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			CHAPTER I

			ALEX HUNTER’S HAUNTED ZEITGEIST-

			OCTOBER 13th, 1978

			8:15 PM

			​Jericho City faded from Alex Hunter’s eyes, giving way to a jungle. Green military issued tents, sheds, and vehicles emblazoned with “U.S. ARMY” materialized from out of nothing, replacing the metropolis as though it was never there. Alex’s grip on his silver flask tightened as if he were holding a gun, the sloshing bourbon within the tincture to quiet his phantasmagoric episode. Alex was not the least bit terrified at what was going on around him, even though he most certainly was when he originally stood in that very spot, ten years ago. But his family legacy, or more appropriately, the Hunter curse of death sight, often drudged up old nightmares and sat them front and center like a cat’s gift of a dead bird. Alex remembered this night: it was June 19th, 1968 Vietnam. Phantom soldiers rushed by paying him no mind as he turned his attention to the blood on his Military Police uniform and the mutilated soldier at his feet. The dying Private was fresh to the war, having been in the field no more than a week. Alex, on the other hand, a Lieutenant, had been in that hellhole for a year, while his wife and six-year-old daughter back home waited for him, just like countless other families that watched their boys get sent overseas.

			The young soldier bled profusely from multiple, catastrophic wounds, including three large gashes across his chest. The right side of his face, from ear to chin, was a shredded mess, and his guts had spilled entirely out from his abdominal cavity into the dirt. The sight would still unsettle Alex, years later. All the while, chaos had overtaken the jungle base, with gunfire, explosions, and the roar of something inhuman.

			“It was a tiger that looked like a man,” the Private said. “I didn’t think that little boy was going to turn into that! You gotta believe me, sir!”

			​Alex’s heart thumped in his ears as he struggled to breathe, his mental defenses buckling as an invisible noose tightened around his neck. He took another drink, gritting his teeth tight as the Kentucky nectar burned down his throat. “Come on, god damnit, I don’t need this right now!” He put the container away next to his Colt service weapon, FURY, a name given for his childhood love of the comic book, Sgt Fury and His Howling Commandos. “Just noise in my head.” He wiped away the buildup of sweat on his forehead. “Just, really irritating, irrational noise in my thick, fucking head!”

			​Unexpectedly, outside the anxiety induced illusion, Alex’s foot slipped from the curb, causing him to fall to his ass. The hallucination instantly disappeared. The set dressing of his past was put away, returning Alex to Jericho city with all its concrete, steel, and glass buildings, and most importantly, living human beings. A numbing wave of calm washed over him as he scuttled back to his feet, grateful this episode was short. 

			​“Be cool, Alex, this is just stress—what the hell is she looking at?”

			A small crone across the street from Alex stared him down as if studying him.

			Alex barked, “Don’t you have a chicken-legged house to get back to, Baba Yaga?”

			The woman flipped Alex the middle finger. Not the response he had expected.

			​Suddenly, a school bus passed between the two, nearly hitting Alex, and when it had passed, the woman had vanished. 

			​“I’m losing my God damn mind.” He blew into his hand, sniffed the result, and was satisfied he did not smell like a brewery. He then crossed the street to the Jericho City courthouse, the knot in his gut tightening with every step he took. “Tonight’s got to get better.”

			***

			A dozen wood chairs bolted to the floor sat along the back wall of the out-processing room. The steel bar swing door to the cells took up the back-right corner of the room. A chain-link fence with a hole where the counter met the barrier allowed for small items. Officer Bryce Wallace looked up from his desk inside of the cage as the door shut behind Alex.

			“Alex Judge Hunter!” Bryce came to the counter. Bryce Wallace was six foot four, with cream brown caramel skin, and was all muscle, a hold over from his linebacker days in highschool and college football. Alex envied the fantastic shape his old friend was in, and it bewildered Alex how Bryce kept it up. “I truly wish there was a better reason for you to be here tonight, Judge,” Bryce got up from his creaky old wood chair and walked over to greet Alex at the fence. “But hey, reckon any chance to see my childhood best friend is always a good day—current situation, notwithstanding, that is.”

			Alex shook Bryce’s hand through the window, “Please don’t tell me she was busted painting that damn Mothman on the side of KNOST Radio station again.”

			“To be honest, Judge, this is a bit of a unique situation,”

			“What do you mean?”

			“She wasn’t actually arrested.”

			“I’m sorry. Come again?” Alex was confused. “What are you talking about?”

			“That peach of an ex-brother-in-law of yours, Jerry, brought her in. He was going on about how Sammy tried to make off with some jewelry. He wanted to show her what stealing would get her. I warned him it was a bad idea, but the asshole was dead set on getting her in that cell until you got here. He mumbled something about it having to start this way. Whatever the heck that meant. Damn weirdo.”

			“Why didn’t you get her out of there, Bryce? She must be terrified.”

			“Alex, I didn’t even find out until a half an hour ago, and I called you the moment I did. We’re empty in the back right now, and when I talked to your daughter, she chose to wait back there until you got here.”

			“That piece of shit is still getting back at me for punching his ass out at Sam’s catholic confirmation—he was high, for fucks sake! Going on about the Devil and whatever fucking nonsense spewed out of his mouth that day.” The room began to shift in violent, erratic motions outside the corners of Alex’s eye. No, not now!

			“Alex, are you okay, brother?”

			Three loud pops echoed through the room as Alex cracked his neck. He shoved his anger into a box and put it away, “Sorry, yeah, I’m... I’m not fine, man, so would you please get her out of there?”

			“On it.” Bryce made a call to another officer in the holding area and then came back to the counter. “Alright, it’ll be a minute. So, how’s the bounty hunting business?”

			“I really don’t want to talk about that right now, Bryce.”

			“Hey, just trying to dampen the stress I know you’re dealing with right now.”

			Bryce was right, Alex thought as he caught himself reaching for his drinking flask. “Honestly, it sucks. It’s as if the usual types I hunt down have fled the county. Police Commissioner Maddox must be proud of his new Nightshift taskforce.”

			“Hasn’t been all sunshine and rainbows, some rich lawyer lady overdosed last week. Rumor is she got her dope at a Keres De’Soul’s private party! Can you believe that? Mother Apple herself throwing sordid affairs in this sleepy little city?”

			Alex knew Bryce had his ear to many doors in the courthouse, so he was not surprised in the least he knew such things.

			“I hear your ex and her newly betrothed victim are overseas on vacation? I’ve seen cop therapists come and go over the years, but once she got her claws into this place, you could tell she wasn’t going anywhere.”

			“Yeah, Diane and Trevor are over in Germany, some sort of family festival in the Black Forest. Decent enough guy, I suppose.” Jesus, what’s taking so long for her to get out here? Alex let out a long, haggard sigh. Time to get on with this shitshow of screaming, tears, and name-calling, “Well, I may as well ask, but what did she supposedly steal?”

			“A bracelet from Bill Fitzgerald’s store. But Bill, ever the sweet old man he is, assured me that everything is fine, and he has no idea why Jerry snatched Sammy up the way he did.”

			“That’s because Jerry is scheming something. He must have planned this. But why?” Alex cracked his knuckles, wishing he could just pop his ex-brother-in-law in the mouth. “Was this a silver bracelet by chance, and did it have three heart-shaped rubies in it?”

			“Yeah, how’d you know?” Bryce asked.

			“It’s on Sam’s birthday wish list, but money’s been tight, and Grandad Judge’s house has needed work over the past year.”

			“Join the force, the money’s more stable, and Captain Wallace would love to have you.”

			“Well, he is your dad, so I’d hope so.”

			Bryce laughed, “Look, with your military police training, you’d breeze through the Academy. Plus, everyone respected the hell out of your Grand Dad, even if he was the toughest Judge in the county.” 

			“A steady paycheck would be nice, though working in the same building as my ex-wife would be pretty awkward.”

			“Alex, Diane and you will always be friends, and you know this.”

			“What makes you say that?”

			“You know how she and Joyce talk.”

			“Your wife and Diane have been joined at the hip since grade school.”

			Bryce laughed, “I doth not protest.”

			Alex grinned.

			“Look, Alex Judge Hunter the second, you know I have some pull around here!”

			Alex looked over his shoulder at the cell door, “Yeah, I know, Bryce.” He licked his lips as his anxiety teased his mind like flames at a witch’s feet. He needed to stop running from his ghosts and rejoin society a bit more than he was doing already. “Once I deal with Jerry, and as long as I don’t put him in traction or he ends up fucking shooting me, I’ll talk with the Captain on Monday about joining up.”

			An alarm squawked beyond the barrier that leads down the hall to where the cells were. The sound of the steel doors clanging open and shut jolted Alex. He could not bear to turn around just yet, even though he knew his daughter had done nothing wrong.

			“Dad, why did Uncle Jerry put me in there?”

			Alex turned to his daughter, Sammy Lynn, who stood 6-foot tall, a height she inherited from her mother’s Norwegian bloodline. Her hair was a mess of wavy, chestnut red locks that draped her shoulders, and her face was full of freckles and tears.

			“Uncle Jerry’s lying; I didn’t steal anything!”

			Alex hugged his daughter tight. “I know, baby, I know. I’ll deal with him.” He handed Sammy his car keys. “Go wait in the car.” He kissed her on the forehead and then patted her on the shoulder. “It’ll be okay, Sam-Sam, I promise.”

			Sammy wiped her tears away with the cuff of her flannel shirt and nodded her head to her father. She smiled at Bryce and waved at him, and he waved back just as she left the room.

			“Now I see why you drink,” Bryce remarked.

			“I drink to fuel my inner sunshine, and anyways, Jerry’s gone too far this time.”

			“Hey, an argument on the said matter shall never leave these lips. However, just so you know, Barber’s in the cruiser garage waiting, said he wants to talk to you.”

			Alex chuckled. “Talk? After this shit show?” Rage stirred within Alex like a pack of ravenous, blood-hungry wolves.

			“I bet that’s gonna be the highlight of

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

OEBPS/Images/OfMenWhoWere_Cover2_1200.jpg





OEBPS/Images/SeventhStarPressLogo_Transparentbackground_Square_BW.png
Sevengf Star






OEBPS/Images/1.png





