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“God in Heaven,” Patrol Officer Tracy O’Neil whispered as she peered around the corner and watched the approaching car. She was parked alongside the Fire House on Huntington Road, directly in front of Bunnell High School. She was on foot, her car hidden from view. She was used to that trick; kids could see her a mile away and always slowed down. Most of them had radar detectors in their cars. The wealthier kids  now had the new Motorola MicroTAC  mobile phones, and could call each other to broadcast the whereabouts of the police, all for a mere $2,995.00. Tracy yelled for the firemen to get ready, and ran back to her cruiser.

The car, a brand new Ford Mustang GT, was coming up Huntington Avenue  at a ridiculous rate of speed. It was also doing some lane weaving. Tracy pulled forward and aimed her radar at the car; it registered 106 mph. The car went past her and suddenly swerved wildly to the right. It slammed into a telephone pole, dislodging the electric transformer above from its mounts. The 500 pound transformer fell on top of the passenger side of the car.

Three firemen ran towards the car; a boy opened the driver’s door, undid his seat belt, and staggered out into the street. He was laughing, and stank of beer.

“Hold on, Skippy!” Tracy yelled. “Ya get over here with your mitts where I can see ‘em.”

“Screw you, copper,” the boy gurgled. “I’m going home. Piss off.”

“Aye, home it will be, after you get out of the lockup,” Tracy smiled, and slammed the boy in the side of  the head with her night stick. She dragged him away from the car, which was starting to smoke.

One of the firemen waved at the station house for a truck to come over. He walked over to Tracy. “There’s a girl in the car,” he said. “She’s dead. The transformer crushed her head.”

“Get her I.D. before that piece of shit bursts into flames,” Tracy said. “I got to tend to Richard Petty over here.” She went over to the boy, who was just coming to, and  cuffed his hands behind his back. He squinted up at her. “Who you want, bitch?”

“You, asshole,” Tracy smiled as she frisked him. “And I got you good. You’re going to do twenty years for what you just done.” She took his wallet and looked at his license. “My my, who do we have here,” she smiled. “Gary Linnear, son of State Representative Richard Linnear. He’s gonna be real proud of you, boy, you murderin’ piece of shit.”

“I didn’t kill nobody,” the boy said, and threw up on himself.

“Ya killed your girly pal in the front seat,” Tracy smiled as she put on surgical gloves. “She’s deader than Julius Caesar, thanks to you.” She took out a plastic evidence bag and scraped the vomit into it. “Thanks for givin’ me the sample,” she smiled. “Now I don’t have to get no warrant at the hospital.”

“I ain’t going to no hospital,” Linnear muttered.

“Yes you are,” Tracy smiled. “One way or the other. “I think you got a broke rib or two.”

“Do not,” Linnear grumbled. Tracy slammed her night stick into his side three times. “Ya do now,” she smiled as the boy’s mouth flew open in agony.

A fireman came over and handed her the girl’s wallet. “Betty Guilfoyle,” he said softly. “Her father Ron owns Guilfoyle’s Hardware on Paradise Green. He’s a real good guy.”

“Well, this will make his day,” Tracy sighed. “Should have taught little Betty here to hang out with a better class of people. Can you transport this asshole to the hospital for me?”

“Sure. Maybe I’ll stop off at Guilfoyle’s with him on the way,” the fireman grinned.

“Ya don’t do that,” Tracy said evenly. “Let the law work its will. How bad does she look?”

“Closed coffin,” the fireman said. “It’s bad.”

“I’ll call Bridewell,” Tracy sighed. “Cut that car open so they can get her out. And check for open liquor containers.”

“I’ve seen that kid speeding up here before,” the fireman said.

“Yeah. Last time for everything,” Tracy said. “I guarantee you won’t see him again.”

“Tracy went back to HQ to file a report an hour after Bridewell had cleared the scene. She saw Carole and handed her a copy of the file, gory photos and all. “Here ya go, Chief. This’ll fix what ails you.”

“My God,” Carole said when she saw the first photo. “Who was this?”

“Betty Guilfoyle. I imagine she’s looked better. Asshole kid she took up with drove into a pole on Huntington Road at 106 miles an hour. He walked away. She didn’t. He’s a State Rep’s kid; Linnear be his name. Drunk as a skunk, he were. I wrote him up for negligent homicide and a few other things.”

“Uh oh,” Carole said. “Here we go again.”

“Yeah. Have a nice day,” Tracy smiled.  
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“Representative Linnear’s office,” A girl said in a bored tone. “How can I help you?”  

“This is Chief Carole Larsen, Stratford Police Department. I need to talk to Mr. Linnear.”

“He ain’t here,” the girl said irritably. “You with some Police Union or something?”

“I told you who I was,” Carole snapped. “Are you deaf as well as stupid?”

“Whoa,” the girl said. “I don’t have to take that from you. I said he ain’t here.”

“Well, darling, you better go find him. His kid is under arrest for vehicular manslaughter and DWI.”

“Hold on,” the girl said, and put Carole  on hold. Three minutes later, Linnear came on the line.

“My son did what?” he exclaimed. “Is this a prank?”

“Nope,” Carole said. “You can call me back if you like at the Stratford P.D.”

“All right, what happened,” Linnear sighed. “I’m sure this is just a big misunderstanding.”

“Your kid Gary had enough beer in him to float the Titanic, and drove into a phone pole at 106 miles an hour on Huntington Road in front of one of my officers. The girl riding with him is dead as a result. I just thought I’d give you a heads up so you can hire a lawyer.”

“Maybe it was a mechanical failure,” Linnear said nervously.

“Spare me the bullshit, Linnear,” Carole sighed. “Your kid registered a blood alcohol content close to fatal. We have the radar tape, and three eye witnesses from the Stratford Fire Department. They recovered twenty empty beer cans from his car and the other four full ones he never got to, and an empty pint of Vodka.”

“Did the officer have a warrant to have his blood alcohol content measured?”

“I cannot discuss that with you. You’ll have to talk to the prosecutor.”

“Who has the case?”

“Katherine Anne Larsen.”

“She’s the District Attorney,” Linnear said nervously.

“I know. She’s taking a personal interest in this case. Bye,” she smiled, and hung up.

“What did he say?” Mike Capri said as he stuck his head in the door.

“Whined like the little bitch he is,” Carole smiled. “Order me a pizza.”

Bridgeport Superior Court

Golden Hill St.

Bridgeport, Connecticut

August, 1989

––––––––
[image: ]


“The State of Connecticut versus Gary J Linnear,” the clerk intoned. “Negligent Homicide, Vehicular Manslaughter, Speeding, Reckless Driving, Possession of an Open Container of Alcohol in a Motor Vehicle, Driving Under the Influence, Failure to Drive in the Established Lane, Interfering With  a Police Officer, and Resisting Arrest.”

“All right,” Judge Stevens said eagerly. “That’s what I like to hear. This won’t be a boring case. Counsel of record.” 

“Attorney Jack J. Goldstein Esquire for the Defendant, Your Honor.” 

“You again? And who represents the State?”

“District  Attorney Katherine Anne Larsen for the State, Your Honor.”

“Oh. Is Maximum Brenda on vacation?” Stevens smiled.

“No, Your Honor. I decided to prosecute this myself because of the egregious and cavalier manner in which the Defendant caused the death of a Stratford resident.”

“I see. How does your client plead, Mr. Goldstein?” Stevens said.

“Not Guilty, Your Honor.”

“As you wish,” Stevens said. “I’ve seen the file. I suggest you go talk to Miss Larsen. Come back in ten minutes. That should be long enough for her to tell you where to go.”

Goldstein got up and went into the conference room, Katie in tow.

“All right,” he sighed. “What do you want? I assume you know who this kid’s father is.”

“I don’t care who his father is,” Katie said. “His father wasn’t driving. He has nothing to say about this. Junior is twenty; he can stand on his own.”

“I asked you what you want.”

“You’ll find out when I charge the jury,” Katie smiled.

“Come on,” Goldstein sighed. “Spare me the histrionics. My client is willing to plead guilty to a lesser degree of manslaughter. We’ll accept Probation and Community Service with a suspended sentence of three years.”

“Go fuck yourself,” Katie smiled. “Is that plain enough for you?”

“What did you say to me?” Goldstein bristled. 

“You heard me,” Katie said. “Your client caused the death of a girl who never made a mistake in her life except for taking a ride home with this puke. He drank beer and Vodka all the way, and she has to have a closed coffin as a result. No deals. Not now, not ever. He’s going to get the maximum sentence a jury will give him. And I might remind you, I’m pretty damn good at my job. When I get through calling witnesses and showing pictures of the girl’s squashed head, the jury will want to hang that little bastard in the parking lot.”

“I will vigorously defend my client,” Goldstein bristled.

“And you’ll get your ass handed to you like you did last time,” Katie smiled. “How’s Van Abel doing? Can he sit down yet?”

“You have to give me something,” Goldstein said, pulling at his collar. “It’s a matter of principal. Some day you might need me.”

“I’ll kill myself if the day ever comes when I have to stoop so low as to need a creep like you,” Katie said.

“I’m a good lawyer,” Goldstein whined. “What’s the least you’ll take?”

“Thirty years, straight up with no parole.”

“That’s a long time,” Goldstein said.

“So is being dead,” Katie said. “Tell you what. I’ll let him off with half an hour in a locked room with Ron Guilfoyle.”

“You can’t do that.”

“I wish I could,” Katie said. “Because that’s what he really deserves. I’d do it myself, but I can’t.”

“I have to talk to his father,” Goldstein smirked.

“Talk all you want. The kid is an adult. Daddy isn’t a party to this case.”

“We’ll see about that,” Goldstein smiled.

“Be Careful, Jack,” Katie nodded. “Don’t cross any lines. I’m watching you, too. Any funny business, any witness tampering or attempting to get a judge you can pay off, and away you go.”

“You really think I’d do something like that?” Goldstein laughed.

“All day and twice on Sunday,” Katie smiled. “Tell you what; my period hasn’t started yet, so I’m still in a reasonably good mood. Final offer. Twenty five years, and he does it all. Going once, going twice.....”

“No deal,” Goldstein snapped.

“Excellent,” Katie said. “Let’s go give the Judge the good news.”

“All right, we will schedule a trial date,” Stevens said. “See the clerk.”

“What about bail, Your Honor?” Goldstein said.

“What about it?” Stevens laughed. “I know; we’ll release him and make him a driving instructor. He is remanded; no bail.”  
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“She won’t listen to reason, Phil,” Goldstein said. “She is completely obsessed with this case. She’s the Chief of Detectives’ cousin, you know.”

“Isn’t that a conflict of interest?”

“Not really. Chief Larsen had nothing to do with the arrest.”

“Who did?”

“Tracy O’Neil, a Patrol Officer.”

“I want her fired,” Linnear snapped.

“That isn’t going to happen,” Goldstein said. “Chief Larsen is a crusader. She went to high school with the new Chief of Police, too. I hate to say it, Phil, but it was a good bust.”

“What about that rat Stevens? What’s his price?”

“Don’t even think about it. Stevens is not bribable.”

“Everybody is bribable,” Linnear laughed. “If he won’t take a payoff, figure out a way to get him off the case and find a judge who will.”

“I can’t do things like that,” Goldstein said. “I’d lose my license.” He looked over at the telephone, which he just knew had already been bugged by that snippy Larsen bitch. “Let me do it the right way. Meet me for a drink when you get home. The usual spot.”

“Fine. You better fix this, Jack. My kid doesn’t belong in jail with common criminals. And who’s the little tramp he was with?”

“Local girl. Ron Guilfoyle’s daughter.”

“Christ,” Linnear sighed. “He’s one of those crazed Vietnam killers, isn’t he?”

“He was a Pathfinder and an Airborne Ranger,” Goldstein said. “They parachuted behind enemy lines and killed their way out. We’ll talk tonight.” He hung up before Linnear said something else to incriminate himself. Later that night, he met Linnear at a pub on Main Street. “What the hell is wrong with you?” he exclaimed. “Talking about bribing judges on an open line. If they were listening in, you’re in big trouble.”

“Screw them,” Linnear said as he pounded down his fourth Scotch. “I have more juice than that copper. And the only one who can do anything to me is the Speaker, and I have a dossier on him that could get him life. He has a taste for little boys,” Linnear smirked.

“You don’t know Katie Larsen,” Goldstein said. “She’ll have you arrested and put your nuts in a vise. If you try to trade the Speaker, you’ll both get locked up.”

“She can’t,” Linnear smirked. “What we discussed is covered under attorney-client privilege.”

“The privilege does not extend to criminal activity,” Goldstein said.

“That’s a hard case to make. I was upset. I wasn’t thinking straight.”

“You want to sell that load of shit in front of Stevens? He’ll bury you.”

“I said it to you, not the judge. Speaking of which, I’m going to fix this problem the old fashioned way. I’m going to have him killed.”

“My God, you’ve lost your mind,” Goldstein whispered. “I’m no angel, but I draw the line at murder. Stop thinking like that. Your kid is going to do time, and a lot of it. They have him cold, and Larsen wants a jury trial. They’ll hang him out to dry. He has no chance, Phil. There is no judge on Earth stupid enough to overturn a jury verdict with that kind of evidence, no matter how much you pay him.”

“Then find one who will,” Linnear said. “I have five million in a campaign slush fund, non taxable. It’s mine to do with as I please. Stevens goes, and his replacement will be offered 2 million dollars cash to make sure my kid never does a day in jail. If he won’t take the money, I’ll have his whole family killed and make him watch. When he’s acquitted, we’re moving to a nice little island where there is no extradition treaty, and Gary can bang Spanish sluts all day. Those people are inferior to us anyway,” he shrugged. “They deserve whatever happens to them. End of problem.”

“All right,” Goldstein sighed, “but I didn’t hear that. I want no part of this. Anything you do is on you. I have to go. I have some papers to draw up to try to get your kid out of Hell while he can still walk.” He got up and left. 

Linnear finished his Scotch and lurched out to the parking lot. He never noticed the girl six feet away at the bar with the cane, sipping a lemonade. The girl turned off a tape recorder and took out a police radio. “Dispatch, this is Lieutenant Larsen. There is a blue 1988 Cadillac leaving the Stratford Pub on Main Street. The driver is severely intoxicated. Send Officer O’Neil. No mercy.” 

Linnear was near the Post Office when Tracy pulled out of North Avenue and started dogging him with her lights off. When they got to Paradise Green, she hit the headlights and the light bar.

“What the........” Linnear sighed when he saw the cruiser on his tail. “Like I need this shit.” He pulled over and rolled down the window. Tracy walked up to the car, her holster unsnapped.

“Shut the car off and hands on the wheel, Sport,” she said. “Wow, somebody’s been havin’ at the  bottle tonight, eh, Jacko?”

“What did you call me?” Linnear said.

“Shut up and do what you’re told, unless you got a thing for stitches and Tylenol. License and Registration. Real slow, too. I got me an itchy trigger finger.”

Linnear handed over the paperwork.

“Aye, I thought so,” Tracy grinned. “It’s the boy’s daddy. Runs in the family, do it?”

“What does?” Linnear snapped.

“Bein’ a drunk asshole,” Tracy said. “Out of the car, Skippy, and step to the rear of the vehicle. Hands on the trunk, and spread ‘em.”

“Do you know who I am?” Linnear grumbled.

“Aye, I do,” Tracy smiled. “My best collar of the day,” she said as she patted him down. “Oh, he got a piece, does he?” she smiled as she took a nine millimeter out of Linnear’s waistband. “Got a permit for this?”

“Yes. I’m a State Representative.”

“Today ya might be,” Tracy shrugged as an ambulance pulled up behind them, lights twirling, followed by a local TV camera crew who filmed the entire event. “Tomorrow might be a different story.” She cuffed Linnear as Bridewell walked up to them, a device in her hands.

“Hello, Phil,” she smiled. “Nice to see you again.”

“Jesus, not you,” Linnear sighed. “They leave the bird cage unlocked at the zoo?”

“You aren’t funny,” Bridewell snapped. “Then again, you never were funny. You graduated in 1965, right?”

“Yeah. So what?”

“Nothing,” Bridewell smiled. “We’re going to perform a little test to see  how much alcohol you have in your system.” She held up the device.

“What the hell is that?” Linnear said.

“Lion Intoximeter 3000,” Bridewell smiled. “See the thing sticking out? Wrap your fat little lips around it and blow,” she giggled. “You remember how to do that, don’t you?”

“If he don’t he’ll learn right quick while he’s doin’ time for drunk drivin’,” Tracy nodded. “Queen of the May, he’ll be.”

“I don’t have to do this,” Linnear said. “I want a lawyer.”

“With or without panties and lip gloss?” Bridewell smirked. “You refuse to be tested, and it’s an automatic DWI arrest.”

“Why did God make a piece of shit like you,” Linnear sighed.

“To make men like you miserable,” Bridewell smiled. “I’m pretty good at it, wouldn’t you say?”

“Take the damn test or I’ll stick the thing up your arse,” Tracy snapped. “We ain’t got all night.”

“Screw the both of you,” Linnear said as he blew into the device.

“That would require a penis,” Bridewell smiled. “Something you lack, according to your prom date. Oh my,” she said as she looked at the meter. “You broke the record. 2.2.”

“Aye, he must be Irish,” Tracy giggled. 

“English,” Linnear sneered. “We’re better than the Irish.”

“With them lips you got I’m not surprised,” Tracy said. “Ya won’t be goin’ home tonight, Sport. Come with me. You’re under arrest for DWI and carrying a firearm while intoxicated, exceeding the posted speed limit, failure to drive in the established lane, and engaging in pursuit.”

“I did no such thing!” Linnear yelled as Tracy hauled him past the cameras to her car. “I stopped right away!”

“A mile after I got on you,” Tracy said. “Tell it to the judge. See who he believes; me or a drunk asshole like you.”

“She’s trying to set me up!” Linnear yelled at the camera crew as a dark stain spread across the front of his slacks. The crew laughed at him as Bridewell held up the meter for them to film.

“In you go, Sport,” Tracy said as she shoved Linnear into the back seat of her car with a gigantic German Shepherd. “Don’t be pettin’ my dog, neither. He ain’t had dinner yet.”

“Nice doggy,” Linnear grinned as he pulled his knees up. The dog growled at him, lifted his leg, and peed all over Linnear’s trousers.

“Now that’s what I call a good dog,” Tracy said as she called headquarters.  
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“The State of Connecticut versus Philip Linnear,” the clerk smirked. “Speeding, Engaging in Pursuit, Driving Under the Influence, Failure to Drive in the Established Lane, Threatening a Public Official in the First Degree, and Conspiracy to Commit Murder For Hire.” 

“This is becoming a family affair,” Judge Stevens said. “Counsel of record.” 

“Attorney Jack J. Goldstein Esquire for the Defendant, Your Honor.” 

“What a surprise. And who represents the State?”

“Assistant District Attorney Brenda Tuscadero-DiCenzo for the State, Your Honor.”

“How does your client plead, Mr. Goldstein?”

“My client wishes to plead the Alford Doctrine on the motor vehicle charges, and Not Guilty on the other charges.”

“The Court does not accept Mr. Linnear’s plea,” Stevens said.

“Why not?” Goldstein said.

“Because I’m the judge, and I say so. He will either plead guilty or stand trial. Your choice.”

“We cannot enter a Guilty plea because Mrs. Tuscadero-DiCenzo has not identified the alleged co-conspirator.”

“You didn’t ask us to,” Brenda snapped. “He’s in the Complaint as a John Doe.”

“We need that information to make an informed decision as to the disposition of this matter,” Goldstein said.

“I’m sure the District Attorney will be happy to give you that information,” Stevens said.

“I wish to confer with Mrs. Tuscadero-DiCenzo.”

“Better you than me,” Stevens said. “Ten minute recess. And Mrs. Tuscadero-DiCenzo, please pick one name or the other.”

“Yeah, I’ll think about it,” Brenda said as she shoved Goldstein in the back. “Let’s go, Sport. You’re in big trouble now.”

“What is this conspiracy crap?” Goldstein said. 

“You should know,” Brenda said. “You’re the co-conspirator.”

“You’re crazy,” Goldstein laughed.

“We’re going back to court and I’m going to question you,” Brenda said. “Let’s go.”

“You can’t do that! We’re supposed to talk.”

“We just did. Move it, you creep.”

“You can’t call me that! I’m a member of the bar!”

“Oh, yeah? Maybe today you are. Would you prefer I call you a crooked no good lying chooch son of a bitch scumbag rat douche bag? Because that’s what you are.”

“That was fast,” Stevens said when Brenda and Goldstein arrived.

“I wish to question Mr. Goldstein.”

“I object,” Goldstein said. “I cannot testify on behalf or against my client. Attorney-client privilege.”

“Mrs. Alphabet?” Stevens smiled.

“Yeah, like you’re real funny, Your Honor,” Brenda smiled. “The privilege doesn’t extend to criminal acts committed between the so-called lawyer and his client.”

“She got you there, Goldschmidt. Take the stand.”

“That’s Goldstein.”

“Whatever,” Stevens said. “Names were never my long suit. That reminds me, I still have some suits at the cleaners I have to pick up. Let’s move this along before they close. I need to have something dignified to wear in court tomorrow.”

“I got a bikini you could borrow,” Brenda smiled.

“No thank you, I don’t like to shave my legs. Take the oath, Mr. Goldfarb.”

Goldstein was sworn and sat down.

“You remember going to a Pub in Stratford recently to confer with your client?” Brenda smiled.

“Yes. So what? That’s protected.”

“Not if you discussed a criminal act. Did you?”

“Of course not,” Goldstein huffed.

“You sure?” Brenda smiled.

“I am,” Goldstein said nervously. “What’s this about?”

“I’m asking the questions,” Brenda said. “Permission to play the tape, Your Honor.”

“By all means,” Stevens said.

Brenda played the tape Ronnie Lee had surreptitiously made. The threats blared out into the courtroom.

“So, your client wanted to have me killed, did he?” Stevens smiled.

“I object to the admissibility of that tape,” Goldstein said. “It was an intrusion into the privilege.”

“Then how about this one?” Brenda smiled. She then played the tape of Goldstein’s conversation with Linnear at the State Capitol they had obtained through a wiretap authorization.

“He wanted Officer O’Neil fired, and me bribed, then killed as stated on the other tape?” Stevens said. “You got some splainin’ to do.”

“Again, there was no probable cause for that recording. Attorney-client privilege is invoked.”

“Mrs. Alphabet?” Stevens smiled. “That is your burden to overcome. The privilege is sacrosanct.”

“The date of the recording is August 12, 1989. Philip Linnear was charged on August 15. Mr. Goldstein entered his appearance for this case on August 20. Therefore, he did not legally represent Philip  Linnear when the recording was made. He only represented his son. The privilege does not apply. Especially since Mr. Linnear had not even been charged yet.”

“Then what justification did the People have to wiretap a Congressman?” Goldstein said.

“My boss authorized it,” Brenda said. 

“Bingo!” Stevens said. “She got you, Goldschmidt. Objection  overruled. If you don’t like it, you can appeal.”

“And I will,” Goldstein said as he stood up.

“Wait a minute,” Brenda said. “I ain’t through with you. Siddown.” 

“The objection is subject to an interlocutory appeal,” Goldstein said. “She can’t question me any further.”

“She can, because I say so,” Stevens said. “If you win your appeal the testimony will be stricken. Proceed.”

“You heard all these threats and you didn’t report it to the authorities?” Brenda smiled.

“I didn’t think I had to,” Goldstein whined. “He was drunk. He was talking crazy.”

“Was he drunk when you talked to him at his office?”

“I don’t know.”

“It was your duty as an officer of the court to report this,” Brenda said. “Whether you believed it or not.”

“I told him he was crazy to even think about this,” Goldstein said.

“And you warned him about talking about bribing a judge on an open line. Then when he said he wanted to have that judge killed if he wouldn’t take a bribe, you still did nothing. Is that correct?”

“I...... didn’t think he meant it. I would have reported it if I did.”

“The law doesn’t give you that option,” Brenda said. “The People request that Mr. Goldstein be sent to the Disciplinary Committee, and be barred from any further participation in Philip or Gary Linnear’s case.”

“So ordered,” Stevens said.

“The People also request that Mr. Goldstein be held for twenty four hours pending a criminal indictment.”

“Excellent!” Stevens laughed. “So ordered. The alleged soon to be suspect is ordered held. Enjoy your stay in the North Avenue Jail, Mr. Goldman. I hear the food is just ducky. What is on the menu tonight, Mrs. Alphabet? You know what on a shingle?”

“Beefaroni,” Brenda giggled.

“It’s always Beefaroni,” Stevens sighed. “It’s made with macaroni. My wife still gives me that. We are adjourned.”  
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“That’s awful,” Mary said as she checked the baked potatoes. “A State Congressman threatening to have  a judge murdered, and his son killed a girl in a car accident?”  

“Welcome to Stratford,” Carole said. “I never would have believed it until I turned Tracy loose on the North Side.”

“What are you going to do about this?” Mary said.

“Boy and his Daddy gonna do serious time,” Ronnie Lee grinned as she started the gravy. “Goin’ to the bathroom gonna have a whole new meaning for them two.”

“Oh that,” Mary said with a wave of her hand. “You always say that. I don’t believe a word of it. Being in prison doesn’t make a man...... that way.”

“You git yore ass locked up for ten years without no female company and you get a whole new perspective on things,” Ronnie Lee sighed as she poured the pan drippings into the gravy pot and added Beef Bullion and Cognac. “My cousin Beauregard done him a stretch in jail one time,” she grinned. “Five long years. When he come out, he about drove us crazy takin’ him to Wal-Mart so’s he could buy lipstick and pink silk panties.”

“What about the Army?” Mary said. “They’re locked up with men all the time. Do they...... you know.”

“Drop the soap in the shower?” Ronnie Lee grinned. “You get prosecuted fer that. Of course it gives a whole new meanin’ to standin’ at attention. My Uncle Bunny Ray damn near got him an Article 69 fer that.”

“Bunny Ray?” Carole snickered.

“He had him a  thing for rabbits,” Ronnie Lee grinned. “Easter were his favorite holiday. Damn fool would sit on the porch and wait all day for Bugs Bunny to come lay them eggs.”

“Rabbits don’t lay eggs,” Carole said.

“Try tellin’ that to him. He still ain’t got over the day my Aunt Minerva served us a rabbit pie. Damn near broke the boy when he found out what he just et.”

“Make the gravy,” Carole said. “We don’t eat rabbits here.”

“Don’t know what you be missin’,” Ronnie Lee grinned and she seasoned the gravy and dumped in fresh garlic. “Tastes like chicken. Don’t worry, ain’t never gonna be no scarcity of them critters. Ever see two of ‘em go at it? Looks like you on Prom night.”

“That’s bullshit!” Carole yelled. “I was a good girl.”

“Not good enough,” Ronnie Lee smiled. “Y’all never got the big money.”

“I couldn’t make change for a hundred,” Carole giggled. “That’s because my cheap mother only gave me five dollars a week allowance.”

“You didn’t even deserve that much,” Mary said. “I only gave it to you because I knew you’d buy Twinkies and Popcorn and stay in your room eating all night.”

“Those are good,” Carole said eagerly. “We should have them for dessert some night, instead of that awful fruit cocktail cake you make.”

“That’s a family tradition,” Mary snapped.

“So is Leprosy,” Carole giggled. “That cake sucks worse than Tuna Surprise.”

“Jimmy Jack Lingenfelter got the old tuna surprise one night back home in the drive-in,” Ronnie Lee said as she made a flour roux to thicken the gravy. “Spent two  weeks goin’ to the dentist after that one. To this day, the boy won’t go within a mile of Arthur Treacher’s.”

“You do have a lot of stories,” Mary smiled.

“Life is supposed to be fun,” Ronnie Lee said. “So as thee smile with thy mouth, thou honor me, for  my Father hath made a happy people.”

“They aren’t as happy as they used to be,” Mary sighed. “Look at what that Linnear boy did to that nice girl. That never would have happened in my day.”

“That’s because they didn’t have cars yet,” Carole muttered.

“What did you say?” Mary exclaimed.

“Nothing, Mother. Check the potatoes.”

“Shit happened a lot back then,” Ronnie Lee said as she stirred the gravy and added some Worcestershire Sauce. “They started sellin’ them Chrysler 300s and fuel injected Corvettes and all kind of fast cars in the mid fifties. School teachers were buyin’ the damn things and drag racin’ on the city streets for fun. My fourth grade teacher lost control of a 1956 Dodge D-500 and drove through the front of a drugstore. Took ‘em two days to find all the pieces of his body. Lots of folks got killed because of them cars.”

“Those fuel injected Corvettes were the best,” Mike smiled. “They still are.”

“We picked one out of a tree on the Merritt Parkway one night,” Carole said. “Before you came on the job. I don’t think you would have liked to see what we found inside it.”

“Bad driving,” Mike shrugged. “I never had an accident with my Impalas.”

“You never drove any of them in a race, either,” Carole said. “You always have Yo, I’m like Vinny drive for you.”

“I can drive,” Mike huffed. “That challenge still stands, if the Panther will  start,” he smirked.

“It’ll start,” Ronnie Lee said as she stirred the gravy. “After we eat, I’ll show your dumb Eye-talian ass a thing or two. You and me will go for a ride.”

“No thanks,” Mike smiled. “I’m the Chief of Police. I can’t do that.”

“Boy done left his nuts out fer the squirrels again,” Ronnie Lee said. “Ya’ll be a damn coward, boy. Git some sack and take a ride on the Ronnie Lee Express.  Maybe after you do, you’ll pee standing up.”

“That’s not sanitary,” Mike huffed. “Would you like to see my arms?”

“I’d rather see your balls, but you ain’t gone none,” Ronnie Lee said. “Afraid to ride with a damn girl. Chicken Liberace kissin’ son of a bitch.”

“She’s right,” Carole giggled. “You have become a bit poofy since you got those four stars. You and that statue of yourself you bought from Stratford Monument.”

“That’s a good statue,” Mike huffed. “It shows off my arms, and it goes perfectly next to my Impala.”

“You should order a monument to that shitty cake my mother likes so much,” Carole giggled. “Even the birds won’t eat it. We put one on top of the garbage pails one day and the sanitation guys threatened us with a subpoena.”

“Shut up, you bow-legged little runt,” Mary snapped.

“WHAT did you call me?” Carole exclaimed.

“You heard me, you misshapen little dwarf,” Mary smirked. “From the day I brought you home, I thought they gave me the wrong baby. All my people are tall and beautiful, not stunted little midgets like you.”

“Oh, you’re playing with fire now,” Carole nodded. “You and that cake nobody will eat. You know how she makes it?” Carole smiled. “She makes a plain white cake mix, throws it into a cake pan half stirred, then dumps in a can of fruit cocktail. It’s like eating a fruit flavored sand bag.”

“Yuck,” Mike smiled. “Sounds wonderful. I’d eat it.”

“Famous last words,” Carole muttered. “Then she cooks the living crap out of it for about four hours to dry it out.” General Grant threw his head back and started howling. “There you go. Even a dog wouldn’t eat it.”

“You don’t know what good is,” Mary snapped. “In my day, we didn’t have all this fancy food you buy. We made do with what we had. I grew up in the Depression.”

“If they had to eat shit like that no wonder they were depressed,” Carole said. “You know who caused the Depression? Your idol FDR, when he screwed with the  gold standard and sank the stock market.”

“He was a great man,” Mary said.

“Sure. He lived in a mansion with the best of everything, while the rest of you ate fried rats for breakfast.”

“Them make damn good popsicles,” Ronnie Lee muttered as she finished the gravy and added more Cognac.

“I’ve never eaten one myself,” Mike smiled.

That’s what Gloria keeps saying,” Carole muttered. “What car did you bring tonight?” she said, looking out the window. “Oh, it’s the Pinky Lee Express.”

“Do you like the four stars I had painted on the hood and trunk?” Mike said.

“No. Your car looks ridiculous. So does that statue you bought, and the picture of the old dude over your desk. Who is that?”

“Louis-Joseph Chevrolet,” Mike said. “He started the car company in 1911. There is a statue of him at the Indianapolis Motor Speedway.”  

“Like that statue of you in the parking lot of the police station,” Carole said. “I’m going to have that removed.”

“You can’t,” Mike huffed.

“Yes I can. The parking lot is under my jurisdiction, not yours. Read that contract you signed.” 

“You wouldn’t,” Mike whispered. “That statue is a monument to my arms.”

“Tell ya what, boy,” Ronnie Lee said as she served up the gravy and fresh hot biscuits. “Y’all go with me later to the packy, and maybe Carole here will lose her memory about that dumbass statue. What you say, fat girl?”

“WHAT did you call me?” Carole shrieked.

“Y’all got a hearing problem, Tubby?” Ronnie Lee grinned as she waved a fresh steaming biscuit under Carole’s nose.

“No,” Carole said quickly as she stared longingly at the biscuit. “I’ll do anything you say.”

“Like watchin’ a damn tennis match,” Ronnie Lee said as she moved the biscuit back and forth in front of Carole’s face. “Ya’d think she ain’t never et before.”

“You shut up and give me that biscuit,” Carole snapped. “And some gravy. And you shut up too, Capri. We’ll see how brave you are later when Psycho takes you for a ride.”

“Y’all could be in the back seat,” Ronnie Lee grinned.

“Not me,” Carole snapped as she grabbed the biscuit and dunked it in the gravy. “I have better things to do.”

“Like makin’ sure your ass gets bigger every day,” Ronnie Lee sighed. “Them is damn good biscuits, huh?”

“Oof,” Carole mumbled as she grabbed another one.

“We’re going to have to order bigger uniforms for you,” Mike smiled. “Is that in the budget?”

“Budget this,” Carole said, giving Mike the finger. “What’s in the budget is having somebody come over and get rid of that ridiculous statue. And that pink piece of shit car.”

“That’s a classic,” Mike said. “They don’t make cars like that anymore.”

“Lucky for us,” Carole mumbled as she tried to eat two biscuits at once.

“Mind your manners, Carole,” Mary said. “You’re eating like a pig.”

“Oink oink,” Ronnie Lee said as she dished out  Prime Rib. General Grant began to howl and spin in circles.

“Dog knows what’s good,” Ronnie Lee said as she cut off the first rib and gave it to General Grant. “Dog ain’t no panty wearing coward like Chief Capri,” she snickered. “Afraid to go for a ride with a damn girl. Best check your panties, Mikey, because there ain’t nothin’ inside ‘em.”

“I’ll ride with you,” Mike declared. “You don’t scare me. I’m a real man. I’ve been through it all.”

“No you ain’t,” Ronnie Lee smiled. “You ain’t never rid with me.”

“Here,” Carole giggled as she threw a roll of toilet paper at Mike. “You’ll need this.”
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“Aye, I see them,” Tracy O’Neil said as she watched from her hiding place on Greenfield Avenue. “Unit 265 in pursuit, suspect is a pink Dodge Challenger.”

“Now you’ve done it,” Mike said as he watched the Panther’s speedometer hit 80. “Look behind you.”

“You look, Poofy,” Ronnie Lee smiled. “I got two gears left.” She slam shifted third, and the Panther rocketed forward. She got on the radio. “Lieutenant Larsen; tell unit 265 to back off. We are in pursuit of a suspect.”

“Denied,” Dispatch said. “Unit 265 sees no pursuit and wishes to pursue.”

“Tell Unit 265 to kiss my ass,” Ronnie Lee said. “Out.” 

“Now you’re in for it,” Mike said.

“We’ll see who’s in for it,” Ronnie Lee said as she shifted into fourth. “Hang on.”

“No,” Mike whispered as he crossed himself. Ronnie Lee slammed on the brakes and turned half right onto Johnson Avenue. She took a hard right onto Booth Street and ran it down to Broadbridge Avenue. She took a left  and then a right onto Barnum avenue.

“Now we’ll see,” Ronnie Lee grinned as Tracy tried to catch her. “Nice day for a race, ain’t it, boy?” she smiled as she went past Winer Motors at 120 mph.

“Slow down, you’ll kill us, “Mike whispered.

“Ain’t never rode in the Panther before, huh?” Ronnie Lee grinned. “Beat your ass a few times, and will do so again. Close yer damn eyes if you be afraid,” she said as she swerved wildly to avoid hitting  a stopped car. She went up on the sidewalk in front of Cutrufello’s Creamery. An old Italian woman screamed at Ronnie Lee and gave her the finger.

“That was my aunt,” Mike smiled.

“Then tell her to stay off my damn sidewalk,” Ronnie Lee grumbled as she yanked the wheel hard to the left. “I pay for them sidewalks, too.”

“They’re going to execute you some day for doing this,” Mike said as he watched the buildings whiz by at an insane speed.

“Don’t matter none to me,” Ronnie Lee whispered. “Everybody got to die sometime.”

Tracy pursued and came up on the bumper of the Panther, lights flashing.

“I don’t believe this shit,” Ronnie Lee said as she pulled over. Tracy walked up to the window and peered inside.

“Oh, it be the fake rebel girl and her boss,” she smiled. “License and registration.”

“Here’s my registration,” Ronnie Lee said as she held out her badge. “Get lost. I outrank you.”

“Aye, but that don’t give ya the right to break the law and endanger people’s lives like you been doin’ all over town.”

“You’ll find out what right it gives  me when your ass is pounding a beat by the town dump.”

“Ya don’t make the duty assignments, girly,” Tracy smiled. “Yer cousin do, and she’s right happy with what I done so far. And you, Chiefy?” Tracy smiled. Ya got some excuse for ridin’ with this law violatin’ piece of shit?”

“It wasn’t my fault,” Mike said quickly. 

“Aye, they all say that,” Tracy grinned. “Out of the car, girly. Step to the rear and spread ‘em.”

“Are you serious?” Ronnie Lee said.

“Do what I tell ya, or you’ll find out how serious I can be. Get out of the car now, or pay the price.”

“Asshole,” Ronnie Lee muttered as she got out of the Panther. “You’ll be sorry you did this.”

“Law applies to everybody, includin’ you, copper. Wanna tell me otherwise?”

“No,” Ronnie Lee said. “But like I said, you’ll be sorry you did this.”

“I’m sorry for a lot of things I done in my life,” Tracy said as she cuffed Ronnie Lee and took her gun. “This ain’t one of ‘em. Leave me in a spade bar out cold, will ya? Now we’ll see who’s so funny. You’re under arrest for speeding, reckless driving, and engaging in pursuit. You can go home,” she smiled at Mike. “Call a cab; she’s comin’ with me, and her fancy assed car is goin’ to the impound.”

“Call a cruiser to take him back to Carole's house! He’s the dang Chief of Police!” Ronnie Lee yelled.

“Aye, and a sad one he is,” Tracy  said, smiling at Mike. “Ya best learn how to enforce the law rather than takin’ a thrill ride with them that don’t.”

“I don’t believe this!” Mike exclaimed. “I was an innocent passenger. You can’t leave me here!”

“I can, and I will,” Tracy said. “Ya don’t like it, call the District Attorney,” she said, grinning at Ronnie Lee. “In the car, girly. Your ass belongs to me. And don’t try to pet my doggie. Ya been havin’ a few cocktails, did you?” Tracy smiled.

“Prove it, ya damn piece of shit no good red headed bastard,” Ronnie Lee snapped as she got into the cruiser.

“I will, since you asked so nice,” Tracy said.

The dog looked at Ronnie Lee and growled.

“What the hell are you growling at, you hairy son of a bitch?” Ronnie Lee snapped. “Lay down and shut the hell up.” The dog whined and lay down, pawing at Ronnie Lee. “I ain’t pettin’ y’all,” she groused. “Ya stink worse than that bitch drivin’ the car.”

Tracy summoned an ambulance, and Bridewell showed up five minutes later.

“Oh, it’s you,” she smirked when she saw Katie. “Blow into the tube,” she said, holding out the device.

“Blow this,” Katie snapped. “I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Tell it to the judge,” Bridewell smirked. “Blow. You do remember how do to that, don’t you?”

“Eat me,” Katie said as she blew into the device. “Those things aren’t reliable.”

“Neither is a cop who does 120 miles an hour down Barnum Avenue and endangers the lives of  innocent civilians,” Bridewell smirked. “That would be you. Oh, look; you won the prize for the day; 1.8. The legal limit is 1.0. If you want to challenge the reliability of this device, you can do it in court. Have a nice day,” she smiled.

“Now what,” Katie mumbled as Tracy took her to the lockup.

“Ya find out what it’s like to be a skel,” Tracy smiled. “You and your high falutin’ job, Miss District Attorney, ya don’t impress me one bit.”

“I lock up the bad guys,” Katie said.

“Me too,” Tracy said. “Today, you’re the bad guy. Sorry, girly, but you been runnin’ wild with that car all over town doin’ all kinds of damage for years, and ain’t nobody ever stopped you. Today you got stopped. Tell your sad story to the judge.”

I was chasing somebody,” Katie said, looking out the window

“Don’t ya lie to me,” Tracy said. “I took dinner at your table. I got respect for your family. Your cousin is my boss. Ya confess what ya done, and pay up. Don’t make things worse than they are by lying, because I got the proof. Ya know about me; I don’t lie, I don’t set people up. I stand for the law. I make good arrests. I’m a good cop. Now you do the right thing.”

“Okay,” Katie sighed. “I will.”  

Bridgeport Superior Court

Golden Hill St.

Bridgeport, Connecticut

September, 1989

“The State of Connecticut versus Katherine Anne Larsen,” the clerk smirked. “Speeding, Reckless Driving, Possession of an Open  Container of Alcohol in a Motor Vehicle, Driving Under the Influence, Engaging in Pursuit, and Failure to Drive in the Established Lane.”  

“Miss Larsen? Is that you?” Judge Stevens laughed.  

“Yes, Your Honor.”

“What do you have to say for yourself? You are the District Attorney for Fairfield County. This is not going to look good on your record.”

“I know that,” Katie said. “I made a very bad lapse in judgment and did some things I am not proud of. I have no excuse for my conduct, and will not make any. I am here to take my just punishment. I plead Guilty.”

“Very well,” Stevens said. “You will pay a $3,000.00 fine plus court costs. Your driving privileges are suspended for sixty days, during which time you will enroll in an alcohol abuse program. You will also pass a breathalyzer test to my satisfaction before I will allow you to prosecute cases in my court. The next time you do something like this, I will have the State Grievance Committee  bring you up on charges. You’ll be lucky if they don’t do it anyway. You could lose your job for something like this.”

“Yes, Your Honor.”

“See the clerk. And clean up your act. You’re an adult, Miss Larsen. Start acting like one.”

“I will,” Katie said as she turned to go. Tracy smirked at her from the front row, then followed her outside.

“Best mind your P’s and Q’s from now on, girly,” she said. “I’ll be watchin’ for you. I see you behind the wheel of a friggin’ lawn mower in the next two months, and it’s off to the hoosegow you go, no questions asked. Ya screw with Stevens, and you’ll be shinin’ the Warden’s shoes for sure.”

“Get away from me,” Katie warned. “And stay away. You have no idea what I am capable of, or what I’m willing to do.”

“Aye, you be a tough guy,” Tracy nodded. “Leave a fellow Officer to be stripped half naked by spooks and tied to a pole. That’s what you’re good for; nothin’ at all. Damn cheap drunk and a law violatin’ piece of shit big mouth. Don’t even have the guts to be yourself, you got to pretend to be some asshole from Alabama. You want some of me? I’ll go a round or two with ya.”

“Just get away from me,” Katie said. “Right now.”

“Okay,” Tracy shrugged. “Enjoy yer shit sandwich. A little mustard makes it taste better.”  
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“What in the damn hell is she doin’ here?” Ronnie Lee said when Tracy came in and sat down for dinner. “You know what she done to me?”

“I’m well aware of what she did,” Carole said. “And I’m well aware of what you did. She was right, you were wrong. Take it like the little bitch you are, and shut up. I don’t want to hear any more of your whining. You’ve been out of control for long enough. It’s time it stopped.”

“I’ll decide when it damn stops,” Ronnie Lee said as she stirred a pitcher of Lemon Death. “Not no pig faced Irish son of a bitch like her.”

“Ya see?” Tracy smiled. “She got the Vodka Heebie Jeebie. You ain’t gonna talk no sense into her. Some
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