiled. “But I fixed it. The insurance agent is going to authorize payment.”

“You didn’t,” Carole said. “You file some sort of fraudulent insurance claim? If you did, you’re gone.”

“I did no such thing,” Mike huffed. “I told the truth. It was an accident that occurred at a special event. I’m allowed to drive the Impala to special events where other antique cars congregate.”

“And who’s the genius that bought this line of shit?” Carole smiled.

“Rick Gaines,” Mike smiled. “Class of 1967. I was always his idol. He admired my clothes, my cars, and my arms.”

“And obviously your ability to twist the truth until it breaks.”

“I did not such thing. Vito’s car is an antique, and he signed an affidavit for me. Big Chief is a well known figure in the antique car hobby, and he gave me one, too. So did the airport manager.”

“Does this dope Gaines know it was a drag race?”

“He didn’t ask the nature of the event,” Mike smiled.

“Okay,” Carole shrugged. “You better hope they don’t call me, because I will not lie for you. And if you get caught, I expect your resignation on my desk that same day.”

“It’s all set,” Mike smiled. “The check is in the mail.”

“Yeah, and I’ll respect you in the morning, and I won’t......never mind. My mother is here.”

“Oh, I know that one,” Mary said with a wave of her hand. She went over and whispered into Carole’s ear.

“What?” Carole shrieked. “How did you find out about that?”

“That’s older than you are,” Mary smiled. “Is that why your nickname was Capistrano in school?”

“I was a bird watcher,” Carole snapped. “Get your mind out of the gutter.”

“Y’all got your nougats rearranged again, boy,” Ronnie Lee grinned. “Best quit racing. You ain’t very good at it.”

“It was Vinny’s fault,” Mike snapped. “As usual.”

“Y’all keep hiring him, stupid.”

“So, Mike,” Mary smiled, “what are you going to do with all the money you swindled the insurance company out of?”

“I didn’t swindle anybody,” Mike huffed. “I told the truth.”

“Not according to the Bridge Troll, you didn’t,” Mary said. “You left out a few details.”

“Bridge Troll?” Carole laughed. “Did you call me a Bridge Troll?”

“Yes, Dear, I did. Mike, how about I call the insurance people and tell them this was a drag race?” Mary smiled.

“That would not be information they would need,” Mike said, wiping his brow. “I paid my premiums; I deserve to be reimbursed for my loss.”

“Okay,” Mary shrugged. “Whatever you say. I knew the Gaines boy’s mother. She was a crook, too. She used to buy chicken soup in the grocery store, eat it, then pee in the can and get a refund.”

“Does that work?” Carole said eagerly. “Salerno’s prices are getting out of hand.”

“Miss Honesty has spoken,” Mike smiled. “As for the money, I am going to buy another Impala.”

“You mean there are still some left?” Carole said. “I thought you bought them all.”

“There are plenty left. This is the one everybody wants. It’s an Inca Silver Metallic convertible with the 290 HP fuel injected 283 Corvette engine and four speed transmission. It was specially ordered; the color was only offered for the Corvette. It is the only one ever made, and I bought it.”

“Lucky you,” Carole said. “How much?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“I bet you wouldn’t,” Carole nodded. “I suppose you want to race Vito again when it arrives.”

“No way,” Mike said. “No more racing for me.”

“Why not?” Carole smiled. “Tired of getting your ass kicked and your cars totaled by that asshole Vinny? I mean, a little humiliation now and then is good for the soul. I bet this tub of shit isn’t any faster than the last five or six you bought.”

“It’s like you,” Mike smiled. “It’s built for a nice soft ride, not for speed.”

“Oh, that’s really funny,” Carole nodded. “Ma, get me Rick Gaines’ number.”

“Just kidding,” Mike said quickly. “No need to do that.”

“Really?” Carole smiled. “It’s my sworn duty to report crimes as I find them.”

“No crime was committed here,” Mike said. 

“Bringing that piece of shit Impala down to the airport alone should be illegal. Look, you do whatever you want. Don’t come crying to me when the Insurance Commission or whatever they call it lands on you with both feet. Then you’ll really be living on Chevy Street.”

“That’s Chevvy,” Mike smiled. “I wanted to live there, but Gloria didn’t like the area. She didn’t like Biscayne Drive, either.”

“How about Asshole Avenue?” Carole giggled. “Nothing for sale there?”

“Very funny. I hear they are considering changing the name of your street to Spinster Way.”

Tracy came in and sat down, smirking at Mike. She handed a bag to Ronnie Lee.

“This be what I hope it is?” Ronnie Lee grinned.

“Aye, it is,” Tracy said. She turned back to Mike and peered down at his lap.

“What are you looking at?” Mike said.

“Just want to see where yer scoobies went,” Tracy smiled. “Left ‘em at the airport again, did ya?”

“It all worked out,” Mike said. “I’m getting paid for my damages, and I am buying another Impala. I’m calling it The Silver Fox. Like me,” he  said, running his hand through his hair.

“Aye, The Silver Fox,” Tracy nodded. “Enjoy it while you got it. I never seen  an Italian yet over the age of fifty what still got his crop.”

“I’ll never lose my hair,” Mike huffed. “It’s my trademark. That, and my arms.”

“Yer hopeless,” Tracy sighed. “Wouldn’t be so bad if you won a race here and there, but you lost every damn one since 1971, according to the Gargoyle.”

“What did you call me?” Carole shrieked. “I’m your boss, you know.”

“Yeah, some boss you are. Last time you went on Patrol with me you peed your pants and begged to go home for your nappy-poo.”

“I put in my time on the street,” Carole huffed.

“That’s illegal, you know,” Mike smiled. “Parading up and down  Stratford Avenue in a bikini with a sign around your neck that says Lick My Ass, $20.00.”

“I get more than that,” Carole said. “And that was just a Halloween prank.”

“It had to be,” Mary smiled. “Nobody would lick that thing. You should see her underwear when I do the laundry. I sent it out one time, and they threatened to sue us.”

“See what I have to put up with?” Carole exclaimed.

“If you knew how to wipe properly it wouldn’t happen,” Mary nodded.

“Mike is a crook, Tracy,” Carole declared. “He filed a fraudulent report with the insurance company. He claimed to be at some antique car function.”

“It was,” Mike said. “Vito’s Rambler and my Impala are certified antiques.”

“I seen them policies,” Tracy nodded. “They got prohibited activities. Racing be one of them.”

“I wasn’t racing,” Mike smiled. “That question was on the form. It said Were you engaged in racing activity? I checked it No, because technically, I was not. Vinny was.”

“It means the damn car, stupid,” Tracy laughed. “You think they were talking about you running the Hundred Yard Dago Dash? You race that car and you void the policy. They find out otherwise, and they’ll hang you higher than Hayman. You’ll lose your job and you could be prosecuted.”

“And you’ll lose your statue,” Carole giggled. “Oh, that’s right, that got stolen, too.”

“Vito signed an affidavit,” Mike smirked. “He wouldn’t lie, either.”

“For five grand?” Carole giggled. “Give me a break. Did you see the affidavit?”

“No, but Vito is above reproach. After all, he’s Italian.”

“So was Al Capone,” Tracy said. “You best read that affy, Skippy.”

“Then he’s just as guilty as me.”

“He didn’t file no fake insurance claim,” Tracy said. 

“I didn’t think of that,” Mike said. “Do you think I’m in trouble?”

“Screwed, blued, and tattooed,” Tracy smiled. “You like Beefaroni?”

“No self respecting Italian would eat that,” Mike said. “Besides, I am a model citizen. I’m not a crook.”

“Okay,” Tracy shrugged. “Have it your way. We’ll see what Brenda got to say about this.”

“Brenda?” Mike squeaked. “This has nothing to do with her.”

“It could,” Carole said. “What bullshit excuse did you give the insurance company about how your magnificent piece of American history got burned to a crisp at an antique car meet?”

“It was an unavoidable fire,” Mike shrugged. “Nobody knows how it started.”

“And magically, your shit box was the only car that burned up?”

“That’s right,” Mike smiled. “Gaines took my word for it. I even submitted photos.”

“In the middle of the airport runway?”

“Yes. I was displaying my beautiful classic Impala to the onlookers when..... you know. It caught fire. Must have been an electrical problem.”

“You’re going to the joint,” Tracy nodded. “That horse shit story won’t sell to no insurance company.”

“It already did,” Mike said. “Gaines signed off on it. He has the final say.”

“And he’ll be yer cell mate,” Tracy laughed.

“You worry too much,” Mike said. “Nothing wrong was done here.”

“And I did not have sexual relations with that woman,” Carole rasped. “You and Bill belong together. He’ll get caught with that lie some day just like you’ll get caught with yours.”
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“Give it up, Vito,” Carole said.  

“Youse ain’t my type,” Vito grinned. “Youse ain’t even my Reese’s Pieces.”

“Your what?” Carole laughed.

“You know; that thing where all the animals got classified. That asshole Darwood done that a long time go. I know about that shit;  King Kong, Philo Beddoe, Classes, which is school,  Order, like you’re fucking out of order, Families, which is a big thing with the Guineas,  Penis, and Reese’s Pieces. See? I got brains.”

“So I see,” Carole smiled. “I’m talking about the drag race. I want to see that affidavit you gave Mike.” Vito handed it over. It said nothing about a drag race. “Why did you leave out the part about the race?”

“Because I didn’t file no insurance claim. I can say whatever I want.”

“Not if it aids and abets a crime,” Carole said. “Mike filed a claim, and he didn’t tell them about the race. That’s illegal.”

“He don’t got to say nothing about no race,” Vito grinned. “I read the policy. He got some company nobody ever heard of. Dog Dick Insurance, or some shit. There ain’t no prohibited activities in that policy. I ain’t stupid, you know. You think I’d put myself in a jackpot like that for him? You serious? I use my knot,” he said, tapping his temple. “We is in the clear. Me, Mikey, everybody. He gets paid, I get my five large, and too fucking bad for the insurance company.”

“You’re sure about that policy?”

“Yeah. I had the Town Attorney read it. Sid, or Saul, or whatever the fuck his name is.”

“Ron Reynolds,” Carole laughed.

“Yeah, that’s him. He said there ain’t no problem with that claim Mr. Hairspray filed.”

“Mike doesn’t know that,” Carole grinned. “Let’s break his balls.”

“Hey,” Vito shrugged. “I can do that. I been known to break balls on a fag now and then.”

“Mike is straight,” Carole said.

“Fag don’t always mean you take it in the chute. Means you’re un uomo femminile, capisce?”

“No, but I’ll take your word for it. Here’s what we’re going to do.”
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“Mike!” Gloria yelled as she put leftover ziti and pizza into the microwave for her breakfast. “Get up. Your ride is here.”   

“What ride?” Mike yawned as she stretched and climbed out of bed. He began posing in front of the mirror, flexing his biceps. “I don’t need a ride. I have the Nova.”

“You got one today,” Gloria said as she looked outside. “Half the department is here.”

Mike looked outside and panicked. There were four police cruisers, two plain brown wrappers, and two Fords with Federal plates in front of the house.

“Tell them I’m not here!” Mike yelled.

“You serious?” Gloria laughed. “They know you’re here. You haven’t failed to come home since 1967. What’s going on?”

“Nothing, just a drill,” Mike smiled as he came downstairs. “Where’s the machinegun?”

“We don’t have a machinegun. Did you do something illegal? Oh, I know. I bet this has something to do with that bullshit claim you filed with the insurance company for your stupid car.”

“You aren’t supposed to know about that,” Mike huffed.

“I know everything,” Gloria said, a slice of pizza hanging out of her mouth. “I’m a woman. It’s genetic. You can’t hide anything from us; we’ll find out, then we’ll kill you. What did you do?” she said, trying not to laugh. Carole had already called her and told her what they were going to do to Mike.

“Nothing. It must be a mistake.”

“Some mistake,” Gloria said as Pat Kennedy pounded on the front door.

“Open up; we know you’re in there!” Kennedy yelled. “Make it easy on yourself, Chief.”

“Be right out,” Mike squeaked. “What the hell do I do now? Give me the keys to your El Dorado. I’ll run for it. You can collect the insurance. If I get killed in the line of duty, you get paid double.”

“You never told me that before,” Gloria said. “If you did, you wouldn’t be here right now. Besides, if you’re wanted, you’re not in the line of duty any more. You’re just another crook.”

“I’m not a crook!” Mike yelled.

“Sure,” Gloria said as she opened the door. Pat Kennedy came in, a hot dog in his hand.

“It’s six forty five in the morning,” Mike said. “You’re eating hot dogs?”

“They got a time stamp on them?” Kennedy said as he belched, then farted. “The restaurants are open 24-7, and they sell hot dogs. Never mind my eating habits,” he said as mustard and relish fell onto his uniform. “You got bigger problems than that.”

“Wha......what’s this about?” Mike squealed.

“Ask him,” Kennedy said as Vito came in and confronted Mike.

“Youse is under arrest, asshole,” he smiled. “Youse got the right to keep your Guinea mouth shut. Anything you say, we’ll stick up your ass in court. You got the right to a shyster. If you don’t got no dough left after fucking the insurance company, the State will give you some jobber lawyer  who don’t know his ass from Adam. If youse decide to talk to us anyway, you’re fucked dry and hard. Youse understand this bullshit, or what?”

“Miranda would be proud of you,” Mike smiled.

“Fuck her. I remember that douche bag; some Spic who danced around with a fruit basket on her head. She wasn’t no smarter than you. Turn around. I got to slap the bracelets on you, loser.”

“You didn’t tell me why I’m being arrested,” Mike said.

“I don’t got to,” Vito smiled. “You’ll find out soon enough. They ain’t finished writing up the indictment,” Vito grinned. “They ran out of paper. Get in the fucking car, pretty boy. Youse is going to the joint.”

“Call my Mom,” Mike squeaked as Vito hustled him outside. 

“I’m calling my lawyer,” Gloria laughed. “You aren’t going to be needing that pension where you’re going. How long can you hold your breath?” she giggled.

“Capri, Capri, get down on one knee,” Vito cackled. “Now you’ll see how them arms do in Somers, asshole. You’re gonna have a real hard time, and I do mean hard.”
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“I don’t believe you had me arrested,” Mike said. “And I had to stay in the lockup overnight. That’s unforgivable.” 

“Why?” Carole shrugged. “You better than the rest of the scumbag crooks in town?”

“I’m not a crook,” Mike said, pulling at his collar. “And what was that awful food they tried to give me?”

“Meat loaf,” Carole giggled. “But you don’t get to know where we got the meat. It could be worse,” she shrugged. “They’re considering hiring my mother to cook for the prisoners.”

“That would be unconstitutional,” Mike huffed. “Cruel and unusual punishment.”

“Never mind our delicious food,” Carole said. “Wait until you see what they give you in Somers. I hear the spaghetti actually moves on its own.”

“I’m not going to Somers,” Mike said as Brenda came in and winked at Carole.

“Yeah, you are,” Brenda said. “I got you, preppie. You’re going to be dancing and flexing your arms for a bunch of dudes who will bend you over a cot and make sure you’re never constipated again. They love cops in prison,” she grinned.

“I did nothing wrong,” Mike cried. 

“Really?” Brenda smiled. She read off a long list of felonies Mike was about to be charged with. “And, you’ll lose your pension. Your old lady will probably have to blow bums on Stratford Avenue for lunch money. And you ain’t gonna have no Impala to drive, either. It’ll get conformated. You want to plead this out? I got affidavits and all kinds of shit. You and Gaines can share a cell. He made a copy of the insurance policy and changed the wording to leave out the racing shit. He thought the asshole who writes the checks at the company wouldn’t know any better. He was wrong.”

“What does that have to do with me?” Mike shrieked.

“He said you promised him five grand.”

“I did not!” Mike squealed. “He’s lying!”

“I got the affy right here,” Brenda smiled, holding up the document.

“Let me see that,” Mike snapped.

“Nope. You ain’t been formally charged yet. I don’t have to show you shit. You want a lawyer?”

“No. I don’t need one. Once the judge sees my arms, he’ll dismiss all the charges,” Mike smiled.

“You’re fucking delirious, you know that? You’re looking at a lot of time here, Mike. You could die in the joint. Or you could just die, with somebody else’s joint in you.”

Carole spit her coffee halfway across the room. “Jesus, will you stop saying shit like that?”

“Hey, I ain’t making the news, I’m just delivering it. You got one shot at getting out from under this,” Brenda said, trying not to laugh. “You give us Gaines, and I’ll suggest leniency to the judge.”

“Leniency?” Mike squeaked.

“Yeah. You’ll get free rubbers and mouthwash for the whole time you’re in jail,” Brenda giggled. “Four years.”

“That’s crazy. I can’t go to prison.”

“Better than twenty five,” Brenda shrugged. “That’s what all these charges add up to. You don’t want Vito to testify against you.”

“What?” Mike said nervously.

“You paid him five grand in cash. We got it on film.”

“That was a bet from the drag race,” Mike huffed.

“Vito says otherwise. He said it’s a bribe. He put the money into the evidence room, and he’ll testify against you.”

“Jesus
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