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Vandals Anonymous

A.k.a. Name That Perp

The neon lights from the nearby pool hall reflected in the freshly washed windows of the local laundro-Smash! Never mind. Another brick shattered another window in another alley in another city, teeming with broken dreams and broken windows. Now more so on both counts. 

Hearing a crash, which he didn’t create, the perp dropped his other brick and sprinted away, leaving behind more shards of broken glass than an opera singer hitting high C in a house of mirrors. 

The fleeing vandal darted onto the sidewalk, only to hear a police siren yelp. Naturally, he quivered. A moment of jitteriness. Not much. But enough to prompt the police to bring him in for questioning. 

Officers Bronson & Tibbs arrived immediately upon receiving the call. The suspect lingered in the alley too long. He had to be the culprit, but they had no proof. He conveniently forgot to carry any form of ID, leaving the officers without a name. Plus, his prints weren’t in the system. Yet. 

At first, the sight of those cuffing cops flustered John Doe, but he gradually gained confidence for his imminent release. His confidence, however, like his wanton acts of vandalism, would soon turn out to be unjustified. 

———
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The 86th Precinct, a hulking relic from decades past, its façade worn by years of exhaust fumes and the constant press of the bustling street outside, yet still a stalwart symbol of justice. A heavy oak door with embedded stylized tempered glass and big brass door knobs, with the wood scarred from years of hurried comings and goings, led into the lobby, where the scents of stale coffee and old paper lingered. If you whiffed with enough gusto, you could also smell the stench of fingerprint ink. However, you wouldn’t want to whiff with too much gusto because you’d find other stenches you’d wish you hadn’t found. 

The walls, once painted a bright white, yellowed with time. Missing persons’ flyers, community announcements, and faded photographs cluttered the cork boards that lined the hallways. A steady hum of noise filled the air with phones ringing, officers trading stories, the soft clatter of laptop keyboards as staff entered reports into the system. And, of course, the occasional perp crying out that he or she was innocent. Especially the drunk ones, before they puked and passed out, creating more unwanted stenches. 

The squad room presented a chaotic mix of desks overflowing with case files, coffee mugs, and weary detectives, each one hardened by the city’s secrets. Yet, an unspoken camaraderie prevailed within these walls, a sense that amidst the clutter and grime, disorder and crime, a shared duty to bring some semblance of justice to their corner of a sprawling metropolis bound the officers of the 86th. All led by the Chief, who once prowled the football field. He now exuded a commanding presence and endearing humanity, shaped by years of service and a touch of complacency. 

The Chief, a tough man attempting to appear more jovial and approachable following some recent police public relations evaluations, stood 6’3”, but he rarely stood, except to visit the break room or to make a point. Leaning back in the physically most comfortable, but emotionally most challenging, and, for some odd reason, the squeakiest, office chair in the police station, the Chief oozed an authoritative charm, with his round face framed by wispy strands of silvery hair earned by a long, decorated career. His prominent, expressive gray eyes seemed to sparkle with humor, but when furrowed, they can just as easily shoot forth the double-sided daggers of law and order. 

Weighed down by the concerns of the city and his frequent overindulgence in tasty treats, the Chief’s hefty frame, akin to Oliver Hardy or The Skipper from Gilligan’s Island, sported a hefty heart topped by a hefty head, which nodded while listening to Bronson & Tibbs explain their predicament as they also helped to move his slightly skewed mahogany desk back into place. 

“Look, I know he’s, um, they’re... unorthodox.” Which was the Chief’s tactful way of saying cuckoo. “But let Detectives Gary & Garbanzo run the play. If the suspect’s guilty, he’ll, um, they’ll... score a confession.” 

The taller of the two, the one who could reach the jar off the top shelf, Tibbs gibed, “I heard he sometimes gets a confession, even if they didn’t do it.”

The Chief laughed, creating a hearty, full-bodied sound that felt contagious, reverberating like an invitation to join in on the joke. “Right. One guy stopped by to ask about zoning laws, but before he left, Garbanzo had him admitting to jaywalking, arson, and three homicides.” 

Tibbs added, “Seven hos and a pimp.” 

“Right. Right! I forgot about the seven hos and a pimp.” The Chief doubled over, laughing so hard that his desk moved askew again. “Garbanzo got seven nuns and a priest so spun around, they confessed to prostitution, drug trafficking, and overdue library books.” 

Catching his breath, he sat up straight, grabbed his battery-operated handheld fan, and moved it around in front of his face. “Woo! He was right about those books, though.” He cleared his throat. “But we’ll run defense afterwards to make sure we tackled the right culprit.” 

As Bronson smiled, sunlight filtering through the vinyl, faux-wooden Venetian blinds made his silver tooth shine, casting a funky sparkle onto the filing cabinet, owing to his losing his left front tooth in a fight at age fifteen. 

Without breaking his gaze, the Chief put his handheld fan back inside his desk. As if a Light Emitting Diode bulb went off over his head, he grinned. “If you want, we can make this interesting... fifty each.” 

The stockier of the two, the one who could open the jar after Tibbs got it off the top shelf, Bronson eyed his partner a moment and shrugged. “Sure. What harm can it do? We’ll go ask him.” 

The Chief leaned forward, inadvertently moving his desk even more. “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! You can’t just go ask him, um, them... not directly.” 

“Then... how do we ask him?” 

Tibbs nudged Bronson. “Indirectly. Obviously. Duhhh.” 

Bronson nudged Tibbs back. “But what does that mean?” 

After fiddling for a moment with his sleek, minimalist watch which his sister gave him, because he likes to keep perfect time, a reflection of his detail-oriented nature, Tibbs shrugged. 

Bronson & Tibbs both turned to listen intently as the Chief explained, “Catch him, um, them... in the break room... or by the water fountain. Huddle nearby discussing the case. Act as natural as you can. Given the,” he cleared his throat, “situation.”  

Bronson & Tibbs glanced at each other and then nodded at the Chief. 

They moved the Chief’s desk back into place as he explained, “At some point, call out things like, ‘We can’t hold this guy.’ ‘You and I both know he did it. But we don’t have any evidence.’ ‘The only way we can arrest him is if he confesses.’” The Chief pondered a moment, trying to recall some other useful tidbit of important trivia. “Oh yeah, and somewhere use the phrase ‘in good conscience,’ because that one usually seals the deal.” 

Bronson furrowed his brow. “What if he doesn’t go to any of those places?” 

Tibbs added, “At least, not soon.” 

The Chief chuckled. “Simple. You put white chocolate chip macadamia nut cookies in the break room and then announce that, so he, um, they... can hear you. Don’t worry, he’ll, um, they’ll... get there pronto.” 

Bronson and Tibbs gazed expectantly at their boss. 

The Chief let his self-perceived role as coach go to his head as he grabbed the megaphone off his back shelf, and, knowing this bold move would be a Hail Mary pass, he spoke with immaculate enunciation, “White. Chocolate. Chip. Macadamia. Nut. Cookies.” 

Bronson & Tibbs repeated in unison: “White. Chocolate. Chip. Macadamia. Nut. Cookies.” 

The Chief put his megaphone back. “The bakery two blocks down carries them.” 

Tibbs asked, “You mean City Sweets & Treats?” 

“Right.”  

Bronson leaned forward. “Why’s it gots to be white?”

“White... white chocolate’s a fancy way of saying vanilla.” The Chief squirmed, feeling uncharacteristically uncomfortable. “How about this? I’ll phone it in. The station will prepay the order. When you pick them up; give the owner the code word Garbanzo.” 

Bronson gave a single head nod and stood up straight. 

The Chief sighed. “Send his, um, their... driver to me. The kid. So we can take him off the field and then go!” He clapped his hands twice and pointed to the door, calling after them. “Bring me the big blueberry scone! And the mint chocolate brownies for the kid.” 

Still shaking from the near confrontation and a potential HR investigation, the Chief heard Tibbs chuckling. “Yo, man. Can’t believe you said ‘gots’ to the Chief.” 

“And he got all flustered, which is crazy, ‘cause we’re the same color!” 

The Chief glanced at his dark hands and nodded. 

Bronson & Tibbs high-fived and roared, “Booyah!” 

As the joint laughter of those two officers faded in the distance, the Chief sighed and sat back down, but somehow, in doing so, he shifted his desk askew again. He shook his head and huffed. “Hmmph.”

———
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Strutting like the Wise Man who brought gold instead of frankincense and myrrh, Bronson carried the box of cookies into the break room after circling Gary & Garbanzo’s desk three times to ensure Gary got a wondrous whiff of City Sweets & Treats’ freshly baked aroma, while Tibbs announced like a town crier of yore: “Fresh-baked white chocolate chip macadamia nut cookies in the break room!” 

As Gary’s burnt sienna eyes, some might even say atomic tangerine or even mango tango, depending on how big a box of Crayola crayons they have, looked up, Garbanzo muttered in a distinctively playful voice with a slightly nasal quality that gave it a mischievous charm with a casual tone, laced with a hint of sarcasm, “Ya’ do know it’s uh setup. Wite? Uh T... R... A... P. Ya’ gotta have dat much sense still left in ya’ nincompoop noodle-bwained noggin’.” 

Gary nodded and replied with a gentle, calming voice and a warm, soothing tone that conveyed genuine kindness and empathy, “White chocolate chip macadamia nut cookies.” The slight sing-song quality in his words provided a reassuring and comforting feeling. “They wouldn’t get those if it weren’t important. This is our job. We’re cops. Let’s serve and protect.”

“Yeah, yeah. More like eat and devour,” Garbanzo replied. “Doesn’t seem fair. I’m gonna do all duh work. And ya’ gonna eat all duh cookies.”

Gary mused, “If life were fair, the world wouldn’t need police officers.” 

Garbanzo intoned somewhat threateningly, “Stay in ya’ lane, dunderhead. Ya’ jest duh twans-port. Got dat? I’m duh funny one!” 

———
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The break room at the 86th Precinct, a cramped, windowless space tucked away in a forgotten corner of the building, had a worn linoleum floor with patches where the pattern faded entirely. The overhead fluorescent light flickered occasionally, casting a dim glow. A mismatched collection of chairs surrounded a dented aluminum table, its surface scarred by years of hastily eaten meals and restless drumming fingers. 

The refrigerator, covered in magnets and faded cartoons, hummed loudly, its contents a mix of forgotten lunches and questionable leftovers, including some petrified doughnuts from the Paleolithic Era. 

A coffee maker, perpetually brewing a pot of bitter, over-extracted coffee, sat on the counter beside a stack of mismatched mugs, each one emblazoned with a different inspiring slogan: “World’s Greatest Dad!” “Badges Are Beautiful!” “Bust ‘Em All! Let The D.A. Sort ‘Em Out!” 

The microwave, its buttons worn smooth, stood nearby, often accompanied by the faint stench of burnt popcorn. Despite the drab surroundings, the break room gave the officers a moment of respite—sharing a joke, swapping stories, or simply sitting in silence, finding a brief escape from the pressures of the job. What Bond, James Bond, might call A Quantum of Solace. 

To prevent others from getting to the freshly baked cookies before Gary & Garbanzo, Bronson & Tibbs blocked the way to the box of happiness they set on the Formica® countertop. They felt so strongly about this that they even turned away Officer Tamala “The Temptress” Turner, whom they both hoped to ask out sometime soon. Which was why they each promised to let her know when the cookies would be available for the rest of the station. 

Officer Turner! Her striking, curvaceous features commanded attention with the sharp lines of her cheekbones softened by a subtle flush and piercing amber eyes that shifted between steely determination and warm empathy. Her hair, a cascade of dark waves, framed a face that embodied the wisdom of experience and the allure of mystery with lots and lots of alluring allure for sure!  

Her tailored jacket and crisp shirt highlighted her athletic build, a blend of strength and elegance, while her badge gleamed at her hip like a quiet declaration of authority. The straight male and lesbian female officers often prayed she’d go undercover as a call girl or yoga instructor, so they could see her in a sexier outfit. On her, however, even a parka or a tarp looked sexy. 

Turner knew the Gary & Garbanzo Get-A-Confession Game. She’d played a couple times herself. Once to catch a thief. The other, an arsonist. But she wanted to see if Bronson and/or Tibbs would simply let her have one. Before leaving, she nodded, offering a flirty smile to each because she liked to keep her options open. 

While Bronson & Tibbs bickered over which one of them received the sexiest come-on smile from Turner, Gary looked from side to side as he stepped tentatively into the break room with Garbanzo, like a young man invited to Jeffrey Dahmer’s place for dinner. 

Garbanzo said softly, “T... R... A... P.” 

Gary replied softly, “I know. I know. But it’s such a tasty T... R... A... P.” 

Bronson & Tibbs gawked at the surreal sight of Gary & Garbanzo, who looked so Twilight Zone-ish, especially the episodes The Dummy and Caesar and Me, that Bronson & Tibbs expected to find Rod Serling narrating from a darkened corner while smoking a Chesterfield and sporting an Eagle Clothes suit from Kuppenheimer, all the while submitting wild ideas for our approval and spouting about signposts and other dimensions. Meanwhile, Marius Constant’s eerie yet catchy four-note motif resounded deep within their psyches. Doo doot doo doo. Doo doot doo doo. 

They stepped aside as Gary & Garbanzo approached the cookie box. After he and Tibbs finished gawking and regained a mere modicum of composure, Bronson sighed. “We can’t hold this guy.” 

Gary’s eyes widened with intrigue as he looked up from the box of his favorite cookies. 

Garbanzo muttered softly again, “T... R... A... P.” 

Tibbs shook his head. “But he’s dangerous. How can we, in good conscience, let a monster like that back on the street? You and I both know he did it.” 

Bronson shrugged. “But we don’t have any evidence. The only way we can arrest him is... if he confesses.” 

Having already devoured his first cookie, Gary nibbled on his second, but his version of nibble felt akin to how sharks in a feeding frenzy dine. 

Tibbs looked down as if defeated. “No one’s gonna confess when they know we don’t have any proof.” 

Bronson also looked down, whispering to his partner. “We said everything. Why isn’t this working?” 

Tibbs shrugged and called out again, “In good conscience.” 

Nothing! No response! Zippity doo dah! Even the surefire clincher fizzled. Twice! Both Bronson & Tibbs stared at the faded floor, looking defeated, glad the station paid for those cookies instead of them, while Gary gobbled another white chocolate chip macadamia nut cookie like a piranha on cheat day, savoring each millisecond with insane delight. 

Gary grabbed another couple of cookies and called out, “Gee, thanks guys. These taste superb,” before turning to leave. 

Still gazing down, Tibbs nodded and said, “No problem.” He nudged his partner. 

Bronson, still looking down as well, said, “In good conscience.” He sighed and added, “But it’s worse than that, Tibbs. Not only don’t we have any evidence... we don’t even know his name.” 

Gary stopped mid-step in the doorway as Garbanzo raised his head, turned back, and shouted, “I’m in!” 

———
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A stark, utilitarian space designed to strip away any sense of comfort or distraction, the interrogation room had walls painted a dull, institutional gray. Dangling overhead, a single light cast a harsh glare on the steel table at the center of the room. Two wrought iron chairs faced each other across the table. Their legs scraped against the scuffed Linoleum® floor whenever they moved, making a nerve-wracking screech resembling fingernails on a chalkboard. 

A large, one-way mirror adorned the west wall, allowing unseen eyes to witness the proceedings from the adjacent observation room. The air felt cool, almost cold, and carried a faint hint of disinfectant, mingled with the metallic tang of anxiety and broken dreams that seemed to cling to this space. The atmosphere felt heavy and charged with the tension of countless confrontations with suspects shifting uneasily in their seats, officers leaning in with questions meant to pry open secrets. 

In this room, time seemed to stretch, every tiiiiiiick-toccccccck of the wall clock echoing in the silence as the battle of wills played out under the unforgiving light. Especially now as the detective, some might say two detectives, Gary & Garbanzo sat across from John Doe. 

A sad, befuddled, disheveled man in his mid-30s, 5’5”, he weighed only 137 pounds, with most of that weight being his long, greasy, brown hair. Wearing jeans as faded as his dreams, Doe sat slumped in an iron chair, sweating. His bloodshot, nomad eyes darted back and forth like a caged cougar, making sure not to make eye contact with either of them. Especially the one. His right leg bounced nervously under the table. His inner voice repeated its newfound mantra: You’re a tough guy, so act tough. Keep your mouth shut. And don’t look them in their–

–Too late. The suspect blinked. Repeatedly. He’d heard rumors about this but never thought they’d be true. Like Elvis faking his death. Or the moon landings*. Yet, here he was, John Doe. Staring at a one-man good cop/bad cop routine. Neither side of the steel table spoke yet. They just eyed each other, sizing the other up. 


*Publisher’s Note: Clearly, that’s just a joke. Nobody really thinks Elvis faked the moon landings. Or vice versa, that the moon landings faked Elvis. 


Doe gulped, remembering the key part of the rumor: No matter how crazy the interrogation got, he... or they... always got a confession. However, he knew he’d be alright. He didn’t plan on ratting himself out to a worn-out old vaudeville act turned detective. 

Police officers worked with what they had, which, in this case, was nothing. Nada. Zilch! The proverbial void at the center of a traditional doughnut. Indeed, Doe quivered when he emerged from the alley and encountered the police. However, anyone anywhere in the world will tell you: A quiver’s not enough to get a conviction. At least, not since the barbarian days of long ago, back when beheading was a common happenstance, even for jaywalking. So all John Doe had to do was keep the cops thinking he was John Doe and, by all means, no matter what, not confess. 

The Chief and the seasoned detectives at the 86th precinct knew one important fact, which Bronson & Tibbs were about to learn as well: When you lack viable evidence, let Gary & Garbanzo interrogate the suspect, because Garbanzo will get a confession. 

Gary sat across from John, leaning in, his face warm with concern. Although he smiled reassuringly, Doe didn’t see that smile nor feel that reassurance because his eyes stared, maybe even glared, more like gawked, at Garbanzo. In this scenario, or in any scenario for that matter, Garbanzo was clearly the bad cop, while Gary was the good one. Gary always served as a good cop, especially when his sanity wasn’t held in question. 

Garbanzo being the bad cop wasn’t why Doe stared at him. Doe stared at Garbanzo in disbelief with a deeply furrowed, sweating brow because Gary held Garbanzo on his lap. Because Gary was a ventriloquist, and Garbanzo was his dummy. And yet, they both wore badges. 

Doe, a dear, but not a female dear, remembered being creeped out by clowns when he was a child. As a not-so-dear adult, he realized that none of that eeriness compared to this. A grown man sat across from him, holding a wooden puppet wearing matching clothes. Ewww! 

While the eerie silence bounced off the walls of the interrogation room, Garbanzo raised his fluffy red eyebrows. 

The ick factor of it all slithered up Doe’s spine, giving him goosebumps and cold sweats, so he finally blurted out, “What is this? What’s going on?” 

Gary politely tipped his police cap, which sat atop his neatly trimmed, reddish-brown hair. His black-rimmed glasses magnified his lively, questioning eyes as he re-smiled his reassuring smile. Although seen by Doe this time, he still didn’t feel reassured. Gary said, “This is an interrogation.” 

With his matching painted red hair a much brighter shade of red than his partner’s, Garbanzo chuckled his infamous, trademarked chuckle and gibed, “Yeah, day don’t call it duh in-tare-woh-gation woom ‘cuz it’s uh sauna, buddy. Ya’ see any steam? I don’t see any steam.” 

Doe slammed the table. “I didn’t ask to be here! I was just walking down an alley.”

Garbanzo lifted his head slightly while raising his eyebrows again. “Yeah, sure. Jest takin’ a stwoll twoo uh glass-covered dett twap. Weel scenic wout ya’ picked, pal.”

Gary offset his partner’s sarcastic, putrid vitriol by saying in a soft voice, not unlike Mr. Rogers: “Look, no one’s saying you did anything illegal... yet... We want to clear up a few things. Simple conversation. You can relax. No pressure.” 

Gary pushed his 30-inch “tall” wooden partner across the table toward Doe’s face as Garbanzo relayed, “Yeah. Naw pwessure... except for duh part where we need ya’ name. But hey, take ya’ time, buddy. We’ve got all day.” Garbanzo’s head spun around for added emphasis. “But wee-member: It’s summer. So diss day’s gonna last uh lot longer den ya’ might like.” 

Doe wanted to slam the table again but refrained from doing so with Garbanzo that close to his face. He muttered through clenched teeth, “I already told you, ‘I’m John Doe.’ That’s all you need to know.”

Garbanzo gibed, “Uh weel poet law-we-yet. Diss one. So what are ya’? Uh charter member of Vandals Anonymous?” 

Gary stood up, naturally taking Garbanzo with him. While Gary paced back and forth, Garbanzo hammered, “John Doe, huh? Sure, okay. But ya’ don’t look like uh John. Maybe uh... Burton?” 

Gary’s eyes darted back to study Doe’s face. 

Doe gulped at Gary’s soul-penetrating gaze. 

Garbanzo hammered away: “Naw? Not Burton? All-wite, all-wite, how about uh... Birdy?”

Doe gritted his teeth. “Stop messing around. This isn’t funny!”

“Ain’t it though?” asked Garbanzo, with his eyebrows fluttering up and down and his head whirling around. “Wee-hee-heeeee!” 

As Gary continued to pace his 5’6” frame, he studied Doe’s face, while Garbanzo kept hammering away the lies to chisel the statue of truth. “Or wait... what about Billy? Ya’ got dat Billy vibe goin’ on. Naw? Tough nut ta’ quack. Diss one.”

Doe gulped and quivered. A tough nut to crack... but about to bust wide open. 

Gary sighed and sat down. “Hey, Garbanzo’s trying to help, Mister Doe. If we knew your real name, we could figure out what happened a lot faster.”

He said that with a friendly smile, but then he shoved Garbanzo closer to Doe’s face. 

Garbanzo declared, “Bobby. It’s Bobby, ain’t it? Yeah, I’m gittin’ uh stwong Bobby energy fwum ya’.” 

Doe gasped. Or rather, Bobby gasped! “What the? How did you? I never said”–

–Muffled gasps and applause resounded behind the one-way mirror. 

Garbanzo snickered with sinister delight. “Bobby, yeah. Well, look at dat, we’re makin’ pwah-gwess all-weddy. I’m on uh woll here. Want me ta’ guess ya’ last name too?”

Bobby fidgeted so hard, his bouncing right leg smacked the bottom of the steel table. “Ow!” He winced. “No way... there’s no way...”

Garbanzo cackled, “Yeah. But ya’ taut dat about ya’ first name too. Didn’t ya’?... Bobbbbbbbyyyyyyyyyy.” 

Gary moved Garbanzo to the side so he could lean forward and smile. “Why don’t you tell us your last name? If you’re innocent, you shouldn’t have anything to hide.” 

“But dat’s uh big IF. Ain’t it, Bobby Boy?”

Bobby rubbed his aching right knee. “I already told you! My last name is Doe!” 

Gary nodded. “So your name is Bobby Doe.” 

Bobby folded his arms as he gave a quick nod back. 

Garbanzo asked, “So why don’t ya’ tell us ya’ weel last name, Bobby?” 

Gary gazed directly into his partner’s eyes and said, “Now, Garbanzo, he said his last name’s Doe. I would think he’d know his own last name. Why would he lie? He seems like a fine fellow. A fine fellow indeed.” 

Garbanzo’s eyebrows fluttered up and down as he leaned toward Bobby. “Ya’ see what kind of dummy I hafta work wit here! It’s widiculous! But my feet can’t take me where I wanna go. So I’m stuck wit diss clown. Litter-woolly stuck. He’s on my backside like uh humongous hem-muh-woid.” 

Gary looked down, as if deeply insulted by his partner. 

Garbanzo gazed at Gary. “Come on. Don’t cwy, goofy guy. We’ll lose all cwedibility in fwunt of duh perp.” 

Gary looked up. “He’s not a perp. He’s a suspect.” 

Garbanzo’s head shook from side-to-side. “Nawww. Uh suspect would give us his weel name. But uh perp wouldn’t. Uh perp would play silly mind games.” 

Gary nodded. “You know, Garbanzo. That makes excellent sense.” 

Garbanzo replied, “I like ta’ call it: Excel-sense.” 

Bobby rolled his eyes. “Can I go now? Are you about done with your goofy little puppet show?” 

He didn’t know. He’d never met them before. He’d only heard rumors. But one thing that one should never say in front of Gary & Garbanzo was the P-word. 

With his eyes popping forward, Garbanzo shrieked, “WHAT’D YA’ JEST SAY?!?” 

Bobby gulped and wet himself, which explained why his leg previously shook much more than a normal perp’s leg would shake. Even a guilty one’s. 

Gary shook his head. “That wasn’t a pleasant thing to say, Bobby. You really are acting more like a perp than a suspect after all. Why’d you do it? Why’d you vandalize that alley?” 

Bobby gulped. “I–I–I didn’t. I just cut through there. I didn’t know it’d be so messed up.” 

Gary leaned forward. “Then why did you quiver... at the sight of police officers? Why were you so... jittery?” 

Bobby’s eyes darted back and forth a moment. “Wouldn’t you be? I came out of a trashed alley only to find cops waiting there. I thought maybe a crook was on the loose.” 

Spewing with unbridled rage, Garbanzo moved forward in front of Bobby’s face: “Ya’ mean uh cwook like ya’self?! Duh King of Vandals!!!” 

Unbelievably so, Bobby wet himself more. He stuttered, unable to speak. 

“Clue number one in detective school, sport,” said Garbanzo. “Innocent people don’t stutter when asked uh question.” 

“Unless they have a stutter.” 

Bam! Garbanzo head-butted Gary. “Shut up, dummy! Duh gwownups are twyin’ ta’ talk.” 

Gary pouted, visibly and invisibly hurt. 

Garbanzo mocked, “‘Unless day have uh stutter,’” then continued normally, well, normal for him anyway, “But if day don’t, day don’t stutter when asked
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