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      Jake Barnes was firmly ensconced in a shit sandwich, on the brink of a total breakdown–and it wasn’t even noon when Trooper Olsen escorted him into the jailhouse.

      It was a busy, damp autumn morning for the Alaska State Troopers. Both the troopers and the municipal police shared the Anchorage Correctional Complex. The holding tanks were already full of drunks, druggies, shoplifters, car thieves, game poachers, brawlers and other ne’er-do-wells.

      Trooper Dan Olsen smiled like a kid when he signed in at the desk. “One more scum-bucket out of circulation! My prayers have been answered,” he told the officer on the other side of the desk. “I was itching for a reason to arrest this mangy-ass hippy down in Homer last night. I knew it, I knew it, I knew he was trouble. Then low and behold I get the call on my way back to Anchorage this morning. I’m telling you it was a match made in heaven.”

      Olsen didn’t mention that as a bonus, he got to rough up the dirtbag. “Days like this, I love my job!”

      

      Jake went back and forth between certainty and confusion, anger and surrender, hope and doubt so many times he was sick to his stomach. The taste of blood on his lips didn’t help. Neither did the beer and whiskey in his stomach.

      “You know I’m really not a criminal.” Jake was on the verge of sobbing during the long drive into Anchorage. He couldn’t wipe his nose with his hands cuffed behind him.

      “You gotta believe me; I’m not a bad guy. I’ve been working in the bush, across Katchemak Bay all summer. It's not like I'm a freeloader or some drug dealer. These were just some messed up circumstances between me and my old lady. Her mother was trying to stop me from seeing my son. She can’t do that! How can I kidnap my own son?”

      Trooper Olsen caught Jake’s eye in the rearview mirror. “And your drunk driving, the drugs, the concealed weapon? Save it for the judge, kid, ‘cause you in a heap of trouble now!” Olsen laughed at his own joke and smiled like a goon for the rest of the ride into town.

      

      As he sat shackled to the bench, Jake’s thoughts kept circling the warning Ann had given him; God has quite a twisted sense of humor when granting prayer requests.

      Jake wasn’t laughing. He knew he’d messed up big this time. He still wasn’t sure about this idea of ‘God,’ even though he’d been praying since he thought Luke was in danger.

      At least Luke was still alive and unhurt–as far as he knew. Traumatized maybe, but safe now. He just needs to be cleaned up and he’ll be fine. Nothin’ got broken. He’s still a toddler; he’ll never even remember this.

      Jake, on the other hand, wasn't such a pretty picture when they brought him in. His face and shirt were smeared with blood. Most of it was his own, curtesy of Trooper Olsen mashing his face into the hood of his truck.

      It took hours for him to get processed into the system. They confiscated his wallet, belt and shoelaces. They fingerprinted him, took mug shots and locked him in a holding tank with a dozen other prisoners.

      Jake spent most of the day angry, bored and thinking of revenge while he sobered-up in the cell. He did his best to keep his distance from the others, despite the tank being so crowded that the detainees had to take turns sitting on the one small metal bench.

      He wasn’t worried about anyone in the cell trying to dominate him. Despite his disheveled appearance, Jake was buff from pulling crab pots from a hundred feet of water, humping lumber up the hillside and swinging a chainsaw all summer long. He was more worried that if he got into a fight with someone, he’d go nuts and end up cracking their head open against the wall, the floor, the bench or the bars.

      Jake counted every cement block, every bar he could see, and every spot on the ceiling–over and over. He tried to sleep in the brightly lit cell with his back against the wall, his knees up, his face buried in his hands while sitting on the floor permeated with the odor of urine and vomit.

      He thought repeatedly–with regret–about Dave Regan watering and fertilizing the ‘crazy’ seed that had been dormant in his genes. Jake felt like he’d been hooked, played and reeled in like a salmon.

      

      Jake had always wanted to fly in his dreams. Two summers ago, he read that sleep-dreams could be programmed, and controlled, with practice. He couldn’t wait to experiment with lucid dreaming when he started work on the homestead. He wanted to see and experience things impossible within the limitations of his body–he wanted to fly. I had to open that door…

      David (Dave) Willard Regan’s stories of Borneo and the shaman Turikan, sorcery and the Dream Messiah, and Dave‘s encouragement to act ruthless, had been the beginning of the end for Jake.

      He felt like Dave had found the smallest of cracks in Jake’s Maginot Line of defense and kept chipping away at it until there was a freaking hole big enough to clear a division of Panzer tanks. The question was, did the hole in his defense let a blitzkrieg of crazy stuff in, or did it let the insanity out?

      

      He couldn’t sleep, and he couldn’t stop the mental tape looping in his brain. What the hell did I do to anybody? Is this what I get for trying to be Mr. Nice Guy and helping people out? This is what I get for listening to Dave's bullshit.

      Jake had been proud of escaping, right after high school, the rat-race and his disgust for life in the big city–not to mention the nut-jobs in his own family.

      He hitchhiked to Alaska and learned how to hunt and fish, worked in the construction trades and learned to mountaineer, backcountry ski and use a boat on a river or the ocean. He landed the job of building Kevin’s homestead, fulfilling his dream of living in the Alaskan wilderness. And now here he was, in a big city jail with his life falling apart faster than his old Chevy Vega.

      I was doing fine until I started taking everyone else’s advice… until I hooked up with Kat. Where the hell was my brain? Obviously up my ass this morning, he answered himself. I knew the road was muddy. I knew I was fucked up. I shouldn’t have been driving.

      He closed his eyes, dropped his head in his hands and pictured the scene from the morning.

      Jake saw his foot trying to push the brake pedal through the floorboards. He felt the front tires slip. He heard the collision. The yearling moose calf that dented the fender and hood of his truck weighed almost four hundred pounds. It had nearly crushed Luke when it came through the windshield.

      Luke’s car seat wasn’t belted in when they collided with the moose. That was only one of the F-Ups Jake accomplished since yesterday.

      He was still gripping the steering wheel in shock when Glenn Grady, a local religious zealot, came barreling down the road like an emissary from God, moments after the accident.

      Glenn had to put a bullet into the moose’s brain to stop the animal’s suffering and thrashing, while Jake was on his knees praying his son was still alive.

      When they wrestled the dead moose out of the windshield, they found Luke covered in glass granules and fur. His skin was blue as the morning he was born, his lips already dark purple when they finally pulled him out of Jake’s truck.

      Glenn Grady removed granules from Luke’s mouth, did the Heimlich maneuver and saved the child’s life.

      It was obvious Jake had been drinking heavily, when he collided with the moose. Glenn, the self-proclaim minister, warned Jake in no uncertain terms that lest he repent and convert, the Mark of the Beast would be upon him when the one true Messiah returns.

      Any other time, Jake would have laughed at Glenn. Lucifer–Smucifer, he wasn’t scared of some old Bible villain. What Jake feared most was the Barnes’ family baggage: manic-depression, schizophrenia and a host of other mental demons.

      Trying not to go bonkers in the jail cell, surrounded by other drunks, lunatics and trouble-makers, he was sure that those devils of psychosis were just outside the door, prying their fingers into his brain, ready to burst in and take over his life.

      

      It was evening before he made his one phone call to Kevin, his friend and employer. He had no clue how to find a lawyer or arrange for bail.

      "Holy screaming scrotums, she’s got you by the balls now!” Kevin answered when Jake explained that he’d been arrested. “We wondered what happened. When you didn't come back this morning, we figured you and Kat were fighting again. Sorry to hear things got so messed up.” He paused for a long moment. “Just make sure you don’t mention my name or Dan’s in connection with the drinking or the ‘other stuff."

      "Yeah, don’t worry. And there’s no chance Kat and I will ever get back together after this. She’s pressing charges. Bitch!

      “It’s not looking good.” Jake sighed. “I can’t get an arraignment or bail hearing till tomorrow. They charged me with a DWI, with child endangerment, domestic assault, criminal threatening with a concealed weapon, possession of a controlled substance and resisting arrest. The big question is if it’s going to Federal Court on the kidnapping charge.”

      Jake punched the wall next to the phone. “This is all bullshit, man. I still can’t believe it. Two days ago, I was in Smokey Cove, working hard, minding my own business, and today I’m in fricking jail! What about this lawyer friend you told me about? Can you get him down here?

      Kevin answered. “He's a divorce lawyer. What you need now is a good criminal attorney. I got another buddy, Bill Lofstrom; his firm is one of the best in town. I’ll call him tonight.

      "We’ll get you out of there, Jake. I'll help you with the bail. Hang tight, buddy. No matter how pissed you are at Kat and her mother, don't say a word to the cops, or the press, or anyone else in your cell! Keep your mouth shut till you see Bill. Good luck and don't bend over for the soap."

      "Thanks, Kevin. Christ, this is really messed-up. Never in my life did I think I'd need a defense lawyer."

      

      Jake returned to the lockup tank to wait and brood. He sat on the floor again, his back to the pale-green wall, head up and staring up at the ceiling and caged fluorescent light. How did so much fucked-up shit happen in only a couple days…?

      Two days ago, his second summer building the homestead for Kevin was closing down. Jake couldn’t get away from Smokey Cove fast enough. He wanted, he needed, to get home and see his son. He wanted to make one last effort to get things right with Kat again. They'd been in a steady decline from the moment Kat knew she was pregnant. And everyone had advice for him.

      Kevin and Dan spent the last two seasons telling Jake that women are devious and dangerous to a man's freedom; 'Kat’s a nice girl,' they said, 'but she’s no different. You need to cut your losses and get out. Work out a custody agreement and resign yourself to support payments for the next eighteen years.'

      Jake’s nephew Sean encouraged Jake to work it out for the sake of Luke. Ann Reagan, the sane half of Dave and Ann, his neighbors in Smokey Cove, advised Jake to suck it up, man up and take responsibility for his son.

      Dave Reagan, the sourdough survivalist, ex-marine and bullshitter extraordinaire, claimed he spent two years with the Punan Dyaks of Borneo. Dave planted the crazy ideas in Jake’s head about aliens landing in the mountains and the Punans living in some dream world, waiting for a Messiah to navigate them away to a new home.

      And boy, did Jake latch on to that. He ignored that fact that Messiah complexes ran in his family.

      You can take the boy out of the family, but you can’t take the family out of the boy.

      Jake knew he was different from his lunatic-leaning relatives–that’s why he escaped to Alaska: home of the misfits. Maybe, he thought back then at the age of eighteen, if he ignored the family and cut off contact, he wouldn’t end up on meds, or doing time in–.

      Everything was fine for the first seven years in the northern frontier. But then the crazy stuff started when he began work in Smokey Cove, met the Reagans, and Kat got pregnant.

      At first it was exciting–both his flying dreams and the tales he heard from Dave. But as the excursions away from ‘normal’ happened more frequent, he felt increasingly aware that the family demons had tracked him down–and they wanted in.

      The lines steadily blurred between bizarre lucid dreams and suspected psychotic episodes. Now here he was, banging the back of his head against the jail-cell wall. He thought about his cousin Tom, and his slip into the world of schizophrenia.

      Jake was still a young teenager when he witnessed Tom doing the ‘Thorazine Shuffle’ down the hallway of Northville Psychiatric Hospital. Jake’s father took him there to visit Tom–as punishment for Jake taking the Lord’s name in vain.

      “This is where you'll end up too, if you don’t straighten up and fly right!” his dad preached. “Only Jesus can save you from the wicked path you seem to enjoy."

      That visit scared the shit out of young Jake. What scared him more was seeing his cousin after he was released, acting normal, and then the rebound when Tom stopped taking his meds. If his cousin was a little bit nuts before medication, he was certified, bat-shit crazy when he tried to quit the therapy.

      And Tom was only one in a long line of Barnes with afflictions of the mind.

      Ann Reagan was a psych nurse, in addition to claiming a lineage of Native American medicine women. She’d worked at a research hospital for years before meeting up with Dave. She was the one that seemed to know and understand Jake’s fears and predicament the most. Ann was reassuring, for the most part, though never enabling. She did not buy into his excuses.

      

      The odor of stale urine from the cell floor, and from the trousers of more than a few cell-mates, reinforced Jake’s ire and infuriation at getting peed on by a bear yesterday morning. He shook his head, hoping to shake the memories out.

      Jake’s emotional breakdown, simmering for years, boiled over the day before when Yellow Ears, the grizzly bear he’d been taunted by for two seasons, gave his opinion of Jake by trapping him against a tree and dousing him in urine–marking him–for what?

      Although better than a mauling, that was the final straw.

      To top off the humiliation, while still smelling of bruin piss, he ran into Dave on the way home, out of Homer. The old sourdough couldn’t resist playing antagonist to Jake’s view of the world and his place in it. He’d messed with Jake’s head since the day they’d met.

      What started out as teaching and guidance in wilderness survival had turned into fertilizer for Jake’s weird dreams and questionably psychotic episodes. After two years, Dave confessed he’d been trying to teach Jake the wisdom of being ‘ruthless’ to survive–in and out of the bush.

      “Ruthless isn’t evil, it simply means no self-pity.” Dave’s words echoed in his head. “When you’re in that frame of mind, nothing can stand in your way. Don’t be afraid of ruthless thought and action, Jake. Cultivate it, learn how to access that state, and use it at will.”

      It was a canon that repulsed Jake even though he understood its power. He still wanted to be the ‘nice guy,’ so whenever he tried to invoke the doctrine, things went to shit. And since yesterday they had done so spectacularly.

      Last night he was ready to throw Kat’s mother, Nora, out of the house until the troopers stepped in and set him straight.

      This morning, he put his fist through the drywall after arguing with Kat.

      After colliding with the moose and nearly killing his son in the impact, Jake saw the light in his ‘come to Jesus’ moment. He felt the change–it was going to be all right. He would forgive Kat and hope she would pardon him again.

      As soon as Jake saw her after the accident, he was on his knees begging his son’s mother for her forgiveness, promising to join AA and get counseling.

      And that’s when all hell broke loose.

      Kat wasn’t buying it. The only place she wanted to see Jake going was to jail.

      Nora turned into a pit bull.

      Then the cops showed up, again. The troopers arrived just in time to see Jake shove Nora, and her hit the ground. It didn’t matter to the officers that Jake was only trying to defend himself. She’d given him a cuff to the ear and a direct punch to the nose before he put his arms up and pushed her back.

      There was no doubt as to the trouble he was in when he saw the sadistic grin on Trooper Olsen. Most of the blood that Jake tasted on his lips came from the broken windshield glass across the truck hood, that Olsen had ground into his face during the arrest.

      His final attempt to surrender and be Mr. Nice-Guy hadn’t worked. Now he swore he was going to fight back. He'd be as cold-blooded as Norman Bates, as greedy as Gordon Gekko, and as barbarous as Jehovah ordering Moses to totally destroy the seven nations of the Promised Land and make no covenant of mercy.

      Jake’s stomach was a churning with humiliation, anger and fear. He reviewed his tribulations until his head hurt with a vengeance. He realized he’d been banging it against the wall–literally and figuratively.

      All the while an unkempt, disheveled and odiferous, young bum kept muttering over and over: You can’t always get what you want…
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      Something wasn’t right. Jake felt bound-up, or somehow broken. He couldn’t run the way he wanted. He heard a beating sound behind him. It was getting closer. His panic was rising.

      He had the feeling of déjà vu. The last time this happened he’d tried to play possum. It hadn’t worked. He remembered getting the shit kicked out of him. He heard someone say they had to cut off his head to kill the body. That’s when he’d felt the machetes slicing his flesh and cutting through bone.

      He would not let that happen again.

      He heard voices. They weren’t speaking in a language he could comprehend. Nonetheless, Jake knew they were after him. Something whizzed by his ear. A bullet? A curse? A betrayal?

      Jake wanted to fly, but he couldn’t spread his arms or get his feet off the ground. I've lost the wind. He limped along steady and low to the hard ground through the tall, sparse grass hoping it was concealing him. Whatever was behind him was closing the gap.

      To his right was a wide, fast-flowing river. There was no way he could cross it. To his left, the grassland was on fire. Ahead was the forest. Jake knew if he could only make it to the forest, he’d be free.

      He was panting hard. It felt like he was wearing lead boots, despite not being able to see his legs, or any part of his body. He heard another something whizzing past his ear.

      Something very large and loud thwacked the ground behind him. He was almost to the forest edge. He heard the chorus singing: You can’t always get…

      He knew the end was near.
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      When the time for his arraignment hearing arrived the next morning, Jake was handcuffed and shackled for the short ride to the courthouse. He took a deep breath as he stepped outside, amazed at just how good the fresh air and oxygen tasted on his short shuffle from the corrections facility door into the van.

      Fifteen minutes before his appearance, an officer called him out of line and led Jake to a small conference room.

      "Jake Barnes, I'm Bill Lofstrom from Babcock, Baker and Calavetta. I took an urgent call from Kevin Topher last night. He asked me to come down and see you." The lawyer extended a well-manicured hand. Jake noted the contrast to his own callused, scratched and rough hands now chained together in bracelets of hardened steel.

      “Is Luke okay? Did they take him to the hospital? Did he swallow any glass?”

      “Yes, they took Luke in by ambulance to Providence Hospital. The preliminary report is that he is fine. He didn’t swallow any glass, nothing looks broken and, miraculously for you, he didn’t suffer any cuts or bruises.

      "I've looked over the police reports of the incident leading to your arrest," Bill continued. "It seems you’ve really messed up here, Jake. But we're going to plead 'not guilty' to all the charges. We'll get you out of here as soon as possible. It looks like you have no previous record of arrests. Is that correct?”

      “Yes.”

      “The kidnapping charge is bogus. I should be able to get that thrown out. However, the DUI and child endangerment will be tricky, especially with the concealed weapon, assault and possession of marijuana charges.

      “Let’s hope the judge is in good mood this morning so we get you out on your own recognizance, or a reasonable bail amount. Then we'll talk about strategy and fees if you want to retain my firm. Quickly now, tell me what happened?”

      "It's all bullshit."

      "Hold it right there, Jake. You can give me your opinions later; we've only got a few minutes. We need to stick to the facts.

      "Tell me about the assault. Did you strike Nora Joyce?"

      "Not really. It was an accident. Self-defense. She fell backwards when I tried to stop her from hitting me. She attacked me first. I was on my knees." Jake quickly described the encounter.

      "Did you conceal a loaded handgun in your pack?"

      "No. Well, yes. But I just hadn't unpacked it yet from my trip across Katchemak Bay. It was in my backpack so it wouldn’t get wet crossing the bay."

      "Did you resist arrest or get smart with the arresting officers?"

      "Hell no. Those fucking pigs were assholes. Dickhead Olsen mashed my head into the hood of my truck and kicked my feet out from under me."

      "Stop. The rule is no swearing in the courtroom and no disrespect for police officers or any court official. The prosecutor will portray you as a violent troublemaker. We've got to convince the judge he's wrong. Got it?"

      "Yeah."

      "All right, I'll be in the courtroom when they bring you in. I'll do all the talking. Don't say a word unless the judge asks you a direct question. Answer him as 'Your Honor.'  Be respectful and humble. Don't show any attitude or snotty looks. Don't challenge or even talk to the prosecutor. Say nothing to or about the prosecutor, no matter what he may accuse you of.

      “We should be able to get you out of here today. Katherine Joyce has already filed a restraining order, so you won't be allowed to go back to your house or see your son without a court-arranged visit. We'll work on that later. That's it. Let's go play the game."

      

      Jake took a deep breath when they opened the door to the courtroom. His eyes searched the room. Bill Lofstrom stood at the defendant’s table. Jake met the inspecting gaze of the judge and lowered his head. He was fully aware that he looked every bit as wild as the derelicts he'd just spent the night with.

      He shuffled in and took his place beside his neatly attired lawyer and listened while he looked down at his feet in jailhouse slippers, seething in silence as the bailiff read the charges against him.

      The judge was rocking back and forth in his chair, drumming his fingers on the desk, looking up at the clock and pursing his lips in irritation. Thinking more about lunch, Jake guessed.

      “Not guilty,” Jake answered at the appropriate time. He kept his hands clasped and rubbed his thumbs together as the lawyers and the judge bantered about the charges.

      He kept his eyes downcast to hide his anger, too incensed to concentrate on what they were saying.

      So this is what ruthless gets me, eh? Thanks a lot, Dave.

      He felt like the universe was laughing in his face, set in motion by his humiliation from the bladder of Yellow Ears.

      The voice of Dave returned. “Stop! Don’t flounder in self-pity. Act instead. Being ruthless is not about justifying malicious acts for your own personal gain. It’s about becoming a conduit for the spirit to act. You told me you believe in a higher power. Put your money where your mouth is.

      “Don’t be flippant, Jake. Be aware. You can be ruthless and nice at the same time. It’s not meanness or cruelty. And it’s not about revenge for some wrong you feel.

      “When you need help, remember: guardian angels aren’t some guys with wings, wearing white robes and playing harps! Guardian angels are that part of you that is without self-pity, manipulating the mysterious forces of energy.

      “Your guardian angel is YOU, brandishing your own flaming sword. It’s a proactive mindset. No one will ever be able to ‘do you wrong’ unless you weenie-out. Becoming ruthless in your actions brings you levity, that’s lightness my friend, and freedom from pity.”

      But try as he might, Jake wasn’t feeling any freedom or levity today.

      When the prosecutor recommended bail of fifty thousand dollars, Jake's head snapped up and his mouth dropped.

      Bill Lofstrom argued.

      The judge pronounced his decision with a slam of his gavel. “I agree with the seriousness of these charges. The prisoner has demonstrated willful disregard for the safety of his own child and will be held without bail until we determine if federal kidnapping charges will be in order. We’ll re-visit the question of bail at that time.”

      

      Jake felt stunned. Bill was stunned. Jake was ushered out by a bailiff and taken to the small conference room for a post-appearance consultation with Bill Lofstrom.

      "Well, that didn’t go quite as expected," Bill told him. “Bad luck for you to get a judge with something so obvious up his ass today. We’re in limbo until the Feds weigh in. And there’s no telling how long that will be.

      “This was a pro-bono appearance for me.” Bill put his hands on the table. “That means there is no charge for my time today. I showed up as a favor to Kevin. I’ll see what I can do to set up a plea bargain with the District Attorney to keep this on the cheap for you. Otherwise we need to have an in-depth discussion of how to pay for your defense.”

      Jake was near-catatonic. He managed to muster up a ‘thank you’ before being escorted back to the police van.
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      That evening, Jake transferred to the long-term, pre-trial confinement block. Like most of the jail and prison systems in America, Anchorage Correctional wasn’t just full–it was over-full. The jail was not meant to be a pleasant place. In that respect, it was successful. There was the same depressing pale-green paint and harsh lighting everywhere.

      They assigned Jake to a pod to hold pre-trial detainees. It was two floors of lockups around a common area designed for thirty-two inmates. The tank captain informed him that there were sixty men being held in this pod.

      Eight cells were on each floor. Each had a door with a reinforced window for the guards to peer through. Inside, were four bunks, a small stainless-steel sink with a drinking fountain, and a toilet.

      “Four guys to a cell? There’s barely room to stand. How the hell are we supposed to use the toilet?”

      “Yes, it’s crowded, and yes it’s tough shit,” the tank captain said. “They got retro-fitted last year with the extra bunks because too many guys had to sleep on the floor in the commons. They took out the desks to make room for two more bunks.

      “And you’re lucky that we have open access to the commons. In the pods for the really dangerous whackos, they keep them locked in the rooms twenty-three hours a day. You don’t want to end up there. At least in here we can walk in and out until ‘lights-out’ at ten p.m.”

      The common area was lit under harsh fluorescent lights on the tall ceiling above the second floor. The area consisted of four long tables, chairs bolted to the tables or floor, a small bookshelf of ratty paperbacks, mostly Louis L’Amour, old Popular Mechanics, Field & Stream and The Christian Science Monitor magazines, a couple Bibles and a TV mounted high on the wall.

      The tank captain told Jake to sit at one of the tables and pointed to a chair. “I’ll introduce you to your cell-mates.”

      Two men sauntered to the table and sat on either side of him. They both had shaved heads, scraggy beards and were festooned with tattoos down their arms and around their necks. Jake recognized the winged skull with the S.A. rocker beneath, branded on their necks; they were members of The Brothers, the Alaskan chapter of Satan’s Angels.

      "I'm Bigfoot," the larger biker announced. He stood well over six-foot-four and must have tipped the scales at over three hundred pounds. His hands were tattooed to resemble bear's paws.

      Black bear paws, maybe, Jake thought. Not Yellow Ears’ paws. Jake flashed back to his second close encounter with the massive brown bear when he thought it was attacking Kat.

      He could smell and taste the gunpowder from the shotgun blasts. Yellow Ears' massive paw, wider than Jake's head, with claws like six-inch rakes, came around from the side like a left hook, knocking the gun away and just missing Jake's face. He tasted the fetid breath of the bruin as it barreled over him. Then he remembered free-falling into the blackness and emerging in a dense green jungle, steam rising from the damp ground in the tropical heat.

      Jake shivered. Fuck, I’m hallucinating. But I know I really did have that encounter. Kat knows it happened too. But the falling part…

      "Hey, pay attention dipshit. I said, I'm Thumper," growled the cellmate on his other side. "What the fuck’s wrong with you? You’re shakin’ like an idiot. Better not be another goddamn fairy," he snarled.

      Thumper was shorter than Jake, but at least fifty pounds heavier.

      Jake knew he'd have to walk a fine line here. He didn't want to make enemies with these jerk-offs, especially since he’d be sleeping in the same cell. Don’t show fear. Don’t let them intimidate you. These were the simple jailhouse rules, and he knew the game had started. He sat silent for half a minute as he sized them up. Dumb and slow, he figured, but mean.

      One on one, in an open area, he'd take them on if he had to. What the hell? After Yellow Ears fucking with me, I can handle these dicks. They were bigger, but he knew he was faster and he could outlast them. Still, he figured they could probably take any punch he could mete out, and jailhouse fights rarely lasted more than a minute.

      He couldn't out-dodge them in this confined space, so he would have to go straight for their knees. One good kick, and they'd buckle under their own weight. But he also knew if they ever got hold of him, especially in the cell…

      "I'm Jake." He tried to look stoic. "And no, I'm not queer. You guys?"

      "Don't be a wise-fuck, hippy. I'll wipe my ass with you," Bigfoot warned. "The little weasel beneath the TV," he pointed. "The one with the faggy little disco mustache. He's the fairy."

      "Well, you got no worries about me, I'm as straight as they come."

      "What’d you do?" Thumper demanded.

      "I didn't do shit. My old lady, or should I say 'ex’ old lady," he spit with a bit of cockiness, "called the pigs after a fight. Here I am."

      "Yeah, yeah, everyone's innocent." Thumper scowled. "What about your concealed weapon? We already know your story, dude."

      "Guess word travels fast." Jake tried to hide his surprise.

      "More than you'll ever know." Bigfoot nodded his head. "So don't bullshit us, dippy-hippy. We're in charge here, not the tank captain. You want something? You ask us first. We tell you to do something? You'd better hop! Got it, hippy?"

      "Yeah, I got it." Jake looked Bigfoot straight in the eye. "You guys are in charge."

      Bigfoot and Thumper walked back into their cell. His other cellmate, with the disco mustache, got up from watching TV and sat at the table with Jake.

      "Hey." He extended a hand. "I'm George. You're obviously new at this."

      Jake looked up and his first impression was that at least George wasn't a flame. He looked to be in his thirties and more than well worn for those years. He was skinny, ruddy faced with bulging eyes and a tremor in his hands.

      "So, you met the Biker Boys. Bigmouth and Dumper, as I prefer to call them," George said in a low voice. "They think they run the show in here, but there's guys with a lot more influence."

      "Yeah, influence with who?"

      "The guards, who else? Believe me, not much goes on that the guards don't know about. They can stop things whenever they want, or let shit happen. The guards know what comes in and what goes out. They know who's got the money and who's got the goods.

      “They get their cut both ways. And they don't mind watching a little fight now and then before they break it up. So, watch your ass around Bigmouth and Dumper–try not to piss them off."

      

      Jake managed to stay out of the way of the Biker Boys and keep his nose clean with the guards. He was astounded at the amount of drugs, alcohol and even sex in the jail. Heroin, cocaine or a little PCP slipped into cigarettes, was the dominant form of currency in their confined world. And the evidence went up in smoke.

      The Biker Boys were the kings of the cellblock. They certainly seemed privileged to differential treatment from the guards. They controlled the distribution of contraband, so no one got too blatantly fucked up. Although there were surprise cell inspections, Bigfoot and Thumper never got caught with the goods.

      A week later all he heard in a phone call from Bill Lofstrom was that he was still negotiating the charges, a plea bargain and a reasonable bail.

      Jake read the old books and magazines in the commons until his eyes were blurry. He stared at the TV, withdrawn for hours, hoping not to talk, not to think, not to review and regret his choices again and again.

      He repeatedly prayed and begged for mercy from God. “I’ll change. I swear I can do it. Just tell me what you want.” And every time he petitioned the creator, Dave’s voice whispered in his head: Quit the pity-party, you pussy. Act like a man!
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      Something grabbed at Jake’s leg. He broke free and scrambled on. There was another loud smack behind him as he reached the edge of the trees. Whoever it was pursuing him wasn’t giving up. He pulled himself through the understory in near panic. He didn’t dare look back.

      The beating sound was now closing in behind him. Another chorus of thwacks was on both his right and left. He knew he was being funneled into a ravine. Something screeched above him. He couldn’t help but look up.

      Jake limped full-speed, head-on into the cage. The iron door slammed behind him. The top, the bottom and all four walls were thick iron bars. His cage sat perched on a boulder, on the edge of a foul, mucky creek. He turned and looked around. He couldn’t see another soul. The beating and thwacking had stopped.

      “What do you want?” he called out.

      The forest remained silent.

      Jake pulled at the door. He pushed on the door. He pulled on it with more vigor. It was enough to upset the balance. The cage slid into the muddy water of the creek and rolled.

      Jake slid to the bottom of the cage as it sank into the water and muck. I can't drown in this cesspool. He was in a panic once more. The sludge was rising to his neck as the cage sank. He gripped the bars above and pulled his face up to catch his last breath.

      

      He woke in a sweat. His sheets, pillow and his jumpsuit were damp. The bulk of Thumper blocked the window to the Commons. Jake heard a soft gag behind him.

      Turning his head slow, in the dim light he saw Bigfoot sitting on the toilet with George kneeling on the floor in front of him. Oh my God, he's doing a fucking blow job right here. Christ, am I going to have to listen to this shit?

      "Five." Thumper motioned, holding up his fat fingers. Jake stared, uncomprehending. "Five bucks and you can have a turn too," the big man hissed.

      "Leave me the hell out of this," Jake snapped.

      "Then it's ten bucks, by the end of the week," Thumper whispered into his ear.

      "Not my style," Jake reiterated.

      "The ten bucks is your insurance. End of the week, hippy, or you're my bitch. Your choice, sweet cheeks."

      Oh Jesus. Jake cringed and felt his heart pounding.

      Bigfoot let out a low moan and pushed George away, coughing. Outside, the tapping of a flashlight against the metal rail signaled that the guard was making his rounds. George slunk back into his bunk across from Jake. Bigfoot got off the toilet and crawled into his bunk underneath Jake. Thumper blew Jake a kiss before jumping up into his own bunk. "Sweet dreams, honey," he whispered.

      Lord, get me outta here, Jake prayed again. Goddammit if he didn’t hear Dave laughing his ass off again.
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      When Bill Lofstrom showed up for a conference, he wasn’t smiling. "The good news," he said straight-faced, "is that Luke is fine. Katherine however,” he continued, “is pressuring the D.A. not to cut a deal with you. I don’t know if you’ve seen a newspaper or TV news. She’s done a few interviews, and the media is crucifying you. You are the new pariah in these here parts.

      "More bad news is that the D.A. asked for another six weeks to prepare for trial. I think if we go to him first with a plea-bargain, you can get away a two- or three-year sentence, commuted to a year if you stay on good behavior, and another five years’ probation with lots of community service work. That's not so bad, eh?"

      Jake closed his eyes, clenched his fists and took a deep breath. "Considering this is my first offense and no one got hurt, yeah, it's bad. I sure as shit don't want to spend six weeks in this place, or a year in prison. I don't even want to spend the next six hours here. And I don’t want to plead ‘guilty.’ It was all extenuating circumstances. Can't you get the trial moved up?"

      "No way. The DA got approval for the delay. He always does. And I must tell you Jacob, unless you have solid financial support, there's no way you can fight this. A plea bargain, which means you are admitting guilt, is your only choice to save you from a lot more years in big-boy prison."

      "What the hell does 'financial support' have to do with my innocence?"

      "Wake up, Mr. Barnes. It simply means you can't afford me. Even with a plea bargain, keeping the billing hours to a minimum as a courtesy to Kevin, this will cost you at least five grand. Now because of my friendship with Kevin, I'm willing to go that far for you. I have to tell you if you don't accept a plea bargain, you'll have to use a public defender.

      "And I've got to advise you that your case is pretty cut and dry. If you fight and lose on any of the charges, which is most likely, you'll be doing a lot more than two years and you'll lose more than five thousand dollars.

      “First offense, fair or not, you've gotten yourself into a mess, Mr. Barnes, and there's no simple or inexpensive way out. Your choice: you can agree to a plea and sign these papers, or we turn your case over to the Public Defender's office."

      Jake wanted to punch the wall. "I'm screwed no matter what I do."

      "Yes. I think you got the point. "

      "Some legal system. Justice for all, eh?" Jake took the pile of documents and signed every highlighted area, shaking his head and grinding his teeth. "Well, I can fight back too. Those freaking bitches will be sorry."

      "Mr. Barnes." Bill motioned his eyes up to the guard standing outside the door. "I understand your anger. But you've got to keep those kinds of comments to yourself. They can only get you in deeper water. You don't need anyone testifying about offhand threats you've made. Do I make my point?"

      "Yeah."

      "Okay then, you'll hear from us later this week. And one more piece of good news, Kevin deposited money for you on the jailhouse books. You can at least buy cigarettes and beef jerky or something." He stood up, shook Jake's hand and abruptly left the room.

      

      As soon as Jake entered the commons, Bigfoot and Thumper were waiting for him. "Leaving us today?" Bigfoot smiled like he already knew something.

      "Not quite," Jake mumbled and tried to walk past them.

      Thumper threw a heavy arm around Jake's shoulders like they were old buddies. "Glad to hear it. I've taken a liking to you, hippy." His grin made Jake stiffen his shoulders.

      "Hey guys." Jake pulled Thumper's arm off. "I'm keeping my nose clean. You got my respect, but I don't want to do anything, and I don't want to know about anything. Okay?"

      "But you already do, kid." Bigfoot bent down, threw his arm over Jake's neck and whispered to him. "Now that we know you're here for a while, you need to take a magic carpet ride." He squeezed Jake even tighter, and kissed him on the cheek. "You gotta pay, one way or the other. Gas, grass, or ass–no one rides for free. Know what I mean, little buddy?"

      Jake tried to break away, but Thumper threw his arm around him too. "Yup, Jake, I foresee a real fruitful relationship."

      Jake set his jaw and looked around for a guard, but they all had their backs turned, busily ignoring the trio.

      "I asked you a question, hippy." Bigfoot reached up and squeezed Jake's cheeks and jaw in his enormous hands. "We know you got some new currency in your account. Like I said, no one rides for free. Know what I mean, or do I need to show you?"

      "Yeah, I know what you mean," Jake answered.

      "That's our boy." Thumper grinned.

      The Brothers released him and boomed with laughter as they strode away. Jake sat on the hard chair in front of the TV, staring and steaming until he cooled off.

      George sat across from him and gave a sympathetic sigh. "Didn't get your bail, eh?"

      "Not yet."

      "Looks like Bigmouth and Dumper are putting the pressure on. There's no escaping those two."

      "Why do you take it?" Jake cocked his head. "I mean it doesn't look like you're enjoying it. Why don't you tell the guards, or the police, or the mayor, or some news reporter, what goes on in here?"

      "Hey, I'll be here for a while too, and I need my junk, in case you haven't noticed. If you've never been through withdrawal, you'll never understand. Dude, this system's been in place forever. There's been a few complaints," George laughed with sarcasm, "but they never go anywhere.

      “You know what happens to snitches? You gotta do what you gotta do to survive, Jake. All I can tell you is hang in there, and don't touch the dope. You don't want to end up like me. Have faith Jake. The Biker Boys will pay for their sins. Trust me, I know."

      

      The next day after Jake bought a pouch of tobacco from the commissary, an accidental elbow to the ear from Bigfoot left Jake lying on the floor and seeing stars.

      "No one rides for free," Thumper reminded him.

      “Free. Just another word,” Jake muttered from the floor, “for nothin’. And that’s all I got Bigfoot. Nothin’. I’ll make sure you get your share.”

      Bigfoot laughed. “You sure are a slow learner, dippy-hippy. That there was a love tap. If you don’t smarten up and play right, you’re gonna get a full-on butt-fuck. Then I’ll rip your head off your scrawny neck and shit down your throat. Know what I mean?” He swaggered away to Thumper who was grinning like a fool.

      That night Bigfoot lay on his bunk beneath Jake and made kissing noises. “Hm, I’m just thinking about the look on your face when you get your cherry popped, hippy. I want you to think about that. I want you to dream about that. Maybe George over there can teach you some tricks. Sweet dreams, dippy-hippy.”

      Jake fell asleep after spending hours imagining how he could get even, how he could get ahead, how he’d love to torture these two assholes and everyone else who’d done him wrong.

      He didn’t want to torment Kat, but he wanted to call her out. He had been in love with her not too long ago, and she was still the mother of his son, even if she was a… But he still wanted paybacks on Nora and Trooper Olsen. And Pastor Walker. And that cum-guzzling pervert, Vince.

      Pastor Walker may have been right about the demons possessing Jake, but he was still a traitor, a liar, a con man and a false, mother-effing minister.

      The more he thought about revenge, the angrier he got. The more incensed he became, the better he felt. Ruthless! I’d be ruthless with those assholes. Just give me another chance.

      The image of Dave with a look of delight flashed in his mind’s eye. He heard the words of Ann: Careful what you pray for. When God wants a good laugh, she grants our wishes…
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      The next morning marked Jake’s third week of incarceration. He committed himself to taking out Bigfoot or Thumper–whoever came at him first, with a kick to the knee. All he needed was one hard strike to break their kneecap or hyperextend the leg, and they’d be down for good. What the hell? When I ain’t got nothin’, I got nothin’ to lose.

      He was sitting by himself, half paying attention to the TV when George approached.

      "Jake, I need a smoke."

      "Yeah, sure." Jake pulled out his pouch of tobacco and extended it to George.

      "Roll it for me. I can't keep my hands still. I feel like shit."

      "You look like it too. Christ, George, you obviously need a fix."

      "Hey, you don't need to tell me. Just roll it, please."

      Jake rolled two cigarettes and got a light from a guard. He lit both smokes and passed one to his cellmate. George was sweating and shaking. He sucked on the cigarette like a fish gasping for air.

      "George, you look fucked up, and not in a good way. Those assholes holding out on you?"

      "Yeah, they cut me off my Jones two days ago and took my smokes this morning. They said I've got to go down on one of the guards to get my fix."

      "What the hell? Are you shittin’ me? Those sonsabitches! What are you going to do?"

      "Fuck 'em. I told them I'd turn myself in for detox. That pissed 'em off. They said I'd never live. Bigfoot thinks he's got me over a barrel. Maybe he does but I can't go on like this. I'm tired of being a junkie. I'm tired of takin' it up the ass and giving them blowjobs. I'll be goddamned if I'm going down on the guards too. Fuck 'em. Tonight, I'll bite Thumper's puny little dick, right off."

      Jake shook his head from side to side. "He'll kill you for sure."

      "I don't care anymore, Jake. I want those fuckers to pay.”

      "Don't be a fool, George. Go around these local guards. Tell the Superintendent or the D.A. that you're afraid for your life."

      "You must be freaking deaf, Jake. It ain't that easy. Look, you still don't know half of what goes on in here, or how this place runs. You don't know what it's like to be jonesing. You don't know what it's like to be raped, and I hope you never do. I've had a lifetime of this shit and I can't go on."

      Two other inmates approached the table and sat down right across from them. George snuffed out his cigarette with a shaky hand and went back to the cell.

      The two other inmates stared stone-faced at Jake. He figured they'd been sent by the Biker Boys. He crossed his arms on the table, leaned forward and asked, “Can I help you guys?”

      For the first time since his arrest, Jake had no fear. He felt exhilaration that he was ready to stand and fight back. I got nothin’ to lose. He leaned closer. “Can I help you guys?” he repeated. Now he felt like he had balls the size of watermelons. He showed it with a challenging grin.

      The two inmates looked at each other and rightly sensed that something wasn’t right with Jake. They stood up and went back to their cells without saying a word.

      “And the horse you rode in on,” Jake called out as they walked away.
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      Jake was back in the tropical forest, tormented again by the inability to run. The sting of sweat burned his eyes. The angry sound of heavy machinery grew to a deafening cacophony around him. Giant grandfather trees groaned and crashed to the ground, shaking the earth. The forest was screaming. They were tearing down his world.

      His hands lost their grip as something pulled him backwards. A powerful hand pushed his head into the dirt. He tasted the earth in his mouth. He struggled to breathe. It filled his nose as he gagged.

      

      Jake rolled over, still in a sweating, blind panic as he woke. It wasn’t just the dream; he knew something was wrong before he even opened his eyes.

      The silhouette of Bigfoot blocked the light through the cell door window this time. He heard the muffled gagging again. He turned, expecting to see Thumper on the toilet with George between his legs, but the toilet was empty. Across from him on the bottom bunk, Thumper was sitting on George's legs, holding a pillow over his face. George’s weak arms flailed as he lost the struggle to breathe.

      "Hey, what the fuck?" Jake rasped. "Let him up."

      "Don't you say another fucking word," Bigfoot warned as he stepped towards him.

      "He's killing him."

      "And you're next if you make another sound."

      "Screw you, Bigmouth!" Jake pulled his sheet aside so he could jump down off the bunk.

      Bigfoot's meaty hand reached for Jake's face.

      Jake rolled, but Bigfoot caught him by the shoulder. He saw, as if in slow motion, Bigfoot's other hand pull back and wind up for a roundhouse punch. Jake's feet came up into Bigfoot's face.

      The giant stood unfazed. He grabbed Jake's legs and pulled him off the bunk. Jake fell headfirst onto the floor as his legs and feet slipped through the brute's arms.

      "Guard!" Jake screamed as he reached to pull Thumper off of George.

      Bigfoot's fist landed square against the side of Jake's head. Jake saw a flash of light and felt a searing pain.
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      Jake's head throbbed. His throat scratched. His eyeballs hurt. He tried to reach up, but his arms couldn't move more than a couple inches. The same was true of his legs. He needed to look at his hands and focus on them to confirm whether he was in another dream.

      He coughed. His swollen jaw ached. Jake wondered if he had loose teeth. He felt jabbing pains on both sides of his ribs with every breath in.

      As his vision became clear, he could see he was in a hospital room. An I.V. tube trickled fluid into his arm. An EKG monitor next to him beeped with every heartbeat complex that passed by on the screen.

      He lifted his head from the pillow a few inches and, still groggy, surveyed the room. Through the glass wall, he saw the back of a uniformed state trooper.

      A passing nurse looked through the window and saw he was awake. She tapped the trooper, called something to another nurse before she and the trooper entered the room.

      "Do you know where you are?" she asked, looking into Jake’s fuzzy eyes.

      "A hospital? Is it Providence or Humana?"

      "You're in Providence Hospital. Can you tell us your name and what day it is?"

      "Jake Barnes. I have no idea of the day. I don't even know how I got here. Why can’t I move?"

      “You’re in restraints, sir. We don’t want you to pull out your I.V., or hurt yourself.”

      The trooper turned on a small tape recorder and began taking notes on a legal pad. "Mr. Barnes, do you know why I'm here?" he asked.

      "Not really. I was in Anchorage Correctional. What a freaking nightmare. How'd I end up here?”

      Before Jake could get his answer, a plump woman with tussled big hair, oversized eyeglasses and a warm smile, entered and laid a hand on Jake's. The white lab coat with her name embroidered on it and the stethoscope around her neck showed she was the doctor. Right behind her was a tall, middle-aged and balding man wearing a plaid flannel shirt and holding a briefcase.

      "So, you decided to come back," the woman interjected. "I'm Dr. Kleiss and this is John Summers,” she introduced her colleague, “our social services representative. I need to check you over now that you're back in the land of the conscious.

      “First, I want you to keep your head straight and follow my finger with just your eyes."

      Jake watched her hand move from side to side, now realizing how much his eyes could hurt. "So, what the hell happened?" he asked.

      "That's what we want you to tell us.” The trooper responded.

      "You've suffered a serious concussion, Mr. Barnes," Dr. Kleiss interjected. "You've been unconscious for a while."

      "Mr. Barnes." John Summers took out his own notepad. "As the social services rep, I act as the liaison between the hospital, yourself and the police. I'm not a lawyer. I can't offer you legal advice, but I can tell you the predicament you're in. Do you realize that you're already under arrest for other crimes, so anything you say now can be used against you?”

      Jake looked around at the three people in the room, still unsure if this was a dream.

      “Yeah,” he finally answered. “I know I got arrested, but it’s bullshit. I really didn’t do anything. You still haven’t told me what’s going on. I feel like I got the shit kicked out of me? Why am I tied down? Can’t you let me sit up?”

      “Mr. Barnes,” Dr. Kleiss answered, “you transported here by ambulance from Anchorage Correctional. Your concussion is from some serious blows to the head. We put you into these restraints because you were combative and we didn’t want you hurting yourself or ripping out your IVs. Do you understand?”

      “I understand, but I don’t remember the ambulance or anything. How did I get hit in the head? What happened?”

      Trooper Scott pushed the tape recorder closer to Jake. “Tell us what you remember from that evening.”

      “You don't have to answer any of Trooper Scott's questions without your lawyer being present,” John Summers answered first. “Do you understand that, Mr. Barnes?"

      "Yeah, I understand." Jake nodded, adding to the pain in his head. "Bill Lofstrom, he's my lawyer. When did this happen? How long have I been out? What day is it?"

      "It's four-thirty A.M. Tuesday, September twenty-seventh," Dr. Kleiss answered. “Do you know who the president is?”

      “Ronald Reagan”

      "Correct."

      "I remember laying on my bunk for lights-out," Jake said, looking around into all the expectant eyes. “I was in my cell. Never should have been in there.” He closed his eyes as the memory played back. "I woke up from another one of those wacky dreams and–.”

      His eyes tried to focus. He shook his head in disbelief. “George? Shit!” Jake tried to sit up. “Is he okay?”

      “Why are you asking if George is okay?” Trooper Scott wrote on his pad.

      Jake tilted his head back and rolled his eyes to the ceiling in an effort to see his hazy memories.

      "Trooper Scott," Dr. Kleiss broke in. "Please let us finish our exam. Then, if it’s appropriate, you can continue questioning."

      The physician and nurse continued with their physical and neurological exam, asking questions and testing his reflexes. She declined his request to undo his restraints. When Dr. Kleiss called the trooper back into the room, two more men dressed in suits followed.

      "Mr. Barnes seems to be okay for now," Dr. Kleiss announced. "He's able to answer simple questions. But remember, he's had a traumatic head injury and his memories may still be scrambled. He certainly isn’t able to make any reliable statements or sign legal documents today. He needs to remain under observation for the next twenty-four hours."

      "Mr. Barnes, I'm Detective Nova with the state troopers,” one of the suits introduced himself, “and this is Inspector Harmon from correctional facility. Mr. Barnes, did you and George Leonard argue or have a fight yesterday?"

      "No. I don’t think so. I don’t remember arguing with him."

      "Did you ever threaten Mr. Leonard?"

      "No. Did somebody say that? Why would I threaten George? You still haven't told me what happened to him," Jake protested.

      Inspector Harmon answered, “That’s what we’re trying to find out. Help us out Mr. Barnes. What happened between you two?”

      “Nothin’ happened between us. He was in withdrawal and looked pretty sick. I shared a few smokes with him.”

      The inspector’s eyes widened. “Is that all you shared with him? Did you two share any–”

      “What the hell are you talking about? Man, I feel bad enough already, now you’re really starting to irritate me. Just get to the friggin’ point and tell me what happened.”

      “George Leonard is dead, Mr. Barnes,” Detective Nova announced.

      “What the hell? How did that happen?”

      “That’s what we want you to tell us.”

      Jake looked at Dr. Kleiss, rolled his eyes back and sighed. “I think I’m going to be sick.” He tried to sit up again as the retching began.

      The nurse sprang forward with an emesis basin. Jake coughed a few times before he retched drool and bile. The nurse wiped his sweaty forehead with a damp washcloth when he stopped.

      The detective continued to question Jake. “What drugs did you take last night?”

      “And how did you get them?” the inspector added.

      “Drugs?” Jake looked confused. “I didn’t take shit, except for that dog crap they call food in the cafeteria. Why you asking me that?”

      “Wait a minute.” Jake stared up at the ceiling and rolled his head again, trying to see the memory. “It’s still fuzzy. I remember Thumper holding George down. I remember yelling for the guard." Jake paused. "That's about it. So, what happened and why am I feeling so messed up?"

      John Summers squeezed past Trooper Scott standing guard next to the door. "Mr. Barnes," he interrupted. "I just talked to your attorney and he's coming right down. He advised you not to say a word until he gets here. You’ve already been Mirandized, so nothing you say is protected"

      "Mr. Barnes," Detective Nova continued, "if you're only going to speak with your lawyer present, then we can't share details either. Except that you are now under arrest for the murder of George Leonard."

      "What? Me?” Jake struggled again to sit up. “I'm the one who called for help."

      "Really, Mr. Barnes," John interrupted, "you'd best not say anything else until your lawyer arrives."

      "Don't make it harder on yourself, Mr. Barnes," Inspector Harmon warned. "We just want to know in your own words what happened. We can't help you if you don't talk to us."

      "Help me?" Jake moaned, "You just arrested me! I told you everything I
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