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  Chapter 1

  
  




Bill Ryan was bewildered. When was the last time he saw him? It must have been the day before yesterday he had enjoyed a few beers at ‘The Office’ with his best friend Leon Curry. They had performed their old sketch once again. Told everybody who would listen: “I have to do something at ‘The Office’ first and then I’ll stop by ‘My Mother’.” Insiders knew; those were the names of two adjacent bars. But that was two days ago. Now Bill Ryan was staring at the news on his tablet. With the stroke of a pen the life of his best friend was reduced to a small, insignificant announcement:

‘At Cooper’s Park the body of a 28 year old male has been found. The police confirm the victim, Leon Curry, was brutally murdered. His genitals were cut from his body and stuck into his mouth. None of the victim’s possessions were taken. The motif and the perpetrators of this murder are unknown.’




There was no logic explanation for this horrible deed. Why would anyone want to kill the good-natured Leon Curry? The man was a true example of human kindness. Bill could think of no one who might have any reason for such a lugubrious crime. Who dunnit? And why? This surreal act of violence was meaningless. It must have been a stranger who indulged his frenzy upon an unknown person. Someone who harassed an unknown man by surprise and killed him without any reason. That was the only explanation Bill could think of. Rereading and analyzing the few words on this cruel murder, Bill refused to believe this announcement was about Leon Curry; the man he had known for all his life. The man he had played with when they were still boys. They had always been there for each other; during their childhood, during high school, you name it… No; Bill convinced himself this message was not about Leon. Not his Leon.




Call. He had to make a phone call. For some reason Bill was confident Leon Curry would answer the phone in person. Hearing his voice would solve it all. Calling Leon was the only way to find out that he had made a mistake; that he had worried himself for nothing and no reason at all.

He instantly recognized the weeping, trembling voice answering Leon’s phone. It was the aggrieved voice of Leon’s sister, Janet Curry. Bill could hear the buzz and rumors at the background. She was not alone. A detective asked Janet who she was talking to and if he could have a word with the caller as well.




After his phone call and the conversation with the detective Bill Ryan sat back in his chair. Disillusioned. The detective had confirmed the news Bill had tried to deny from the moment he had read it. Leon Curry had passed away. Definite. Murdered by an unknown man who had dropped Leon’s body in the park. Impudent stuffed with his own genitals; left behind like a bag of trash waiting to scare the shit out of the jogging man who found him there in the early morning.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




Time’s a healer people say; grief is not infinite Bill Ryan liked to add. Although many of the visitors of Leon’s funeral did the best they could to make it seem different. He was surprised to see the enormous crowd when he arrived at the cemetery. What was left to remember a man who had not done anything spectacular all of his life? Bill imagined that the only memorable thing about Leon’s life probably was his cruel dead. It sure was the only reason Bill could think of when he saw the crowd of unfamiliar people paying their respect to his deceased friend. Most of the attendees he had never seen before. No doubt they had come to show their sympathy for yet another reasonless, meaningless and senseless murder victim.




After the ceremony Bill ran into Rowena Thio, a tiny Indonesian woman.

“Are you a friend of Leon?” she asked. She talked fast and a lot; expressively using her hands to make all kinds of frail gestures.

“I have known him for all my life,” he said. “I’m proud to say he was my best friend.”

With her soft, modest voice she explained her own relation to Leon: “He used to visit my restaurant ‘Sarang Mas’ almost every week.”

“He did?” Bill asked surprised. “I don’t remember him talking about that.”

Rowena had to look up to Bill. She was short; much smaller than the tall man in front of her. “We were shocked by the sudden and horrible death of Mister Curry,” she continued.

“Yes, so was I…” Bill’s voice stopped. Despite his impressive posture, he wasn’t the tough man he appeared to be. “I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“It’s alright,” Rowena said gently touching his hands. “We all feel the pain.”

“Thanks,” was all Bill could say.

“It’s unbelievable isn’t it? How could anyone kill him? Such an adorable and amiable man.” Rowena shook her head.

“He was,” Bill Ryan said. “The best guy ever. Did you see all the people? They have come to express their aversion. Whoever has done it. Whatever for. No matter how angry he might have been. There are so many ways to communicate these days. Violence is not the final argument.”

“Well said,” Rowena affirmed.

They kept silent for a moment. Rethinking their own thoughts. Then Rowena said: “He loved to visit my restaurant. If you only could have seen the pleasure he had, explaining our Asian specialties to his girlfriends.”

Bill Ryan looked up. “Girlfriends?”

Rowena chattered unstoppable: “He really loved to introduce his girls to the secrets of the Asian kitchen. No one could fool him… Not that we wanted to… He knew what he was doing; knew exactly what he ordered.” The memories made her smile. “He never drank any alcohol. Sometimes a glass of milk. That was all; no matter how spicy the dishes were.”

“I didn’t know he had a girlfriend,” Bill said somewhat disappointed to hear about the secret life of his friend and annoyed by the way Rowena Thio neglected to answer his question. He missed his buddy, the one he thought to know better than anybody else. They used to do everything together. Shared every moment. Why didn’t Leon tell him about his secret love life?

“Well,” Rowena cooed, “I’ll bet he had more than four girlfriends the past year.” She rumbled through her purse. “I still have a pen… One of his girlfriends left it behind in the restaurant. Here it is.” She showed the silver plated pen; opened the cap to show a small name tag. “You see? It says: Carla Westbury. It even has her address. I wanted to return the pen to her, but then Leon showed up with a new girl. I couldn’t return the pen in the presence of his new girl. It wouldn’t be decent. Anyway, I expected her to be here. I mean Carla.”

“But she isn’t?” Bill asked.

“No, I haven’t seen her… But it’s okay, I can send it to her by mail,” she said indifferent.

“May I?” Bill said. He took the pen out of Rowena’s hands to have a look at the address. “I know the building. It’s only two blocks from my house. I can return it if you want me to.”

“Oh, you don’t have to… Don’t bother.”

“It’s not a problem. I will stop by her house on my way home.”

“In that case…,” she said. Carefully she replaced the silver pen into its leather box and handed it over to Bill Ryan. “Thank you!”
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Bill felt uncomfortable. For the first time he had to leave an event all alone; without his best friend Leon Curry. He missed his buddy walking next to him. Gossiping about the people they had met. Uneasy he said goodbye to Leon’s sister Janet Curry. He was in doubt. Would he dare to ask her about Leon’s girlfriends? After her divorce Leon had invited her to stay at his place. Big brother was always there for his little sister. Watching her and taking care of her in a way daddy Curry never had.

The divorce was more than half a year ago but Janet still lived in Leon’s apartment. Long enough to be well aware about the things Leon was doing. Probably even more than Bill could imagine. Then again, this wasn’t the time or the place to bother Janet with anything concerning Leon’s personal life. There was no hurry. It wasn’t Bill’s responsibility. In fact it was not even Bill’s concern at all.

He left without asking.


He parked his car near Carla’s apartment. Number 470. Fifth story; nevertheless he walked the stairs. He knew this neighborhood and he was not surprised to see bad maintenance had affected the stairway. Parts of the concrete had crumbled; the red bricks of the hallway had loosened. Some ready to fall down. A place to enter with care and to get out as quick as possible.

A woman opened the door. Way older than
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