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It had been a long day; I was ready to go
home. With the February winter hours, even at six thirty, it seemed
much later. I had just finished writing a lengthy report for a
armed robbery closed by an arrest. I was glad to see that suspect
held on a no bond status. Maybe I could sleep well tonight,
I thought. I had a quick drive home, but I picked up a bottle of
wine for dinner on the way there. I knew Alex, my blond Lab, would
be waiting for me. I had adopted Alex six months ago. He was found
in a pet shop that was shut down by Animal Control for unsanitary
conditions. He was at the Animal Control shelter for about a month.
I was one of the officers that had responded to the pet store to
clear it. It had been a really slow day. It turned out to be a
fortunate turn of events. The animals were being taken to animal
control, and the store was being shut down. All the animals needed
to be carried out; I had taken Alex out to the van. He was a small
pup then. He was a skinny thing, but he was so adorable with his
black eyes and blond coat. I waited to see if someone would adopt
him once he was cleared, but no one did. I called every other day
to see if someone had adopted him. After a month of waiting, I
decided to adopt him myself, and I named him Alex. The name just
fit him. I am glad now that no one took him. He has become my
family: just Alex and me.

By the time I got home, Alex was waiting for
me at the window like always. However, by the time I got in the
house, he was by the back door. I gestured to Alex. “What, no hug?”
Usually, if I was on time and it was not an emergency, I would be
greeted by the door with a hug when Alex would stand on two legs
and wrap his two front paws around my waist. I knew that doing his
business was more important than any hug, so I headed for the back
door.

“Well, I can be thankful that you still need
to go,” I said aloud, “I hope this means I have no messes to clean
up.” Although being nearly seven months old, he occasionally had
accidents. Due to the neglect he suffered from the pet shop, he was
taking longer to train than hoped. Alex was underfoot, trying to
hurry me along. I opened the back door. Alex sprinted out in to the
darkness. I shut the door behind him. With the snow laying on the
ground and being cooped in the house all day, I knew he would play
for a little while before I had to let him back in.

I took off my coat and turned on a few more
lights. The winter darkness made the house dark as well. I glanced
at the time. “Great, 7:15, too late for the gym” I said as if I had
a real intention of going. I paid for the full year membership
thinking that the financial cost would be incentive of going. Not
true for me. I made it to the gym ten times this month maybe. I
changed into my sweats anyways. February only has twenty-eight
days, so ten out of twenty eight is not too bad, I tried to
reason with myself I glanced in the mirror. I took my brown,
shoulder length hair and arranged it in a ponytail. I had gained
maybe five pounds over the holiday months, but I was still in
decent shape. Being five eight, I could gain a few pounds and still
not look heavy. I walked back to the kitchen to see what leftovers
remained for dinner. I was sure I had some leftover pizza from two
days ago. I got the pizza and popped it in the microwave. I turned
back to the fridge to see what else I could find . . . nothing
appealed to me. I opened the bottle of wine. By the time I poured a
glass of wine, the microwave was done. I pulled out a paper
plate.

“Voila!” I exclaimed as I place my pizza and
wine on the kitchen table. Just then I heard Alex at the back door.
I let him in, “What too cold for you, too?” He stepped inside and
shook the snow off his furry body. I dried him off with a towel
that I kept by the back door. “There you go, go lie down,” I said
as I went to wash my hands. I enjoyed my dinner while Alex lay by
the heater. I browsed through the mail on the kitchen table. Once I
finished, I decided to relax and watch a movie on television.

 


* * * *

 


 


It was dark outside by the time I left the
station the next day. The winter wind was harsh on my already dry
skin. I had a short ride home, but the with the newly fallen snow,
the traffic would make the twenty minute commute an hour-long
torture session. Only in Baltimore did all types of weather ruin
your commute. It didn’t matter if it was raining, snowing, or
sunny, there would be delays. Of course, I would expect a delay if
there is a precipitation that made the roads slick, but in
Baltimore, even the sun caused delays. I always wished for a cloudy
overcast when it was time to drive home.

I thought of Alex waiting for me at home. At
least I hoped he could wait. I didn’t need to clean up a mess as
soon as I got home. I started the engine of my trusty Corolla, ten
years old and still chugging along. Since I waited for rush hour to
be over before leaving, I was hoping to get lucky. I pulled onto
the highway, and of course, I found I had no luck this evening. I
popped in a CD and hit play. I might as well finish my audio book
on the way home. The Ten Ways to Be Persuasive was the
latest book. I didn’t care too much for those romance novels or
murder mysteries. I wasn’t the sappy, emotional type. As for
suspense, my work was enough suspense for me. Forget drama too. No
need to read, or listen to, other people’s problems. Non-fiction
and self-improvement was what I preferred. I rarely read written
books anymore, I thought. Listening was so much easier than
reading.

I chuckled to myself, “Have I really gotten
that lazy?” Thanks to the CD, the drive went fast. I pulled into my
driveway and saw Alex in the window. He was always there, just
waiting for me. It was wonderful to have someone who was so loyal
and attentive. I never felt alone with Alex being there. I shut off
the car. I gathered my purse and extra work that I had brought
home. Although I knew I probably wouldn’t look at it before dinner,
I took it in with me anyways. The case file was overstuffed with
papers. I had to juggle my keys and the file while I opened the
door. As I pushed the door open with my foot, I reached up to get
the day’s mail form the mailbox on the side of the house. Alex
started yapping with joy. Or perhaps it was to get out to do his
business. I walked over to the kitchen table and dropped the file,
the mail, and my keys. “Alright, alright, I’m getting the
door.”

Once he came back in, I reached over for
towel that I used to wipe off his feet. “No need to tramp wet snow
in to the house,” I said as I patted him off. As he continued into
the house, he headed for the heater to lie beside. He was smart--he
knew where to be.

I went back to the kitchen, washed my hands,
and the then sat the table for one. I picked through the freezer to
see what I could find to eat…. mostly frozen meals. Who needs
gourmet? I though as I picked out a Lean Cuisine. As I ate, I
shuffled through the mail. Mostly junk mail, I had a few bills. At
the bottom, I saw an envelope with my maiden name written in
cursive on it. “Well, obviously, they haven’t been in touch with me
in awhile,” I commented as I examined the envelope.

It had been two years since the divorce. I
hadn’t changed my name back yet. It took so long to get used to
using my married name at first. Shortly after I got the hang of it,
we split. It just didn’t work. We were good friends, and still
remain good friends. We were just not cut out to be married, at
least not to each other. He wanted a softhearted, romantic woman to
stay home and raise children once we married. I wanted someone to
shoot guns at the range with. I didn’t want to argue over my job
every time the phone woke us up in the middle of the night. We got
along well, but just not in a domestic way. I had the name “Sarah
Richland” for the two-year period we were actually married, so I
figured I would just keep it. I didn’t feel it was a priority to
going back to Sarah Caldwell. Everyone I cared to talk to knew me
by my married name now. If it had been a horrible divorce, perhaps
I would have gone back. David, my ex, didn’t mind if I kept his
last name. He had moved to Florida and started a new life. We have
kept in touch via emails. If he came to town to visit his parents,
he usually dropped in to see me. Some days, I missed our
friendship, more than the daily companionship.

I took another bite. I eyed the envelope,
while I looked for the letter opener. “I have ten of them, but one
is never around when you need it,” I said to Alex as I pick up the
file and other papers on the table looking for the opener. “Oh,
forget it,” I decided. I tore off the one end. I took another bite
as I took out the folded piece of paper. I unfolded the paper. “Aw,
crap, ” I sighed as I read the invitation to the fifteenth reunion
of my high school class. I dropped it on the table; I returned to
the finish my meal.

High school was not a bad experience for me,
but it was one that I didn’t need to relive. It was an awkward time
when I had no real clue what or where I was going in life. I, as
well as a lot of high school kids, couldn’t wait to get out. After
graduation, a lot of kids want to go back to that time when they
realize the real world is not so great after all. I wasn’t one of
those people; I didn’t want to go back. There had been a reunion
after five years, but I didn’t go. I heard the ten-year reunion was
cancelled due to a lack of interest. Now five years later, they
want to try again. I was still not interested.

* * * *

 



It was already March. My birthday was
another reminder that I was getting old. I was feeling old when I
rolled out of bed and my body was aching. Neither my mind, nor
body, felt like doing much of anything. It would have been a good
day to stay in bed, under the covers, watching a good movie.
Unfortunately, that was not in the cards. I had to be at court by
nine. The traffic wasn’t so bad so I was there in plenty of time
despite my lack of enthusiasm.

By the time I got back from court, I noticed
that the snow finally melted as I pulled in the station. I was in
court to testify in a suppression hearing in a murder case. “The
dumbass will get off I bet,” I said aloud to no one as I slammed my
door shut. I wasn’t pleased with the whole situation. I had spent
the night reading reports to refresh my memory. I didn’t want to be
caught off guard when questioned. I was not the lead detective on
the case, but I was the only detective called to testify. The
patrol officer fouled the case up. “The kid would have confessed
eventually anyways, why did the patrol officer have to rough him up
first?” I thought aloud to myself. Suspects would confess eight of
ten times if you gave them enough time to stare at a cell wall and
to think about what they did. I suppose the emotion of seeing the
young man lying on the ground with a pool of blood coming from his
torso fueled the patrol cop.

Edward Ricks was only twenty-two years old;
he went by Eddie. Sure, he was known for breaking the law
occasionally, but there was no real motive for his murder. He and
his family originated in the Eastside of Baltimore. Multiple
generations lived on the same street. Everyone there knew him, for
one reason or another. He was killed in the middle of the street.
Rumors spread fast. The patrol officer picked up the suspect within
a few hours. Instead of calling a detective, as he should have
done, the patrol officer decided to try to make a name for himself.
Mission accomplished, I thought, but not in a good way.

The problem was that the admission of
Grimly’s confession was in jeopardy, and I had to pick up the
pieces of the case. With no confession, it was a weak case. There
was no physical evidence to connect Tyrone Grimly to Edward Ricks’
bloody corpse. The State’s Attorney, Lisa Hoy, was not too pleased
when I had disclosed my opinion about the matter.

“You got nothing,” I said, at our meeting
before I testified.

“It’s not your problem,” she said, “just get
on the stand, and tell the judge that through your investigation,
you were able to narrow the suspects down to Grimly. A CII
identified him as the shooter.”

“Look
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