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“I don’t believe this,” Carole whispered as she looked at what was in her desk drawer. “This isn’t possible.”

“Seeing is believing,” Mike said. “Just like my arms. I ordered a new statute of myself, you know. To replace the one that disappeared with my Impala.”

“I think your mind disappeared with your Impala. What is with this statue crap? Who do you think you are, Bruno Sammartino or something?”

“The Italian Superman,” Mike smiled. “From Abruzzi, Italy. The longest reigning  WWF Champion in history. My arms are almost as big as his. In 1959, Bruno  set a world record in the bench press with a lift of 565 pounds.”

“You couldn’t press your own pegged sharkskin pants,” Carole sighed as she looked at what was in the drawer. “What are we going to do with this stuff?”

“Treat it like any other evidence,” Mike shrugged. “Put on your surgical gloves and put it into evidence bags, then send it to the lab. Just like you used to do  with the remains of your dates in high school.”

“Hey, you don’t want to put out, you take your chances. This is bizarre, Mike. Look at it. Ancient gun belts, pistols, shell casings, and a bloody handkerchief. It has some sort of goop on it, too.”

“Sputum,” Mike smiled.

“You spute ‘em,” Carole snapped. “I don’t do that.”

“That’s why you’re still single,” Mike said. “Sputum is like phlegm, or saliva. Like what your mother has to clean off your pillow case.”

“Very funny, he who  has no car. What are we looking for here with this stuff? Anybody could have put this in my desk.”

“How? Nobody else has the key.”

“Carla has one,” Carole whispered. “I forgot about that. She put this in here. Run the security tapes and see if she was in here after the shooting at Anders’ house.”

“Of course she was, you dolt. You had her come in and make a report.”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot. I can barely remember my own name, Mikey. This is beyond anything I ever had to deal with. Ghosts, past lives, people appearing out of nowhere and then disappearing, and this religious shit she comes up with, like she’s a bible scholar.”

“Maybe she is,” Mike said. “Tell you what; take a couple of days off. Kennedy and I will process the evidence by the book. You’ll feel better in a couple of days, and your office will smell better,” he smiled.

“Eat shit and die, Capri,” Carole said. When Mike wasn’t looking, she sniffed her armpit. “Okay,” she chirped. “Two days it is. You get Birdwell and Antonelli to work on this. I’m bowing out for personal reasons.”

“Better than bending over like you used to do in Math class,” Mike smiled.

“I got a better grade than you did,” Carole snickered. “This case now belongs to Vito. Go give him the file. And a shower,” she giggled.

“You should talk,” Mike said, backing up.

“Hey, I’m under a lot of stress. I sweat when I’m stressed out.”

“So do cattle,” Mike smiled. “But at least they give milk.”

“I can......... never mind,” Carole said, getting up. “It’s all yours,” she said, pointing at the drawer. “Make me proud.”

“I’d rather make you female, but some things are beyond even my magnificent abilities.”

Carole took a tube of hand cream out of her desk and tossed it to Mike. “Go in the Boy’s Room and exercise your magnificent abilities,” she leered. “Like you did  in the high school gym shower.”

“That was the same as a police accident,” Mike huffed. “Accidental  discharge of your weapon. I was cleared of all wrongdoing by the coach.”

“And you got six date invitations, as I recall. All from guys. Okay, I’m out of here. If Nutso calls me again I’ll tape her. Don’t we have one of those gizmos that traces people?”

“They don’t work with someone like Carla, who apparently has custody of the Larsen family brain.”

“I’m smart,” Carole huffed. “I beat Ron Gibbard at Monopoly, and he was like a genius.”

“He was blind,” Mike smiled. “You stole his Boardwalk and Park Place.”

“Oh, bring that up. Those were dumps anyway. Overpriced, just like Stratford. Call me when you have some results.”
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“Here’s your report, you moron,” Bridewell smirked as she threw a thick folder onto Pat Kennedy’s desk. “You got lucky. There was only one relish stain on the evidence.”

Kennedy reached over and turned on a CD player. “Sounds of the Barnyard” began to play; it was a recording of chickens clucking.

“You think you’re funny, don’t you,” Selma sneered. “Well, you aren’t. You are a fat, incompetent slob who will be dead before the age of fifty from all those hot dogs you eat. And I will not perform the autopsy, either.”

“And they say there’s no God,” Kennedy grinned. “Other than the founder of Roessler’s Hot dogs, that is. The last thing I would want in this life is for your avian hands to be the last thing to touch my beautiful Irish body.”

“You are a fat, sweaty pig with stretch marks,” Selma smirked. “The only beautiful thing about you will be the chart that shows your heart blew out and straight lined.”

“Don’t egg me on,” Kennedy grinned. “You are only a shell of your former self. The only time you ever got laid was in your mother’s nest.”

“And look who’s talking,” Selma smirked. “A corpulent loser who doesn’t  even know if his own kids are his.”

“They’re mine,” Kennedy shrugged. “All they eat is hot dogs. My son Patrick Junior was nursed with a bottle of Heinz Pickle Relish. Do you have anything of value in this report?”

“Read it, if you passed remedial English. The evidence is 100% consistent with what Detective Larsen put in her report, strange as that might be. I have never seen anything like this in my entire life.”

“I bet that’s what you said the first time you saw a penis,” Kennedy smiled.

“Wasn’t yours,” Bridewell smirked. “You don’t have one.”

“Would you like to see the Irish Rattlesnake?” Kennedy grinned.

“I want a meal, not a snack,” Bridewell smiled.

“Then here you go,” Kennedy said as he tossed a suet ball to her.

“You loathsome, evil sewer rat,” Bridewell hissed. “I’ve buried better men than you.”

“And I bet they were glad to go,” Kennedy said.
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“What you want, Capri? Your bra strap get caught in the cruiser door again?” Vito grinned when Mike came in.

“I don’t go on Patrol anymore,” Mike smiled. “My six months was up in June, and I have been reinstated as Chief of Police.”

“Yeah, big deal. That spook Jackson ain’t gonna be happy about that. He thinks who he is because he got to play boss for a while.”

Clarence stuck his head in the door. “What you, say, you dumbass Wop cracker?” he said.

“You heard me, nigger,” Vito smiled. “Youse is a member of an interior race. You ain’t got the smarts to give orders to no guineas. You is mentally gone fishing.”

“How about I kick your white ass?” Clarence said, trying not to laugh.

“Why don’t you hike your worthless black ass down to Washington D.C. and see if you can find them tapes J. Edward Hoover made of that spade Marty King ordering up white prostitutes?” Vito beamed. “And bring back one of his vacuum cleaners, and I’ll let you clean my office.”

“I’ll clean your clock, Dago,” Clarence nodded, pointing his pen at Vito as he left. “You’re lucky I got work to do.”

“So is you,” Vito grinned. “Too fucking  stupid to have a job, Captain KFC. And what’s your problem, Chief Light in the Loafers?”

“I’m not gay,” Mike huffed.

“Youse got a can of fucking hair spray in your desk, curlers, and that fag shit homos use to take hair off their body so they won’t look like men no more. And that sissy clear nail polish.”

“I have an image to uphold,” Mike smiled. “I am a legend in this town, primarily because of the way I look.”

“Yeah, I heard about you. Look behind you next time so you can see who’s banging you in the ass. You here for a reason?”

‘Carole has assigned this case to you,” Mike said, tossing the file onto Vito’s desk.

“There ain’t no case,” Vito said. “Anders is dead, and psycho girl is in the loony bin.”

“She escaped,” Mike said. “And she wants Carole to clear her on the death of Anders so she can come back to work.”

“She’s clear,” Vito said. “Anders drew on her. That’s that.”

“Carla was confined because her report made no sense. You read it and you tell me. Then look at the evidence.”

“Bridewell done this evidence?”

“Yes.”

“She does good work,” Vito shrugged. “Of course she got nothing else in her life because she looks like one of them fake rubber chickens they sell in them novelty stores. Ain’t nobody would hump that; not even you.”

“Thank you. Just clear Carla’s name. Then find my Impala.”

“Yeah, I’ll think about that,” Vito grinned. After Mike had gone, he looked through the file.

“Jesus, this is freaking nuts,” he sighed. “But, whaddaya gonna do. It is what it is.”

The evidence was astounding. Carla had produced Wyatt’s gun, which had plenty of DNA on it. The DNA was a perfect match to known Earp cousins Don, Cliff and Zack Earp of Riverside, California. The gunbelt Legion had worn contained two antique Colt pistols. The serial numbers were registered to his home address in Nebraska. Brocius and Watson had been harder to research, but Bridewell had managed to find ancient medical records out west which led her to their relatives; another DNA match.

Carla had also picked up the shell casings, which matched the pistols used by the men.

The last item was the bloody hankie; the sputum tested positive for Tuberculosis, the affliction that had killed Doc Holliday. A long lost picture of Doc showed the very same hankie protruding from his suit coat pocket.

Vito made a bunch of phone calls; two days later he wrote up his report. He took it into Carole’s office. 

“How does it look?” she said.

“Like a friggin’ coo-coo movie from Hollywood. Even that asshole Stephen Queen couldn’t come up with shit like this.”

“Stephen King,” Carole corrected.

“Whatever. I think Queen is more like it. I hear he takes it in the pooper.”

“Is there anybody who isn’t gay in your opinion?” Carole laughed.

“Frank Sinatra never gargled no knockwurst, and Dean Martin was straight; I think. But I hear things.”

“And what about Carla?”

“Dunno,” Vito shrugged. “She likes to lick the clam, that’s her business.”

“I mean the evidence. How does it look for her?”

“It all checks out. It’s nuts, but it checks out. Evidence this good gets guys put on death row.”

“Okay, we’ll send this over to Judge Smallcock.”

“There you go,” Vito beamed. “Another fag. I bet he got a negligee under that robe.”
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“In the matter of The Town of Stratford  versus Carla Larsen,” the clerk intoned. “Competency hearing review.”

“Who represents the State?” Judge Paul Smallcock said.

“District Attorney Katherine Anne Larsen, Your Honor. Detective Larsen is not present at this time. We expect her shortly.”

“Call your first witness.”

“Call Detective Lieutenant Vito Antonelli.”

Vito was sworn and took the stand.

“What’s the smell?” Smallcock said, looking around.

“That’s what a real man smells like,” Vito said. “Not no weirdo who wears like Prince Match Your Belly girly perfume.”

“Windsong,” Smallcock smiled.

“Yeah, youse would know about that. Wind, whatever; something got blown.”

“Question your witness, Miss Larsen. I can’t wait.”

“Detective Antonelli, did you review the evidence collected by Coroner Bridewell?” Katie said.

“I done that,” Vito said. “That was good evidence. Al Capone couldn’t get out from under evidence like that.”

“Did the evidence Coroner Bridewell provided  support the report filed by Detective Carla Larsen connected to the death of James Anders?”

“One hundred percent,” Vito nodded.

“And did you take measures to independently verify the veracity of the evidence?”

“I didn’t measure nobody’s veracity,” Vito said quickly. “I don’t go that way.”

“That isn’t what I meant,” Katie said as the room laughed.

“Then talk plain,” Vito said. “I ain’t no legal eagle.”

“We never would have guessed,” Smallcock smiled.

“You wearing girls’ nylons under that getup?” Vito beamed at the judge.

“Maybe,” Smallcock smiled.

“Detective, what I meant is did you check out this evidence on your own to make sure it was real?”

“I done that,” Vito said. “I made about fifty phone calls. That evidence is real. I’d bet my life on it.”

“Thank you. You may step down.”

“You want to go out to dinner?” Smallcock smiled at Vito.

“I ain’t no pansy boy,” Vito nodded. “Youse should be ashamed of yourself.”

“Call Doctor Peter Delaney, the resident psychiatrist for the facility Detective Larsen is accused of escaping from.” Delaney took the stand.

“Doctor Delaney, did you interview Carla Larsen when she arrived at your facility?”

“Yes, I did.”

“How would you describe her mental state?”

“Extremely disappointed and hurt by the fact that her department would subject her to this.”

“Did you discuss the specifics of the incident she was involved in?”

“Yes, I did. I found her account to be beyond belief, but I would have to say that she believed this description of the incident herself one hundred percent.”

“So, she seemed believable?” Katie said.

“In that regard, yes. Absent any evidence at the time to either support or deny her claims.”

“Did you tell her she was crazy?”

“No, I did not. I told her exactly what I just told you.”

“So would it be fair to say that absent any evidence to the contrary, Detective Larsen was being truthful?”

“Yes.”

“Does that constitute a mental defect?”

“No, it does not.”

“And that is basically what you told Detective Larsen?”

“Yes, it was.”

“Nothing further.”

Just then, the door to the court room opened and Carla came in. She walked up to the bar and smiled at the judge.

“Here I am,” she said. “Ya’ll got  a beef with me? Let’s get this straightened out. I got crooks to catch.” She turned around and stared at Carole, who looked down.

“Take the stand, Detective,” Smallcock said. “I have a few questions for you before I make my decision.” 

Carla was sworn and sat down.

“Where are you from?” Smallcock said.

“Kansas. That really your name?”

“Yes, it is. What part of Kansas?”

“Wichita.”

“When were you born?”

“I ferget, exactly. I got a paper somewhere, like a dog pedigree. I am fourteen years of age,” she said as the room  laughed.

“How did you become a Detective at your age?”

“Shorty yonder gave me a badge. I was a law enforcement officer in Kansas.”

“What kind?”

“United States  Marshal for Jackson County.”

“Kind of young to be a Marshal, aren’t you?”

“I be kind of young fer a lot of things,” Carla said. “Never stopped me from doin’ any of ‘em. Kin I chaw tobaccy in here?”

“No, you may not. I understand you claim to have lived before.”

“I do,” Carla said. “And I have.”

“Can you prove that?”

“Depends on what you’ll accept,” Carla said. 

“Something reasonable.”

“Okay,” Carla shrugged. She opened her bag and took out the worn, yellowed wanted poster Wyatt had given Carole. She handed it to the judge. “That’s me. The fastest gun alive.”

Smallcock looked at the poster for Parren Fall, then looked at Carla. He looked away.

“Like twins, ain’t we,” Carla grinned. 

“Amazing resemblance,” Smallcock said. “But how do I know you are the same person, reincarnated?”

“You don’t,” Carla said. “And you never will. That requires a sort of belief you do not have, and probably never will have. Only God can convince you of who I am, and he ain’t here today.”

“Then you convince me.”

“Then step outside,” Carla said, an eerie look coming over her face. “I’m your Huckleberry. You want to see how fast I really am? Hell, even I don’t know that, but I can sure as hell convince you of a thing or two.”

“That isn’t what I meant,” Smallcock said. “Tell me what God would say about this. You seem to think you are his personal avenger.”

“One of them,” Carla said. “There are many. What you want, boy, bible scripture?”

“That might help your case.” 

Carla looked away for a long minute.

“And the iniquitous, the evil doers of this world, shall suffer thy wrath as I have given it unto you to put upon them. Thou art of me, and I am of thee. We are as one for eternity, and my Father has said so. My sword is your sword; my vengeance is your vengeance. No man shall stand in your way and live long. Thou art my avenger, and the protector of the good.”

“Very nice. What verse is that?”

“It ain’t in the good book. I got my own scripture God gives to me. You don’t like it, you can take it up with him if you is of a mind to. Me, I wouldn’t recommend doing that, ‘specially in a lightning storm. Y’all gonna come up short on that one.”

“Do you claim that Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday helped you in the incident that led to your confinement?”

“I do,” Carla said. “And if need be, I will produce Doc Holliday to testify in this court room.”

“You can do that?” Smallcock said.

“Of course,” Carla shrugged. “He loves me. He always has. He’ll do anything for me, including giving his own life for me, and I would do the same for him. Best you think about that, boy. He might not take a shine to no judge who wants me locked up.”

“I do not want you locked up. I just want to get all the facts.”

“Say when,” Carla smiled. “He’ll be here.”

“Friday,” Smallcock said. “Ten A.M.”
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“She did it now,” Carole sighed. “Telling Hang Them All Paul she’s going to produce Doc Holliday in court. She’s all done.”

“That’s what youse said when she left all that evidence in your desk,” Vito smiled. 

“I don’t care. She could have faked that somehow. Summoning somebody to court who has been dead for over a hundred years is another story.”

“Like you actually getting a date with a real human,” Vito grinned. “Not them Rubber Romeos that chooch Rocco makes.”

“Never mind Lars and Carmine,” Carole snapped. “She just blew her chances. Smallcock will put her back in that nut house.”

“And how’s that gonna work out? No cell can hold this broad. She’s like that dude Harry Whodoneit.”

“Houdini,” Carole smiled.

“See that? An Italian,” Vito grinned. “We is always the best at everything.”

“His real name was Harold Weiss,” Carole smiled. “He was Jewish.”

“Okay, he was a Fugazy,” Vito shrugged. “At least he had the sense to pretend he was a guinea. I locked up a lot of Hebes. None of ‘em ever got out of no handcuffs like he done.”

“She’s crazy, Vito. I thought she had a shot until she pulled this stunt. Doc Holliday my ass.”

“He was like a dentist,” Vito smiled. “Not no ass doctor; Proctor and Gamble, or whatever they call it.”

“Proctologist,” Carole sighed. “Don’t you know anything?”

“Yeah; I know nobody is gonna put nothing in my ass, doctor or no doctor,” Vito said, crossing himself. “That’s like in the encyclopedia. Maybe youse Swedes go for that, but not Italians.”

“You better pray for her,” Carole said. “Because if she doesn’t  get reinstated, we’re in big trouble.”

“Youse is in the soup if she does,” Vito beamed. “She got a hate Jones on your ass now. You sold her ass out.”

“I did my job,” Carole said. “She knew that from day one.”

“And what did youse know from day one? You ever check this broad out? This girl will frigging kill you dead where you stand, and there won’t be shit you can do about it.”

“She won’t kill me,” Carole said. “That’s not why she’s here.”

Bridgeport Superior Court

Golden Hill St.

Bridgeport, Connecticut

July, 1996

––––––––
[image: ]


“In the matter of The Town of Stratford  versus Carla Larsen,” the clerk intoned. “Competency hearing review.”

“Who represents the State?” Judge Paul Smallcock said.

“District Attorney Katherine Anne Larsen, Your Honor.”

“Call your witness,” Smallcock said.

“Call John Henry Holliday,” Katie said.

A slight man dressed in western garb came in and took the stand. He coughed into  a handkerchief he held in his right hand. He was clean cut with a slight mustache and the trace of a goatee on his lower lip.

“I apologize for my medical indiscretion, Judge,” he smiled. “I have consumption, which I contracted taking care of my dear departed mother.”

“I see,” Smallcock said. 

“Fear not, at this stage it is not contagious,” Doc smiled, beads of sweat breaking out on his forehead. “I am here at the bequest of my dear friend, Carla Larsen. Please proceed,” he said, bowing at the waist. He collapsed into the witness chair.

“Where are you from, Mr. Holliday?” Smallcock said.

“Griffin, Georgia. Lately of Tombstone, Arizona, where all the best scalawags congregate,” he smiled. “I see, Sir, that you do not believe me.”

“Well, it is hard to believe a story like this.”

“I sometimes find it hard to believe myself,” Doc said. “But I assure you, it is true.”

“What evidence can you present to this Court that proves your story?”

“You may look at the records. I believe Detective Antonelli secured copies of the documents. In 1882, Wyatt Earp learned of an Arizona extradition request for myself and arranged for Colorado Governor Frederick Walker Pitkin to deny that it take place. I spent my remaining years in Colorado, living the life of an honest man,” he smirked. “As always.”

“You could be an impostor,” Smallcock said.

“There are no impostors,” Doc said, looking away. “Only the reality of a life lost long ago, and the chance to live another. No Court will accept this. I do not expect that you will, but I have one final act to convince you,” Doc smiled.

“No!” Carla yelled, jumping to her feet. “Don’t do this to me!”

“My Sweet,” Doc smiled as he stood up. “You know whereof this comes, and where it will lead. I will always be by your side, little temptress that you are.”

Doc stepped out of the witness chair and started to walk down the aisle towards the door. Halfway there, he shimmered, faded away, and disappeared into nothingness.

“Where did he go?” Smallcock exclaimed. “Five minute recess.” He jumped up and ran back to his Chambers. He returned five minutes later.

“In the matter of Carla Larsen, this Court finds that the evidence supports Detective Larsen’s initial report. The Court also finds that Doctor Delaney informed Detective Larsen that she was not mentally impaired, which gave her the legal right to leave the facility. Therefore, the charge of escape is dismissed. Furthermore, the Court finds that by the weight of the evidence, Detective Larsen is fully fit to return to duty, and it is so ordered. We are adjourned.” 

“What just happened?” Carole exclaimed, looking around. Carla came over.

“Just got you a dose of reality, Pixie,” she smiled. “Now y’all gonna get a dose of mine.” She turned and headed for the door.

“You report to me tomorrow!” Carole yelled. “You work for me!”

“Not until I say so,” Carla called over her shoulder. “I ain’t decided whether I want to come back right now. I’ll be in touch. You have you a nice day, now, you hear?”

“What do I do now, Mike?” she whispered to Capri. “This maniac is loose in our town, and I can’t stop her.”

“Would you like to see my arms?” Mike smiled. “Or my statue?”

“Shove your statue in your ass,” Carole snapped. “This is serious business. She could do a lot of damage in our town.”

“Like you always say, sometimes you just can’t help yourself, and you fuck with the wrong person. Say hello to the wrong person,” Mike smiled as Carla left. “You’ll get used to it.”
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“What’s that?”  Vincent said. “That noise.”

“I didn’t hear nothing,” Michael Ambrose said as he unwrapped a grinder.

“Well I did,” Vincent snapped. “Get your ass up and check it out. I’m not paying you to eat.”

“Hey, boss, it’s almost nine O’clock. I ain’t had no dinner. What did you hear?”

“Sounded like a door being closed. Nobody is here except you, me, and Enrico in the lobby.”

“Okay, I’ll go look,” Ambrose shrugged. “Probably that spook cleaning girl.”

Ambrose went outside and wandered down the hall, trying doorknobs to the various offices. One of them, which should have been locked, opened. Ambrose took out a nine millimeter and went inside, fumbling for the light switch. Tara came out from behind the door and jammed her Bowie knife up under Ambrose’s chin until the blade sprang out the top of his skull. She held the twitching, jerking corpse at arm’s length until it stopped moving, then dumped it on the office floor. She grabbed the grinder out of Ambrose’s  hand just before he collapsed.

“Want half?” she giggled as Carla took out her camera and snapped a picture of Ambrose.

“Later. You stay out here in case anybody else shows up.”

Carla knew Enrico wasn’t about to show up; she had already disposed of him by letting the elevator doors close on his head about fifteen times. She crept down the hall and peeked into Vincent’s office. He was working on some contracts; she pushed the door open and pointed her Colt at his head.

“Hands up, boy, and do not dawdle. I will kill you. Just like I killed your stupid brother.”

Vincent obligingly raised his hands. “Anything you say, Detective,” he smiled. “Working overtime, are we?”

“I am not with the P.D. right now,” Carla smiled. She went over and opened Vincent’s window, which faced the street. “Hot in here,” she said. “Boy like you should have him some fresh air.”

A van sat across the street, a camera aimed at the window. Inside, National Informant owner Ann Coleman told her tech not to miss anything.

“Sure thing, Annie Fanny,” he grinned.

“You shut up about that,” Coleman snapped. “That was a joke Shannon Flynn started.”

“Is that why you have a twenty dollar bill tattooed on your ass?” the tech grinned.

“Did I ever tell you the BB joke?” Ann giggled.

“Inside, Carla looked around. “You smoke, boy?”

“Yes. Why? Are you allergic?” Vincent smiled.

“Nope. I chaw some, and would not want to offend you.” She sat down across from Vincent and loaded her cheek with fine Virginia Twist. She put her feet up on his desk, letting her skirt ride all the way up. “Like what you see, Slick?” she smiled.

“Not bad for a little kid,” Vincent smiled. 

Carla parted her legs, revealing the fact that she did not believe in underwear. “That better? That ain’t no kid’s plaything you be looking at. That be the weapon of a full growed woman who knows how to use it.”

“I’m married,” Vincent smiled.

“Yeah, so was most of the men I had. Most of ‘em got divorced right after that. But I ain’t here to entertain you. I would not do that.”

“Then you should invest in some panties,” Vincent said, looking away.

“Why is that?” Carla grinned. “It’s too hot for panties, and it be one less thing I got to worry about taking off. Heat does bad shit to a gal’s juice box, you know. Makes it all gummy and smelly. Not mine, though. Mine be prime grade A government approved pussy. Smells like Jasmine and tastes like Raspberry Sherbet.”

“Why are you here?” Vincent said. “I have work to do.”

“You got more than work to do,” Carla said. “You been a no good bastard for a long time. Time to reap the whirlwind, motherfucker.”

“You try anything and you won’t get out of here alive. My men are watching out for me.”

“Well, you need to hire you some better  men,” Carla smiled. “The ones you got here ain’t done shit for you except die. Enrico down there with his head squashed in the elevator, and that other fat bastard with a Bowie knife stuck through his head. Now it’s just you and me. That’s what I get off on; that look on their face when they figure out they screwed with the wrong person. I am that person.”

“You have no chance of getting away with anything in here,” Vincent said. “My men have instructions to hunt you down and kill you if you do anything to me or my company. Now if you’re through bluffing, please leave. I don’t believe a word you say.”

“Okay,” Carla shrugged. She took out her camera and pulled up the grisly picture of Ambrose. “Believe me now?”

“You’ll die for this,” Vincent whispered as he stared at the image. 

“I died a long time ago,” Carla smiled. “Tonight is your turn. Y’all gonna have a reckoning and will commit suicide. So it is written, so shall it be done.”

“I won’t do it,” Vincent said. “You’ll just have to kill me yourself.”

“And that I will,” Carla smiled. “Look at the three previous pictures on my camera.”

Vincent looked at the pictures and threw the camera down in horror. 

“That be the Herman Isaacs rendering plant on Wordin Avenue,” Carla grinned. “I been there in person. Bad place.”

The pictures were of the trucks outside; loads of rotting flesh covered in maggots and swarming with huge rats.

“Them rats like to eat,” she grinned. “And they ain’t particular whether their dinner be moving or not. You ever been bit by a rat that big? Some of them bastards I seen down there is as big as a small dog. They will make you scream for your Mama, I guaran-damn-tee it. This is what you don’t understand, boy. There is no end to what a girl’s mind can conceive of to screw with men. I done shit to boys back in the orphanages that would make Satan puke, and enjoyed every minute of it. Me and Tara will take you down to that place, rub you down with rotten cow innards, and stake you out on the ground next to where all them rats got their nests. Then they have them a nice Eye-talian dinner.”

“You wouldn’t,” Vincent whispered.

“Yeah, I would,” Carla grinned. “And I’ll film it and show it to your kids. Would you like that? I bet they won’t.”

“How much do you want?” Vincent smirked. “I never met a copper yet who didn’t have a price.”

“My price is your life,” Carla said, nodding at the open window. “I had it with you, boy, and your kind. Time to start  cleaning up around here. Rotten, no good son of a bitch who victimizes your own people is what you are. I work with Italians; good, honest Italians, not trash like you. Now you do the right thing and we are done. I got me a date tonight, so get to it.”

Tara poked her head in the door. “Him still alive?” she exclaimed. “Him supposed to jump! He like to do The Mouse?” she giggled, imitating Soupy Sales. “You jump, infidel, or Tara do emergency surgery on you.” She held up the bloody Bowie knife. “You do fast. Or you die anyway, but you die a girl.”

Outside, Ann Coleman looked at her watch. “Taking their damn time about it,” she grumbled. “Okay, so this girl named Barbara  Barnes decides to get a tattoo to impress her husband. She has a letter B tattooed on each cheek of her ass.”

“Please tell us this isn’t about you,” the tech said. “T here isn’t that much ink on the planet.”

“Shut up,” Ann snapped. “So she tells him she has a surprise for him, and takes him into the bedroom. She undresses and lays down on the bed with her ass sticking up in the air.”

“Like you did at the last sales meeting?” the tech said.

“You shut up about that! I got the account. Anyway, he looks down and says Who’s Bob?” she giggled. “Well? Don’t you get it?”

“We get it,” the tech sighed. “It wasn’t really that funny.”

“Assholes,” Ann grumbled. She called Carla. “Hey! What’s going on? We don’t have all night, you know.”

“He’ll be right down,” Carla said, and hung up. She turned back to Vincent. “Last chance, or you get to meet Mickey and Minnie,” she smiled.

“I can’t do it!” Vincent cried. “Help me!”

Ann and the tech were watching when Vincent flew through the open window. He went about ten feet out and pin wheeled through the air, screaming at the tops of his lungs. He hit the street at terminal velocity.

“Yuck,” Ann said. “That was disgusting. You got that though, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress of the Dark,” the tech smiled. “Every detail. I didn’t think a human body could explode like that.”

“That will up our circulation twenty percent,” Ann nodded. “A famous mobster commits suicide? That’s a score, and we got it live.”

“Some suicide,” the tech laughed. “He looked like he was shot out of a cannon.”

“That isn’t our concern,” Ann pouted. “We are journalists, not the police.”

“Some journalist you are,” the tech sighed as he packed up. “Your last front page story was about Hitler having a love child with Doris Day.”

“It could be true,” Ann snapped. “Miss Goody Two Shoes my ass. I know about her.”
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“Ugh,” Carole sighed when she saw the full color, uncensored photos of what used to be Vincent Giambardella on the front page of The National Informant. “How does she get away with publishing shit like this?”

“It’s like the Second Amendment,” Vito shrugged. “You know, the United States Constipation.”

“The Second Amendment is the freedom to bear arms, you dork,” Carole laughed. “And it’s the Constitution, not the Constipation.”

“Depends on what the old lady made for dinner,” Vito said. “And Vincent got bare arms,” he grinned. “And bare guts, and bare.....”

“That will do,” Carole said. “They had to close off Grand Street because of this.”

“Who cares. They should close off the whole city,” Vito said. 

“Carla did this,” Carole sighed. “I know she did. She’s going to start taking out all the bad guys. Gino was first, now his brother. How many more of these Giambardella creeps are there?”

“You got to deal with the old man now,” Vito grinned. “Valentino Vittorio Cristiano Giambardella.”

“Who?” Carole laughed.

“They call him Big Val. I never looked, but I think I know why. He is mostly retired, but now that youse mental pause crazed girls killed his two sons, he’s gonna come after your ass. He got nothing to lose; he’s an old man.”

“How old?”

“Seventy. Like you,” Vito beamed.

“Very funny. I can kick a seventy year old guy’s ass.”

“Yeah. Like he’s gonna show up in person. You know how it works. They push a button. Next thing you know, no more Carole.”

“I can push buttons, too,” Carole huffed. “I’m Swedish. Did you ever have a Swede mad at you? It isn’t pretty.”

“Yeah, right. Whadda they gonna do, steal your cuckoo clock?”

“Uncle Sven contaminated an entire ship load of sardines one time,” Carole nodded. “He had six of his brothers come in at night and pee on them. So there.”

“Whoa, that’s scary,” Vito said. “These old time guineas will just shoot you in the back of the head or blow up your house. Youse picked on the wrong family, kiddo. Now you is in for a real war. These ain’t the Gambinos. These is killers.”

“How do I win? We have more guns and ammo than them, and we have the law.”

“Guns and Ammo? That’s some fag rock and roll group.”

“That was......... never mind. What will they do?”

“Damned if I know, but youse better have Patrol sit at the end of your street every night, because youse got a target painted on that big ass of yours. Val ain’t stupid; he knows the coppers was behind this. And he ain’t the type to give up.”

“You think Carla knows about him?”

“She got the files,” Vito shrugged. “She ain’t no dummy.”

“Who should I give this to?”

Vito thought for a long time. “The bracciole you went to school with. You know, the one that likes to break my balls and spray that Channel Five shit all over herself.”

“Donna Melito.”

“Yeah, her. She’s even a worse ball breaker than you. She can handle them guys.”

“Okay, I’ll assign her to the case. She’s still a Detective here and an Assistant D.A.  In the mean time, you try to find Carla and get her to come back here as a cop.”

“And if she ain’t ready? Not being a cop got some advantages when you go after the mob.”

“You lose your funeral benefit,” Carole said.

“Nothing can kill a woman,” Vito bristled. “Youse is like something from Hell.”

“Now you’re talking,” Carole giggled. “Go order us some food.”
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“You got something for me?” Donna said as she sat down and spritzed herself with Chanel. “I got a lot on my plate right now.”

“I see that,” Carole said as she leaned over and looked at Donna’s chair.

“Don’t be looking at my ass,” Donna warned. “I could like get the wrong idea about you doing that.”

“I was just curious where they sell underwear that big,” Carole smiled.

“Oh, you’re real funny, you are. How funny would it be if I kicked your Swedish ass?”

“In your dreams, meatball,” Carole laughed. “You didn’t know  that the Persians invented meatballs, did you?”

“No!” Donna exclaimed, crossing herself. “That’s like blasphemy. Them camel jockeys ain’t Italian.”

“In fact, the true origin of the meatball remains unknown. The most likely candidate for the original meatball seems to be kofta, a dish of minced or ground beef, chicken, pork, or lamb, mixed with rice, bulgur, or mashed lentils, fashioned into cylinders.  Kofta originated with the Persians, who passed it to the Arabs.”

“That can’t be true. Michaelangelo invented meatballs. You know, when he wasn’t busy painting cars at the shop or the Mona Lisa.”

“That was Leonardo Da Vinci,” Carole smiled.

“Yeah, whatever. You got no proof of this, do you? That could like rock our world.”

“Italian meatballs, known as polpettes, are considerably smaller than their American brethren; especially in the Abruzzo region, where polpettines are as small as marbles. Polpettes are usually eaten as the main course of a meal, served not with pasta or a tomato sauce, but plain, or in a light soup broth. Depending on the regional offerings, the meat used to create the polpette varies widely, from turkey to fish. And though meatballs are a staple of Italian restaurants in America, you’ll almost never find them on restaurant menus in Italy, where polpettes are considered a simple peasant food: a dish made and served almost exclusively in the home. In other words, the only big  meatball in your kitchen is likely to be you,” Carole giggled.

“Whoa, that ain’t right. I know about meatballs. I make the best ones.”

“Please give my mother the recipe,” Carole pleaded. “Her last batch consisted of ground meat with hot sauce, sauerkraut, and Mayonnaise.”

“That’s like gross,” Donna said, crossing herself. “You gotta use ground meat, bread crumbs, Oregano, fresh minced garlic, a little ground pork or veal, a little salt and pepper, some olive oil, and a good spoonful of Ricotta cheese. I put fresh mushrooms in mine, too. La polpetta migliore che tu abbia mai mangiato.”

“Ever hear of Swedish meatballs?” Carole smiled. “We can document ours back to the 1700s.”

“Them is like Fugazy meatballs,” Donna laughed. “No Swede can cook. Look at that crap your mother  makes. Tuna Freaking Surprise. Even the Beef Barf Bingo was better than that.”

“She does have some unique recipes,” Carole sighed. “I threatened to leave home when she said she was going to make a Catfish and Limburger Cheese Casserole with Cabbage and Onions.”

“Yeah, that’s why you used to steal the neighbor’s dog food.”

“I did not! “ Carole yelled. “He didn’t want it anyway. Mrs. Gabriel next door was slipping him meat every night. Of course she did the same thing with Mr. Honrath next door to her, so she wound up getting divorced. But enough about me. I want you to go after Val Giambardella.”

“I think I got to go home now,” Donna said, looking at her Patek Phillipe watch.

“Too much for you to  handle, tough guy?” Carole smiled.

“You don’t understand what you are asking,” Donna said. “I been up against the worst this country has to offer, and I am still here. That’s because I never went after Big Val.”

“Come on,” Carole laughed. “One gangster is no better than the rest. A bunch of undereducated losers who make money on the  backs of other Italians. You like the fact that he does that?”

“No, I do not. He is an enemy of society, but he is very low key. He has never been arrested for anything. You got to be careful when you try to prosecute somebody like that.”

“I don’t want him prosecuted,” Carole nodded. “I want him dead. I’ve had it with this shit, Donna. Enough is enough. I will not see the town I grew up in threatened by gangsters from Bridgeport.”

“I can’t do that,” Donna said. “I carry two badges; one federal, and one yours. I ain’t no hit man.”

“I am,” Carla said as she appeared and sat down in Carole’s office. “How y’all doin’, Shorty?” she smiled. “Hear y’all got something to say to me.”

“Where have you been?” Carole exclaimed. “I ordered you to report back to work after the judge cleared you.”

“And that is my option,” Carla smiled. “I choose not to come back here. Y’all don’t believe in me, so you can kiss my Kansas ass, Pixie.”

“You are a member of this department,” Carole said.

“Yeah, only until you don’t believe me and have me locked up for a crazy person,” Carla nodded. “I got a short skirt and a long memory.”

“You killed Vincent Giambardella,” Carole said.

“Prove it,” Carla said. “Come on, Shorty. Show yer hand. You got shit, as usual. Just a big assed mouth you can’t back up. You give me one good reason why I should believe any of your bullshit. You got any evidence?”

“No,” Carole said, looking away. “But who else would have done that? He flew out a window and got splattered all over Grand Street.”

“Boy had a conscience problem, you ask me,” Carla said. “And anyway, Bridgeport ain’t your jurisdiction. Call some of them crook bastards over there and ask them how their investigation be proceeding.”

“I will,” Carole said. “Until then, you are on administrative leave.”

“Leave this,” Carla smiled. “I don’t work for you, Shorty. You don’t seem to understand what you are up against here, or who can fix it for you. This Eye-talian gal here with all the fancy undies and perfume seems to know what’s right. Not that I care about undies, because I don’t own any. And I got my own natural perfume,” she grinned.

“You do anything illegal and I will have you arrested,” Carole snapped.

“You think I fear you?” Carla said. “Nobody fears you, because you are bound up by man’s law. Criminals ain’t. I deal with them on my own terms; God’s law. Maybe you should look that up some day.”

“Yeah,” Donna said. “What she said. Them crooks got their own law.”

“What was that trick you pulled in Court?” Carole smiled. “That Doc Holliday thing.”

That were no trick,” Carla said. “Doc appeared in Court to testify at my request. The judge ruled in my favor. I could have Doc come here and talk to you if you like.”

“He’s been dead for over a hundred years,” Carole smiled.

“So have I,” Carla said, looking down. “You got the proof. You know who I am, and who I was. You don’t believe it, that’s on you. I am that I am. You be one of them non-believers,” Carla smiled. “I seen this before. Don’t matter none to me, because I am right. I got nothing to prove to you; there is no authority over me, especially the likes of you. I’ll tell you what. I’ll have Doc come here to meet you in person, and you can go out into the street with him. You want to do that?”

“No. I do not care to engage in your idiotic fantasies. I don’t know how you did that in court, but I don’t believe it for a minute. I don’t care what the judge said. This whole thing is impossible.”

“Say when,” Carla smiled.

“For what?”

“Your visitation. Some days people got to be slapped around a bit by reality, or what they refuse to believe is reality. I am that reality. So are my friends, and so is my Savior. You want to meet Doc? Say when.”

“Monday morning,” Carole smiled. “Now we’ll see what you have, Miss Poker Player. I just called your hole card.”

“Pick a card,” Carla smiled, taking an ancient deck out of her pocket. “Any card,” she said as she fanned the deck out on the table. Carole took a card.

“Look at it,” Carla said. “Remember it. Now put it back and shuffle the deck.” Carole did so.

“This is more bullshit,” Carole said. “Now I have you.”

“Maybe, Pixie,” Carla grinned. “Care to bet your life on that?” She took out her Colt and set it on the table.

“You expect me to gamble with my life?” Carole laughed.

“Hell yeah; you got something else that be worth that much?” Carla said.

“What’s the trick,” Carole sighed. “More circus bullshit.”

“Take another card,” Carla said. “Set it aside. Don’t look at it.”

“Okay,” Carole shrugged.

“Now tell me what the card is that you just drawn,” Carla said, sitting back, her hand drifting to her Colt. “Remember now, your life depends on you proving me wrong.”

“You’d kill me over a card trick?” Carole laughed.

“I killed people for a lot less,” Carla nodded. “You ain’t no better or any different. What be the card?”

“I won’t gamble for my life.”

“Then gamble for somebody’ else’s,” Carla said. “We all gamble with our lives every day when we get up in the morning. Gamble for Miss Chanel’s life.”

“Whoa,” Donna said, holding up her hands. “That ain’t right. Nobody gets to gamble for my life.”

“Damn bunch of no good cowards,” Carla snapped. “All right, Chicken Girl, you be absolved. Name that card yonder.”

“Nine of Hearts,” Carole smiled, her hand covering the card.

“You sure?” Carla said. “You drew two cards. I want the first one now. Write it down the first one,” she said, shoving a pad and pen across the table.

“Bastard,” Carole grumbled as she wrote. “There.”

Carla looked at the paper. “Queen of Spades. Now as I see it, the card on  your right be the Nine of Hearts. That what you say?”

“Yes.”

“You be wrong,” Carla smiled. “That card be the Jack of Diamonds, not no Nine of Hearts.”

“You’re crazy,” Carole laughed. “I saw it with my own two eyes.”

“Turn it over,” Carla smiled. Carole flipped over the Jack of Diamonds.

“It can’t be,” Carole whispered.

“All things are possible with me,” Carla smiled. “What happened to your Queen of Spades?”

“It’s in the deck.”

“Find it,” Carla said. Carole went through the deck.

“It isn’t here. More cheating, I suppose.”

“Look yonder, under that vase full of them plastic flowers.” Carole lifted the vase; there was the Queen of Spades. “Y’all have a good day,” Carla smiled. “Doc will be here Monday morning.”

“How did she do that?” Carole whispered as Carla left.

––––––––
[image: ]


Stratford, Connecticut  Police Department

900 Longbrook Avenue

Stratford, Connecticut

August, 1996

––––––––
[image: ]


“You have a visitor,” Pat Kennedy said. “This is a bit out of the ordinary. He says he is Doc Holliday.”

“This is one of Carla’s tricks,” Carole smirked. “Some actor she hired. Get him to touch  something so we can get his prints. I’ll find out who this douche bag is. Send him in.”

“Collecting prints would be Detective work,” Kennedy smiled.

“Six hot dogs,” Carole said.

“I knew that was in my job description,” Kennedy said. “He’ll be right in.”

“What does he look like?” Carole said.

“Did you ever see Wyatt Earp, with Hugh  O’Brian?”

“Of course.” 

“Same type of outfit. I’ll send him right in.”

Doc came in and sat down. He took off his black hat and nodded at Carole.

“I am pleased to make your acquaintance,” he smiled. “I have heard so much about you.”

“I heard about you, too,” Carole said. “You are Carla’s friend.”

“Indeed,” Doc smiled. “For many years.”

“Explain that to me,” Carole said, leaning back in her chair.

“I cannot,” Doc said, a smile playing at his lips. “You would not believe me.”

“Try me.”

“Well, it goes back a long time. Carla tells me you do not believe in reincarnation or the duty of those permanently charged with doing the public good. Do you have any whiskey?”

“I do,” Carole said, taking out her bottle of Jameson’s. She poured Doc a drink.

“You won’t join me?” Doc smiled.

“No. I am on duty.”

“What has this world come to,” Doc sighed as he sipped his whiskey. “In my  day, a good law enforcement officer always took a sip.”

“Times have changed, Mr. Holliday,” Carole smiled. “Cops who are under the influence of alcohol are not believable in court.”

“Court,” Doc sighed. “A most unspeakable place, run by  politicians who are on the take. Justice is not served in such places.”

“And where is it served?” Carole said. “Would you prefer a lawless society where men can do as they wish with no consequences?”

“Of course not. I prefer a society where men, and in some cases women, are allowed to exact justice as they see fit as given to them by God Almighty. Do you disagree?”

“I do. Nobody has the ear of God. It is up to men to judge other men.”

“By what standard?” Doc smiled, sitting back. “Surely you must seek divine interference to determine who is of good moral character and who is not. Otherwise, you are just a cheap replacement for the God you reject.”

“I do not reject God,” Carole said. “I reject people who think they are God’s personal avenger and shoot people without giving them a trial.”

“And you are not His avenger?” Doc said as he helped himself to another drink. “You wear that badge, and those stars. Surely you must think that you are better than those you pursue.”

“If they violate the law, then yes, I do. Only because it  is my sworn duty to uphold the law. I do not get to make the final decision. That is up to the Court. Where are you from, Mr. Holliday?” Carole smiled.

“Oh, here and there,” Doc smiled as he wiped his brow. I am from Georgia originally, but I found my best friends in Tombstone, Arizona. Before that, I dabbled in Kansas. That is where I met Carla; or Parren, as she was known then.”

“Parren Fall?” Carole said.

“Indeed. We have all had many past lives. That was hers. She still lives that life now, as do Wyatt and myself. You see, Miss Larsen, all things are not as they seem. Sometimes you are given an entirely new identity and life to live, because your prior life was meaningless. Such is not the case with us. We have been granted many chances, and we always come back as ourselves. That is a gift from the Creator that nobody can understand.”

“Why you? What is so special about Doc Holliday?”

“I do not know,” Doc shrugged. “Somewhere along the way it was decided that I stood for what is right.”

“You were a gambler, a gun fighter, and a whore monger.”

“I had two women in my life that I truly loved,” Doc bristled. “Bog Nose Kate and Carla. Neither of them were whores, and I resent that remark.”

“You haven’t seen Carla with her skirt up around her waist tantalizing cops who pull her over,” Carole smiled.

“Oh, but I have,” Doc smiled. “But it was in a stagecoach. She is a wild one, I will give you that. But she has a purity of soul and a purpose of life given to her that no man or woman can equal. She is truly God’s personal avenger. Those who believe otherwise should be aware of the consequences of such a foolish decision.”

“She hates her life,” Carole said. “It is nothing but torment for her. She doesn’t understand who she is or what she is.”

“Oh, but she does,” Doc smiled. “Do not be fooled by her ramblings. We all have recriminations, but in the end we all do God’s bidding. She is the best of the best. I have never seen anyone like her. God has given her such a special gift; I cannot begin to describe it. Neither can she. Such is the burden; it is not for you to question, but only to do.”

“Who are you?” Carole said, sitting back. “I mean, really. Do you expect me to believe that you are a gunfighter from the 1880s who came back here to help Carla?”

“No, I do not,” Doc said as he coughed into his handkerchief. “I expect nothing of anyone, and I have never been disappointed. Except for Carla,” he smiled. “Once in your existence, over your many lives, God gives you a gift. He throws this person at you and says here; you want someone to love? Love this person for  all eternity. And you do, and you’ll never know why, and nor should you, because it is not required that you know why. It is only yours to do as He tells you. Carla is that person for me. She always has been.”

“I never had that,” Carole said, looking away. “I gave my life to law enforcement.”

“Then continue to do so,” Doc said. “Some day God will see fit to give you what your soul craves. It is up to you to tell him what you want; otherwise, He is powerless to help you. He is very busy, you know.”

“You are a very religious man,” Carole said. “I wouldn’t have expected that of you.”

“There are many things you would not have expected of me,” Doc said as he went into a coughing spasm. “I accept your skepticism. Although I decry it. If you claim to be a woman of religion, look into yourself and find that divine spark that says that you are something special in His eyes. I see that in you, but you do not see it in yourself. That will be your major failing in dealing with what faces your town. I know about this; I have faced it myself and have set justice straight. I am at your service,” Doc smiled as he drained his glass. “I must go now. I wish you well.” Doc got up and left Carole at her desk, wondering what the hell she had just been through.

Doc went out and tipped his hat at Kennedy. “Here,” he smiled, and flipped a silver dollar in Kennedy’s direction. Kennedy turned, caught the silver dollar, and turned back around. Holliday was gone.

“Get in here, Kennedy!” Carole yelled. “Collect anything you can to prove who this man is. Give it to Birdwell.”

“I can’t give it to Birdwell. That would be having sex with a  chicken, which is illegal.”

“The evidence, stupid. He touched a lot of things in here.”

“You were not one of them, I assume,” Kennedy smiled. “He wasn’t vomiting when he left.”

“Where did he go? How did he leave?”

“I didn’t really notice. I turned around, and he was gone. He gave me this,” he said, holding up the dollar.

“That’s an 1887 Morgan,” Carole said. “That’s the year Holliday died. He must have had a ride. See what the security cameras show.”

“You disabled them when you stole Mike’s Impala,” Kennedy smiled.

“I did no such thing!” Carole yelled. “I paid somebody else to do it,” she giggled. “Don’t worry, he’ll get his piece of shit car back when I feel like it. I know; go see Mrs. Zelinsky. Her camera covers our parking lot.”

“Oh no you don’t,” Kennedy said. “Lingenfelter had to take a month off because of that old psycho. I’m not going over there.”

“It’s your job,” Carole snapped. “She’s ninety. She can’t hurt you.”
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“You are an insufferable, stunted dirty little midget with no intelligence. You aren’t fit to give out parking tickets, much less run a Detective Squad,” Bridewell smirked as she sat down. “My sister was right about you.”

“Your sister was a drunk on her ass loser,” Carole smiled. “You don’t have that gene, do you?”

“I do not,” Bridewell huffed. 

“You better hope you don’t,” Carole said. “Tracy is watching you. What did you find out about this man?”

“What man?” Bridewell laughed. “You gave me a glass with no prints, and Fatso out there gave me nothing but a description of a man in western garb.”

“He drank from that glass!” Carole shrieked. “I watched him do it! There have to be prints and DNA!”

“And there has to be some desperate fool out there who wants to marry Carole Larsen,” Bridewell smirked. “I wouldn’t count on either one. The glass had no prints, and no DNA. Care to try again, Dale Evans?’

“She was a cheap tramp,” Carole grumbled. “Married at 14 and had four husbands. Roy was a serial cheater who banged every hooker he could get his hands on.”

“He must have fantasized that he was married to a thing like you,” Bridewell smirked. “That would make any man cheat. Unless he was married to me, of course.”

“Oh, of course,” Carole smiled. “Then he’d open a chicken processing plant or an egg business. Is it true that your mother was going to name you Robin?” Carole giggled.

“You shut up about that! She changed her mind because of the Batman TV show.”

“Sure, and my mother can cook. So you’re telling me this man left no prints or DNA?”

“That’s right, you brain dead twit. Why do you continue to waste my time with this ridiculous farce?”

“I didn’t fart,” Carole said, looking around. “This man was in my office.”

“Sure he was,” Bridewell smirked. “Just like all those boys who supposedly took you out  in high school. They all wanted me,” Bridewell smirked. “I was the smartest and I had the best legs. Men appreciate intelligence. It is  great turn on for them.”

“Then why are you still single?” Carole smirked.

“None of them were good enough for me,” Bridewell smirked. “A woman of distinction does not mate with the lower people.”

“You should have met Zandra,” Carole sighed. “You’d love her.”

“I’m sure she was better looking than you,” Bridewell said. “Is there anything else you’d like to waste my time with?”

“How the hell can this be?” Carole exclaimed. “That man sat in that chair and talked to me. I gave him whiskey. Kennedy saw him come in, and he saw him leave. Sort of, anyway. He gave Kennedy a silver dollar.”

“More than you ever got,” Bridewell smirked. “I hear you used to wear one of those metal things on your belt that made change, like bus drivers have.”

“That was a radio!” Carole yelled. “I don’t understand this. He handled that glass.”

“So you say. Maybe you’re the one who has the whiskey problem.”

“Keep it up, Selma. You could be replaced.”

“Not by you, Columbo,” Selma smirked. 

“Some
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