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January 12th, 2031

Antananarivo, Madagascar 

“Allow me I see my face.”

“What?”

“Gonna answer everything you asked of if only you lemme see myself.”

The female police officer more calmly stood up to adjust the driving mirror. “Tell me a good fit.” She oriented it down, up, then left and right.

“There.”

“Alright.” She sat.

The standing woman culprit ‘locked’ behind a chained room smiled. “And you’re soo gorgeous.”

“Ms.,” the female officer sighed, “I’m asking you the last time. Why did you just hit that insane fella on the road with your Alfa Romeo?”

“The man on a call.”

“Him I see with the Mswahili?”

“Mmhm-mmhm, behind us, the Aston Martin.”

There was a sudden knock at the driver’s door. “Amelynah, hi,” the leaning policeman noted on his pad, “I’ve been told of the notorious psychopath.”

“Where?”

“Eleanor Estate. Here is the full infor to the location.” He handed her the beige notepad over the window. “You can now allow me I take it from here.”

“Yeah, sure.” The female police opened the driver’s door and got out of the grey patrol MAN coach. “Heading straight to Jacqueline rightaway.”

“Drive safe.”

“I will.”

The Black-American policeman got inside the coach while the Latin-Indian female police officer entered her white patrol McLaren sedan. They both simultaneously ignited the engines and closed the doors then drove to their designated locales of the day.

. . .

Three hours later 

The patrol sedan pulled-in at house number 23 at 2AM nighttime. The blue-and-red ‘siren rays’ reflected through the wide curtains as police chiefess Amelynah Shah Loyalty raided the much quiet home alone.

...

“Hands above your head.” She scythed when she finally found Jessee Thames clinging himself on the floor - against a minute bed, at the edge of his bedroom with his face locked to his knees. “Don’t make any move or I’ll shoot you!” She cocked her revival gun, a sudden sadness hovering in her.

Jessee lifted his head slowly.

Police chiefess Amelynah cocked the gun again. “Good. Now palms on your head.”

He laid his arms on his straight hair.

She kneeled and slid the gun into the ‘waist bait’, then she quickly held his hands and handcuffed him. “You’re under arrest for countless murders.” She stood. “Get up now, slow and easy.”

Jessee Thames did so.

“Nice. Anything you say shall be used in or against you in a court of law. You’re entitled to any lawyer though.” She held the gun then cocked it once more. “Walk out straight to the car outside and dare not to run.”

Again, Jessee did so, then, upon their arrival, police chiefess Amelynah opened the left backseat door and politely Jessee got in the patrol McLaren. She then slid once again her gun inside the ‘waist bait’ and stepped into the sedan, then she pulled out and drove off swiftly to Jacqueline County Police Station.

A WEEK LATER

CasesDooNeverEnd High Court

“On accounts of eleven scenarios in seven months, you’re legible to heinous crimes for the human race.” An elder female judge perused a document. “Do you understand?”

Jessee muted.

“What you going to defend thyself on?”

He offered no utterance.

“Anything you have to say?”

His silence lasted for other long seconds.

“Anything??”

Jessee Thames went more silent.

“Then what does your lawyer got to tell on this?”

“Your honor sir,” a ‘cases’ interpreter’ said at the ‘reversal table’, “he refused...or rather, he stated he would not want a lawyer.”

There were murmurs in the courtroom.

“I’ll give my final elusion in the afternoon.” The judge filed the document.

“All rise.” An interim secretary sighed.

Everybody stood up and the fourth proceeding was adjourned.

...

The court resumed from the lengthy recess and many people awaited the judge in much anticipations – most eagerly anxious to hear the first account.

“As per the authority given to me under article two-four,” she stamped Jessee’s reference casefile document and glanced at him, “the court has found you guilty on concrete grounds of extrajudicial killings of one-o-two humans. Any murder even if is for one is accorded with severe consequences as we all know, therefore, I hereby do sentence Jessee Thames to life imprisonment without any single bond nor whatsoever inclinations which may pertain the same.” She closed the case as she ‘hammered the sentence’.

Sobs from Jessee’s cousin were suddenly heard.

Nearly everybody looked at her in agape.

She raised her right hand after a beckon then sighed in much tears. “Your honour, may I hug my dear cousin if the court wishes?”

“Permission guaranteed,” the judge signaled the interim secretary by a show of approval nods, “you can head to him but free.”

“Thanks.” She made walks for the chamber.

Two male ‘judicial guards’ followed her, then when she offered open arms to hug Jessee, he suddenly stepped three steps back into the wooden chamber’s edge wing.

The guards held him.

She shed more tears. “Please Jessee. Can I?”

He declined with four sideways turns of the head.

“Seems he doesn’t want to be hugged.” The judge offered a ‘minimum lease’. “You can be visiting him at Sing Sing.”

“Sorry?” She glanced at her in shock and immense dilemma. “New York?”

“Alright. For the bond of family,” the elder judge offered another ‘lesser lease’, “he’s going to spend the last years of his life in MitchStaysLong Maximum Prison. That’s my last give.” She made her last verdict.

The cousin was relieved though not off her much ‘loss’.

“All rise.” The interim secretary said once again.

The court rose and the judge went back to her ‘eliminable office’, then Jessee Thames was motioned out and into the awaiting grey-white-striped Volvo jail coach.

His cousin wept uncontrollably.

Twelve months later

Inside her personal crib, police chiefess Amelynah began to have some retaliating thoughts over Jessee Thames Sinclair.

( -“Why didn’t he want to be hugged in such a sentencing from his dearest cousin?? Why did he not say anything during the entire ruling?? Why didn’t he want a lawyer??”- ) She wondered much as she watched the city from the eleventh floor atop Nineveh Heights. ( -“Why did he kill soo many – especially ‘em closest to ‘em?? What had made him to do it??”-  ) She drew the official map of Africa on the dewy windowpane and circled it, then she remembered the connection of the map with Madagascar’s and how she met Jessee Thames clinging all-alone by himself. ( -“Many times Madagascar is always forgotten when Africa is drawn, painted, sculpted or hedged.”-  ) She sighed. ( -“Why has he always refused to be visited in prison?? Why did he seem alone? Had he been probably forgotten too? Like his handsome face,”- ) she had a feel, ( -“the way he looked at me with his cute sad eyes that fateful day I found him, he never even ran as most criminals would and he was soo soo polite. Was he trying to tell me anything maybe?? Was Jessee always alone???”- ) She scythed in another feeling. ( -“Gonna check up on him in MitchStaysLong tomorrow. No, today I must.”- )

...

Thus she did, and the first thing she asked from the administrative unit is how Jessee Thames is being treated in prison.

“Why you wonna know?” A cells’ chief secretary asked – rudely.

“Only enquiring sir.”

“Of such a serial killer who’s killed lots-lots-lots of humans?”

“Yes. Shouldn’t I?”

“He must not be well taken care of.” He uttered in more rudeness.

She had secretly recorded all that feedback. “Has he ever been taken to an asylum??”

“Should we afterall?”

“Even for once one mental check??”

“Look, I got no bizness in such fucked-up things.”

“But why?”

“ ‘Cause I fuckin’ don’t.”

“Alright,” she removed her official badge from her pulse and showed it to him, “I’m the chiefess police of south-east hemisphere.”

He became quite stunned. “Why dress in civilian? I didn’t notice it’s you.”

“What were you expecting? I to be a mermaid? I can in any case.” She returned the badge into the purse. “So, I want to be kindly directed to his whereabouts. And you’re on probation for arrogance and ignorance.”

“I’m sorry-.”

“Right now is when you say sorry? Probation for a-month. Just direct me to Jessee.”

The cells’ chief secretary stepped out of the classy receptionist’s chamber to lead police chiefess Amelynah to the cells, then when they reached Jessee’s small reservation caved cell, she was much shocked and more saddened on how Jessee Thames was bruised, beaten, ‘incarnated’ and emaciated. The same eyes that glanced at her in solemn were echoing now in most ‘interred’ and engulfed solemnity.

“He may be still a high-degree criminal,” she looked at the cell’s chief secretary, “but y’all shouldn’t be treating him like an animal...neither a monster. ... He’s still human.”

“With all due respect, it’s how it supposed to be here.”

“Treating his as such, not one?”

“Somehow-.”

“Is he the only criminal treated like this??”

“Definitely. He is the only psychopath-.”

“We are not in North Korea, Kenya, Israel, Islamabad nor Russia.” She scythed. “These atrocities are bad and way higher than his heinous crimes.”

“Atro-?”

“Yeah, it’s plain atrocity how he’s been treated.” She peeped at Jessee – who was looking down the floor, then she glanced back at the cells’ chief secretary. “Worse how he hasn’t been taken to any mental institution for just a check-up. Criminals ain’t animals, accord them with care – more-so such. Y’all didn’t find an asylum the whole year?? ... Indeed, you didn’t care to know if he’s suffering.” Another view at Jessee Thames, she vowed in her heart to walk by his side.

22nd Feb, 2032

Police chiefess Amelynah Shah made all legal arrangements Jessee be institutionalized immediately at The WeCareThemWell Asylum, and she signed for each needful visit which may arise and also every possible costs that should arise along. 

On-going months...

The most qualified psychiatrist entrusted to him in the whole WellWishThem Flaternity diagnosed Jessee Thames with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PSTD), Schizophrenia, Psychasthenia, Hysteria, Deviation, and Major Depressive Disorder (MDD). Every visit, love grew, every goodbye, heavy missing(s) hedged on the ‘neutral fence’, every analysis, affection blossomed, every treatment, he got healed both physically and well psychologically, ... and by the time Jessee was released from the perfecto asylum, police chiefess Amelynah had already begun to develop strong feelings for him, and intense love had ultimately commenced sprouting - though she did not ‘make the move’ at first. She prompted on a more ‘precise moment’ for a best start to it (while she healed from a much worse breakup with a worst man she assumed too good to be the better gentleman.) Her kindest request to be allowed for occasional hangout days with Jessee was granted under non-watchful scrutiny of the DCI - nor for every return at MitchStaysLong. She was a trustworthy chiefess police afterall, and also, her security was at her best interest on protecting her love and her wonderful job. Though amusingly, she had other unique careers under her loyalty name too.

December 31st, 2032

Nineveh Heights

“I always lived ‘under evil encounters’ sweetheart,” Jessee trekked back to his past years, “just like all the good and great guys you’ve ‘assisted out of darkness’ in every home.”

Police chiefess Amelynah followed ‘his dire walks’. “It’s you I’ve loved to rescue most Jessee. And ever since I have been doing paranormal investigations before I met you, each single investigation has been nicer after I knowing you. I’m here for you, you can tell me,” she held his left wrist, “anything you would wish to ‘let it out’. You’ve suffered alot alone in depression, agony, and ‘hard thoughts’, didn’t want to rush you. Feel free, I’m always here
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