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“He killed Rich Schreyer,” Pat Kennedy said as he put the file on Carole’s desk.  

“Again?” Carole exclaimed. “Where’s the stiff?”

“What?” Kennedy grinned. “That’s kinda personal, don’t you think?”

“Not in your case; it’s more like wishful thinking. Where’s the body?”

“There ain’t any body. We found a pile of bloody clothes and his wallet behind Friendly’s half an hour ago. Waitress called it in.”

“It’s crap,” Carole said. “I talked to Schreyer on the phone last night. He’s in California. Anders is playing games with us.”

“Then how did he get Schreyer’s wallet? It has his license in it and everything.”

“Anders knows a lot of sneaky people. Document forgers, you name it. That’s not Schreyer’s wallet, and those are not his clothes. I guarantee it.”

“Then whose stuff is it?”

“Good question. I want a full workup; blood analysis, clothing analysis, and anything else you can collect from the crime scene. Who went out there with you?”

“Nobody. It’s fresh.” 

“Send that new asshole out there; Damiano. He just got a bump up to Detective third grade by our stellar Chief of Police.”

“He must have something on the Chief,” Kennedy grinned. “He’s a total douche bag. He couldn’t solve a crime if he got a confession.”

“Exactly. Send him out there and have him give all the evidence to Bridewell. When he screws it up, I’ll fire his ass.”

“What if it’s really Schreyer?” Kennedy said. “We ain’t sure yet.”

“Let’s find out,” Carole said. She picked up the phone and dialed the number Schreyer had given her. He answered on the third ring. “Hi,” Carole said. “Guess what. You’re dead again.”

“Again?” Schreyer exclaimed. “And here I was just about to enjoy the company of a nice young lady named Bubbles.”

“That’s illegal,” Carole said.

“It should be illegal to have legs as long as hers,” Schreyer grinned. “What happened?”

“They found some bloody clothes and your wallet behind Friendly’s. Or at least a good knock off piece. Jeez, I shouldn’t have said that considering who you’re keeping company with,” she giggled.

“Bubbles is only here to give me spiritual guidance,” Schreyer said.

“Yeah, I bet. Just don’t yell for Jesus too loud. What is this place you’re at?”

“The Immaculate Contraception Motel,” Schreyer grinned.

“I bet the manager’s name is Ben Dover,” Carole said. “What are you doing out there? I forgot to ask last night.”

“Good. Keep it that way. I hear Anders pulled a fast one on you.”

“You could say that. He’s on the loose again, and he isn’t far away. I guarantee he pulled this hoax.”

“Richie!” a singsong voice yelled in the background. “Are you like done? I got needs.”

“Yes, dear, I’ll be right with you.”

“You better,” the voice grumbled. “I like want to go pick out that Cadillac convertible you promised me.”

“She must be like really good,” Carole giggled.

“Webster has not invented the words that describe how good she is. I’ll talk to you when I get back in three days. Right after I go have all my body fluids replaced.”

“Okay. Be careful, or else name it after me,” she laughed. “And what are you looking at, Kennedy?” Carole snapped as she hung up. “I’m not worth naming an illegitimate child after who was birthed by a prostitute named Bubbles?”

“Yes, you are,” Kennedy smiled. “All day long.”

“You’re fired,” Carole huffed. “Get out of my office. Bring me three dogs and French Fries and I’ll consider reinstating you,” she said, perusing her nails.

“Nice try, Chief,” Kennedy smiled, holding out his hand.

“Bastard,” Carole grumbled as she handed him a twenty. “And I better get change, too.”
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“You’re cute,” the woman gushed. “It’s been great talking to you. I like you. I think I know you from someplace.” 

“Could be,” the man smiled. “I’ve lived here all my life. How about you?” 

“Yeah, me too,” the woman smiled. “But I never met anybody who really liked me. Do you like me?”

“Yes, I do. What’s your name?”

“Donna,” the woman smiled. “Donna Melito.”

“I remember you,” the man said. “I’m......... Fred Wilson.”

“Fred Wilson.......... I don’t remember that name. I went to Bunnell.”

“I know,” Anders smiled. “I went to Stratford High. I was in the FBLA, and so were you. We exchanged information between the schools.”

“That’s so cool!” Donna gushed. “That must be it. The name Wilson is familiar.”

“You had Bill and John in your class. And my sister Carole is the Chief of Detectives here in Stratford,” he smiled. “We’re all pretty much the same age. “Carole and I were.......twins. Not identical, though. Our parents divorced,” Anders said, a catch in his voice. “It was very traumatic for us because we got split up and ended up in different schools. She uses the name Larsen.”

“I knew her!” Donna said eagerly. “Do you still see her?”

“Occasionally,” Anders smiled. “Although over time, we grew apart. We have different ideas about things. She’s more conservative than me. I still love to get together with her, though,” he said. “I saw her last month. Got me right here,” he smiled, touching his chest.

“That’s great,” Donna said. “We should stay in touch with our classmates.”

“I do,” Anders said. “I have been in touch with a lot of them.”

“We should go out,” Donna smiled, taking Anders’ hand.

“I’d like that,” Anders smiled. “Do you like Friendly’s?”
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“In the back,” Pat Kennedy said, a sick look on his face. “In the dumpster. Damiano is back there.”

“Come on, Capri,” Carole said. “You want to be a Detective? Time to make your bones.”

They went behind the building, the soft lights of the emergency vehicles twirling in the cold night air.  Carole peered into the garbage dumpster; there  were the remains of a woman. She had been horribly butchered; only her face remained untouched. Capri ran for the woods and threw up. Carole peered  down at the mess and stared in disbelief. 

“No,” she whispered. “Not you.”

Damiano came over, whacking away at a pack of gum. “Trick or Treat,” he grinned. “She don’t look too good, huh?”

“What did you say?” Carole said quietly.

“She must have pissed somebody off real bad,” Damiano shrugged. “C’est la  vie, or Bobby Vee,” he grinned. 

“That’s my friend in that dumpster, you piece of shit!” Carole snapped. “Look at her. Look at her!” she screamed. She grabbed Damiano by the back of the head and shoved his face inches away from what used to be Donna Melito. “You like that? That could be you, asshole. And I wish it was. Get out of my sight. You’re suspended pending a fitness hearing. Give your badge and gun to Captain Capri.”

“You ain’t got the juice to suspend my ass,” Damiano laughed. “I got connections.”

Carole looked at Damiano, then delivered a front kick that nearly removed his manhood. He went to his knees, gasping and bawling. Carole grabbed his nose and started to twist as  Patrol looked away.

“How’s your connections now, asshole?” Crole grinned. “You don’t have enough connections to stop me. You will appear in my office tomorrow morning and you will undergo an interview with the District Attorney about this case. Fail to show up, and you are terminated. Understand-o?”

Damiano leaned over and threw up.

“That’s what I thought.”

Capri came over. “What happened to him?” he said.

“Me. Get his ass out of here. He has to appear in my office tomorrow. Put a car on his house to make sure.”

“He doesn’t look too good,” Mike said.

“Better than he’ll look tomorrow,” Carole smiled. “Now get our classmate out of that dumpster.” 

Later, they all sat down in the living room.  
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“Who the hell are you?” Damiano said as he gingerly sat down across from Katie. Pat Kennedy was standing just outside the door.

“District Attorney Katherine Anne Larsen. You got some ‘splainin’ to do, you all.”

“What?”

“Never mind. You like to make jokes about murder victims when you find them?”

“I don’t have to say anything to you. I want my Union delegate.”

“You aren’t entitled to one,” Katie smiled. “You haven’t been formally charged with anything, and you won’t  be until this interview is over. And maybe you won’t be charged at all.”

“Chief Larsen suspended me.”

“That’s temporary. That is within her authority.”

“Wait a minute, are you two related?”

“I’m her cousin. Tell me what happened on the night in question.”

“I want a lawyer or my delegate.”

“Shit on you,” Katie laughed. “Do you have any idea what kind of trouble you got yourself into here?”

“Yeah, I got a ball buster for a boss who don’t like men,” he grinned. “Probably because she don’t have one.”

“I see they didn’t teach English in the Police Academy,” Katie smiled.

“Screw you. I don’t have to take your crap, D.A. or no D.A. I got rights.”

“Not until I say you do,” Katie said. She waved at Kennedy, who closed the door and locked it. “Now we’re going to do this my way,” Katie smiled. “You want rights? You have the right to yell as loud as you want, and nobody will pay any attention to you. You have the right to bleed, suffer, and scream for your mother. You have the right to remain silent, but I doubt you’ll be able to,” she said as she took out her straight razor and put it on the table. “Nobody has yet, including Charles Manson. And yes, I did interview him. He called me crazy,” she grinned. “Imagine how out of your mind you have to be to have that asshole call you crazy.”

“You don’t scare nobody,” Damiano sneered. “Just because your boss sucker kicked me don’t make you two no tough guys.”

“Care to find out?” Katie smiled. “Come on, douche bag. You and me, one on one, right here, right now. Nobody will know except the Coroner, because if you lay one finger on me, I will kill you deader  than Julius Caesar.”

“Then you’ll do time,” Damiano smiled.

“How will you know if I did or not?” Katie smiled. “You’ll be rotting in the Stratford landfill. We’ll just report that you didn’t come to work. As if anybody  would even bother to look for you.”

“I got friends,” Damiano grinned. “Like I told your cousin. She’s in enough trouble already for what she did to me.”

“File a report,” Katie smiled. “I’ll make sure it gets buried with you.”

“I didn’t do nothing wrong,” Damiano shrugged. “You got no case on me.”

“You made fun of a murder victim, you failed to collect any forensic or physical evidence, you allowed people to walk around and contaminate the crime scene, and you threatened your superior officer.”

“I didn’t threaten nobody, and no broad is superior to no man.”

“You said  you have connections,” Katie smiled. “Considering you are Italian, a normal person, not an asshole like you, would take that as a threat. They would interpret that to mean you have connections to organized crime.”

“Bullshit. That could mean anything.”

“I could call in Captain Capri. He might be able to render an opinion.”

“Captain Hairspray?” Damiano laughed. “He’s one of you. He went to school with Larsen.”

“Let’s cut the shit,” Katie said as she flicked open her razor. “Explain yourself. You made a mess of the crime scene, which means even if the guy who did it walks in here and confesses, we won’t be able to convict him.”

“That’s your opinion.”

“And my opinion is the only one that counts, asshole. I decide whether to prosecute somebody or not. Maybe I’ll prosecute you,” she grinned.

“For what?” Damiano laughed.

“Corruption,” Katie shrugged as she shaved the hair off her arm with the razor. “You’re driving a new Corvette to work, and McDermott Chevrolet says you paid cash. Nice clean hundred dollar bills. A little over 30 grand. That’s more than you make a year. Where did you get that much cash, Damiano? Hmmm?”

“I save my dough,” Damiano said, looking away.

“Sure. What do you want to be I can put one of my examiners on your ass and investigate your finances? I bet there are no withdrawals from your bank account that add up to thirty large. If there aren’t, you’re in deep shit.”

“Why? Because I’m Italian?” Damiano laughed. “You think all Italians are crooks?”

“Nope; just you,” Katie smiled. “I’ve been doing this since I was thirteen years old. I know a rat when I see one. You’re a rat.”

“You got shit on me,” Damiano said. “My mother gave me that dough just before she died. Prove she didn’t.”

“Okay, I’ll investigate her finances instead of yours, which makes you a liar. Care to keep going? There is no end to this, stupid. I’ll go back a hundred years if I have to.”

“What do you want from me?” Damiano yelled. “I’m a cop. I do the job. Why would a crook join the force?”

“Cover. They do it all the time. Makes it easier to get away with shit. Most of the time, anyway,” Katie grinned. “But not for you. Tell you what. You resign and forego your pension and benefits, and maybe I won’t start digging into your finances.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Show time,” Katie said, holding up her razor. “You know, Damiano, my cousin and I have an old saying we like to use. It goes like this; every once in a while, you fuck with the wrong person. Say hello to the wrong person.”

“You’re bluffing.”

Outside, Carole looked up at Kennedy. “You think he’ll quit?” Just then, a horrible scream came from the interrogation room.

“Yup,” Kennedy smiled. Katie came out a few minutes later, the signed resignation documents in her hand. She threw them on Carole’s desk.

“Is that blood?” Carole said, pointing at the cover sheet.

“Tomato sauce,” Katie grinned. “I think Mr. Damiano could use some medical attention. And an organ transplant. Have a nice day.”

“Which organ?” Carole called out as Katie left. Katie pumped her fist up and down near her lap.

“Eeeeeuw,” Carole grimaced. “I thought that’s what she meant. Go see to him, Kennedy.”

“Why me?” Kennedy whined. “I don’t like to see shit like that. That’s more your field of expertise.”

“Why, you,” Carole huffed. “I never did anything like that. And make sure maintenance cleans up.......... whatever. And no reports. Damiano wasn’t here, Caprice?”

“Capisce,” Capri smiled as he stuck his head in the door. “That’s Italian for understand. A Caprice is a Chevy.”

“Figures you’d know that,” Carole said. “Go check on Damiano, okay?” she said, trying not to laugh. “He’s in Interview three.”

“Okay,” Capri shrugged. He went into the room. “Jesus!” he yelled. He came running back out, a handkerchief over his mouth. “She cut off his.........”

“Conversation,” Carole said quickly. “She cut off the conversation they were having. Get him out of here. He was never here, Caprice?”

“Capisce.”

“Whatever. Shoot him and dump him behind the airport. We’ll get somebody to write up a fake report.”

“That’s illegal,” Mike huffed.

“Arrest me,” Carole said. “And put Damiano’s shield and gun into the evidence room. Along with his........never mind. I have to go have a hot dog,” she giggled.  
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“What in the name of God is that smell?” Ronnie Lee exclaimed.  

“It’s that awful dog,” Mary said. 

Ronnie Lee looked at General Grant, who immediately looked away. He then lifted both his rear feet off the floor and started to drag himself across the room with his front paws, leaving a brown streak behind him.

“Damn stink ass dog!” Ronnie Lee yelled. “Lookit that!”

“He has poopy butt,” Mary giggled. “Look at my nice clean floor.”

“Ain’t clean no more,” Ronnie Lee said as she stuffed tobacco into her cheek. “Damn shit assed Cocker Spaniel is what he be,” she grumbled. “He got too much hair on his backside, and when he goes, it stays.”

“You have to clean him. He’s your dog.”

“Not me,” Ronnie Lee said. “That be Carole’s damn dog.”

“Capri can do it,” Carole said.

“Why me?” Mike whined. 

“Because I outrank you,” Carole said.

“We aren’t at work,” Mike smiled. “And I don’t clean dog butts. It’s not in my job description.”

“Well somebody has to do it,” Mary said. “We can’t eat dinner with him in here smelling like that.”

“I’ll damn do it,” Ronnie Lee grumbled. “Lazy assed sumbitches, y’all want a dog but ain ‘t none of ya wants to do nothin’ for him. How you think it feels to walk around with a clinker on yer stinker?”

“Betty Gilbert did that one day in English class,” Carole keened, holding her sides. “She had to go something awful, but Mr. Maynard wouldn’t shut up long enough for her to ask permission to go to the bathroom, so she shit her pants and sat in it all day.”

“Thank you,” Mike smiled. “I really need that image burned into my brain.”

Ronnie Lee went and started the water in the bathtub, dumping in half a bottle of shampoo. She came back and stared at General Grant, who looked away and farted.

“We should have named him Ripper,” Carole giggled. “He doesn’t like to take a bath, you know.”

“Too damn bad,” Ronnie Lee snapped. “Ain’t nobody asked him if he likes it.”

“Just remember that when you try to put him in the tub.”

Five minutes later, Ronnie Lee coaxed General Grant into the bathroom with a dog treat. He saw the tub full of water and tried to bolt. Ronnie Lee grabbed him by the leg, and he shit on her arm. A battle began; girl versus dog. She kicked the bathroom door shut.

“Uh oh,” Mary giggled as screaming, splashing, and barking ensued. Five minutes later, Ronnie Lee came out, covered in suds.

“He’s in the damn tub,” she said. “He’s sitting there with that dumb ass look like somebody tried to kill him. Put up a damn good fight, though, I got to say that for him. I got to change.”

“Clean up that poop stain, Carole,” Mary said. “You know where the mop is.”

Carole got the mop, cleaned up the mess, and threw the mop into the yard.

“That was a good mop,” Mary said.

“It still is,” Carole grinned. 

Ronnie Lee came back out after she changed, and took Mary’s Playtex rubber gloves.

“I use those to clean the kitchen!” Mary exclaimed. “What are you going to do with them?”

“I ain’t sticking my hands in no dog crap,” Ronnie Lee said. “I figure to clean that pooch’s pooper. I’ll buy y’all a new pair.” She went into the bathroom, and howling started. “Shut the hell up!” Ronnie Lee yelled. “We ain’t goin’ on no date, ya dumb bastard.” She came out ten minutes later, General Grant trotting along behind her.

“I think he wants to marry you,” Carole giggled.

“I kallate he enjoyed that a mite too much,” Ronnie Lee said as she started a pitcher of Lemon Death. “Reminds me of my cousin Buford. Damn fool never did figure out what toilet paper was for.”

“What’s left of my bathroom?” Mary said.

“Don’t plan on takin’ no bath just yet,” Ronnie Lee said. “Best get you a gal to clean up.”

“This is crazy,” Mary said as she made the kielbasa. “My nice clean house is a mess because of that creature.”

“That’s a damn good dog,” Ronnie Lee nodded. “He got spirit. And a clean ass. Can’t ask for more than that in life.”

“Amen,” Mike said as he sipped his wine. “The Monsignor said the very same thing last week at Mass.”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you, Carole,” Mary said. “A lawyer called today looking for you.”

“Should’ve called Duchess Diner,” Ronnie Lee muttered.

“You shut up. What lawyer, Ma?”

“I have it here. Calogero Carmine Pietrangolare.”

“Easy for you to say,” Carole said.

“That’s a fine Italian name,” Mike said.

“So is Mario Lanza. What did he want? I know about him.”

“He represents some cop you fired, or killed, or something like that. Domenick Damien is his name.”

“Damiano,” Carole said. “And we didn’t kill him. We just........ interviewed him,” she giggled.

“Well, this man wants to sue you and the department. What happened to this Damiano person?”

“Nothing,” Carole said. “He was interviewed, and he left. I wasn’t present for the interview.”

“The lawyer said somebody tried to cut off his Mr. Dinky,” Mary giggled. “The hospital was able to sew it back on.”

“Praise Jesus,” Mike said, crossing himself.

“Who the hell would’ve done something like that?” Ronnie Lee grinned.

“Did it happen at the police station?” Mary said. 

“I can’t discuss an ongoing legal matter,” Carole said. She took a butcher knife and chopped a link of kielbasa in half. “Oops,” she giggled. Capri looked away, turning gray. “This one is yours, Mikey,” Carole smiled as she stabbed the severed  link and put it on a plate.

“Thank you,” Mike groaned. “That was so kind of you.”

“Didn’t you ever have kielbasa before, Mike?” Mary smiled.

“Yes, but it wasn’t served in quite such a dramatic fashion.”

“Put some potatoes and sauerkraut on it,” Mary said. “And I made baked beans.”

“I’m leavin’,” Ronnie Lee said. “This gonna be Polack hell hereabouts after y’all digest this crap. I seen what this can do. Billy Jo Reynolds dated her a Polish feller, and they served up this same shit. She went blind three days later. Doctor said he never seen nothing like it; burned her retinas off, it did.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Mary said. “I’ve been eating this all my life, and I can see just fine. My sense of smell isn’t what it used to be, though,” she said quizzically. “I wonder why.”

“Y’all best learn to Polka with a white cane,” Ronnie Lee nodded.

“Just eat it and don’t ask any questions,” Mary huffed.

“Jesus,” Carole screeched, and ran for the bathroom.

“What’s wrong with her?” Mary said.

“Prom flashback, I reckon,” Ronnie Lee smiled. “Y’all like kill-basa, Mikey?”

“It isn’t pronounced that way.”

“Maybe not, but it can be fatal. Ever seen you a kielbasa pizza?”

“No,” Mike smiled. “That would be against the scriptures.” 

Just then, Vinny and Brenda arrived. Vinny had two pizzas in one hand, and Brenda in the other.

“Get your hand off my ass!” Brenda yelled. “Like how many times do I have to tell you?”

“Yo, I’m just brushing off some dust. I thought I was doing like a good thing.”

“I’ll kill you, you rat bastard,” Brenda snapped.

“That pizza got kielbasa on it?” Ronnie Lee grinned.

“Yo, like you insane or something? You don’t mix the Kishka with the Spumoni, you know what I’m saying? Ain’t that right, Mikey?”

“Yes,” Mike smiled. “I was just telling Ronnie about that. It’s in the Bible.”

“Yeah, it’s like Killer Kowalski 24:7,” Vinny shrugged. “One time my mother, God rest her soul, put a Lawrence Welk record in with the Mario Lanza records. Lightning like hit the house, you know? Not that there’s anything wrong with Polish people, it’s just that you gotta keep the thing there, you know, the meatballs, you don’t put it in the stuffed cabbage.”

“Enrico Caruso was Polish,” Carole giggled. “His real name was Stanley Caruski.”

“Yo, like the Vinster is used to your tricks. I ain’t going for that.”

“Ain’t none of ya worth a shit,” Ronnie Lee said as she leaned over and spat a stream into the sink. “This here country was made by a bunch of damn English crooks what got throwed out of their country, and some French assholes who used to wear their wives’ underwear.”

“You spit tobacco juice in my sink!” Mary exclaimed. “I don’t believe you did that!”

“I kin do it again if y’all want some proof,” Ronnie Lee grinned. “Weren’t no Polka music played by George Washington, and they didn’t serve no Lasagna on the Delaware.” 

“They should have,” Mike smiled as he took a slice. “The war would have been over a lot sooner if the troops were fed a proper Italian diet.”

“Don’t seem to be helpin’ you none,” Ronnie Lee said, peering at Mike’s waistline.

“That’s muscle,” Mike said quickly.

“Muscle don’t jiggle,” Ronnie Lee said. “Neither do Carole,” she grinned.

“Hey! Cut the crap. I have very nice........puppies.”

“Yeah, and they be starin’ at yer feet, too. I ain’t in no mood to eat no kielbasa. Damn dog already made my eyes water.”

“Why is he all wet?” Brenda said.

“Because he had shit ass,” Ronnie Lee grinned as she grabbed two pizza slices. “What’s this here meat on this pie?”

“Pepperoni,” Vinny said, crossing himself. “One of the seven Italian food groups. The other ones  is Bracciole, Angel Hair Pasta, Italian Gravy, Meatballs, Olive Oil, and Chianti.”

“Amen,” Mike said. “If there is ever a nuclear war, that’s all you need in your bomb shelter to survive. And a nice loaf of Italian bread, of course.”

“My Uncle Luigi got like cancer six years ago,” Vinny said. “They put pizza sauce, garlic, and Shrimp Scampi in a blender, and cut it with wine. They gave it to him..... what’s that thing they do; intramural? Where they stick a needle in your arm so you don’t got to go to the diner.”

“Intravenus,” Carole giggled.

“Yeah. Whatever. Venus. I knew her. He was like cured in a week. That’s a true story.”

“My Uncle Bobby Lee et a dead Raccoon he found in the woods,” Ronnie Lee grinned. “Cured his prostate right up.”

“I know what that is,” Vinny said. “That’s like when you lay down, right?”

“Somethin’ like that,” Ronnie Lee mumbled as she ate her pizza. “Prob’ly how he got it in the first place. Spent too much time with them Clemson Twins. They was cute girls,” she grinned. Each one of ‘em had one eye. Had to stand together to make a yearbook photograph.”

“Well, if nobody is going to eat my kielbasa, too bad for you. I’m going to have some,” Mary declared as she filled her plate. “And I’m going to drink beer, too,” she giggled.

“You got them things that fall down out of the ceiling when an airplane goes down?” Ronnie Lee said. “Oxygen masks. I reckon we’re gonna need ‘em nigh about midnight.”

“I never fart,” Mary huffed.

“Yeah, right,” Carole giggled. “That’s why Pop kept his Army gas mask under the bed.”

“That was because we had skunks in the back yard,” Mary said.

“Must we talk about things like this?” Mike said. “Italians never discuss bodily functions at the dinner table.”

“No, just who they’re going to whack,” Carole smiled. “And what crook Mafia lawyer they’re going to hire. Like that chooch who wants to sue us.”

“He’s a fine representative of people’s rights,” Mike said.

“He did time in Massachusetts for jury tampering and witness intimidation, and got his license suspended in five states. How the hell he got a bar card here is beyond me, but I intend to find out. Brenda, you do it.”

“You got it,” Brenda nodded. “I’ll scope his ass out.”

“That hurts,” Mike said. “That’s how they check for polyps. The take this long thing and they stick it up your..........”

“That will do,” Carole said. “We don’t need to hear about your boyhood exploits. I bet they couldn’t get the smile off your face when they finished.”

“Just like when you went up to the North Parking Lot with Joe..........”

“Hey! We were going over homework assignments,” Carole snapped. “Is anybody doing anything to catch Anders?” she smiled.

“That would be your job,” Mike smiled.

“And what’s your job?” Carole said.

“To look as good as only I can do,” Mike said, flexing his arms. “And look at this hair. I’m going to try that new stuff. It’s called Moose.”

“Mousse,” Carole said. “You didn’t spell it right.”

“I didn’t spell it at all. Does it work? I hear if you spray it on something, it makes it nice and stiff.”

“Jesus,” Ronnie Lee gasped, and ran for the bathroom.

“It’s from L’Oreal. It’s called Valence. I hear it works well,” Carole smiled. “Girls love it. So should you.” 

“I’m a man,” Mike huffed. “Look at these arms.”

“Mike is right,” Mary said as she slurped her beer. “He’s a man. He pees standing up,” she giggled.

“Most of the time,” Mike smiled. “Except for Army basic training. We sat down for sanitary reasons.”

“An excuse for everything,” Carole sighed. “What about you, Vinny? Did you pee sitting down in the Army?”

“Yo, like the Vinster didn’t exactly participle in the Army thing. I was like indisposed.”

“He was in Cheshire for fooling around with underage girls,” Brenda giggled. “His draft status was 8-1.”

“That was like unavoidable,” Vinny said. “She lied. She said she was sixteen.”

“Did she have her second teeth?” Carole giggled.

“Yo, like the Vinster doesn’t go there. It’s like that Janet kid. Where is she, anyway?”

“Why? You want to tongue lock her again?” Carole said.

“Not me,” Vinny said. “She did that to me. I don’t need no kids. I got Brenda.”

“You got shit,” Brenda said. “You couldn’t have me the best day you ever lived.”

“Yo, like Brenda, I’m like hurt. You know the Vinster loves your ass.”

“Yeah, but what about the rest of me?” Brenda said. “You think I want to be your sex toy?”

“You could do worse,” Vinny smiled. “The Vinster is getting up there, where that thing like they put on Yogurt is about to kick in, you know what I’m saying? You got to use it before a certain date. You got that, too. You ain’t no Tyson chicken yourself.”

“I’m younger than you,” Brenda said. “A lot. Is that like a proposal or something?”

“Yeah, the Vinster could like do the Horizontal Tarantella with you.”

“I’ll think about it,” Brenda said. “You ain’t that great, you know. I seen better.”

“Dang, now that’s what y’all call Eye-talian romance,” Ronnie Lee grinned. “Y’all square off and try to figger who be the bigger asshole. Ain’t neithr one ya worth a shit,” she said as she spat into the sink again. “I’d take me good Blue Tick Hound over either one of ya. Y’all deserve each other. Y’all should take ‘im up on that there offer, Brenda Lee, before your puppy maker dries up.”

“Shut up!” Brenda yelled. “Stupid no teeth tobacco chewing loser. Nobody wants a douche bag like you.”

“Kenny Ray Diddleworth about lost his mind over me,” Ronnie Lee grinned. “Course that were the fourth grade, and I were still pure, so that don’t count none.”

“Why do you have to talk about these things?” Mary said. “In my day, you saved yourself for marriage.”

“Back home in Alabam, you saved yourself until yer brother figgered out how to pick the lock on yer bedroom door,” Ronnie Lee grumbled. “That is, if your Daddy didn’t beat him to it.”

“That’s awful,” Mary said. “That’s incest. And it’s illegal.”

“In Alabam?” Ronnie Lee hooted. “Why you think wedding invitations be so cheap? Everybody got the same last name. Ain’t but four or five families in the whole state.”

“Never mind that,” Carole said as she shoveled pizza into her mouth. “I want progress on this Anders creep. Did skunk face stop by and pick up the evidence we managed to salvage from behind Friendly’s?”

“Skunk face?” Mike laughed.

“You know; bird legs. Chicken lips.”

“Oh, you mean Bridewell. Yes, she did. She should have some results tomorrow.”

“She should have plastic surgery, too,” Carole giggled. “No wonder she’s single.”

“She doesn’t need a man,” Mike smiled. “She’s smart.”

‘What’s your excuse, then? I remember your wife from Wooster. She was a good student.”

“I’m irresistible,” Mike said. “And I always drove a Chevy.”

“Yo, like Italian dudes are the best,” Vinny smiled. “Right, Brenda?”

“Fuck off,” Brenda smiled. “Sorry,” she grinned.

“My God,” Mary said. “I never even heard that word until I was forty.”

“Y’all led a sheltered life. That was my cousin Rocket’s middle name. Last name were Yew.”

“Rocket?”

“It be a long story,” Ronnie Lee said. “His Daddy were in Florida with a half blind one armed gal, and they went to Cape Canaveral to watch an Apollo launch. They did the doggie  whilst they waited for the countdown.”

“That’s as bad as Uncle Louie and the Beauregard Twins,” Mary said.

“They aren’t still coming here, are they?” Carole said.

“Yes. They’ll be here for Thanksgiving.”

“Barfurkey,” Carole sighed. “Kill me now.”

“I’ll do the cooking,” Mary said. “I won’t let them near the kitchen.”

“Y’all should’ve seen what my Uncle Festus done with the Thanksgiving turkey,” Ronnie Lee grinned. “He had to marry the damn thing.”

“You can’t marry a turkey,” Mary laughed.

“In Alabam, you kin marry anything what got at least  two legs. It be right in the state code. Judge Roy Lee Stockdale got hisself hitched to a Irish Setter. Made Betty Lou Hinsdale right pissed off, though, because she only had one leg. Lost t’other in a laundry accident.”

“Yo, like the Vinster had a cousin who had  one leg shorter than the other. Her parents named her Eileen.”

“No,” Carole squealed. “Please stop, all of you. Can we discuss police work?”

“We’re off duty,” Mike smiled. “I think you should go get more pizza, Vinny. Go to Salerno’s on Barnum Avenue. They make the best, since 1947. Carole, give Vinny some money.”

“What?” Carole shrieked. “Don’t you ever chip in?”

“Only in a golf game,” Mike smiled.
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“Here,” Alma Bridewell smirked, tossing the file onto Carole’s desk. “Thanks for wasting my time.”

“What were the results?” Carole said.

“The garments are unidentifiable, probably stolen from a Good Will box. You’re familiar with those, aren’t you?” Bridewell smirked.

“Don’t start with me, Birdwell,” Carole said. “What else?”

“The blood was pig blood. Oink oink,” she grinned. “Probably gotten from who knows where, maybe a slaughterhouse.”

“There are no slaughterhouses in Connecticut for pigs,” Carole said.

“Lucky you. I didn’t say it came from Connecticut, did I? Did somebody cut themselves at a Capri family picnic?” 

“Yes, they did,” Mike smiled. “Right after we stuffed and baked your sister.”

“The wallet was also generic; it could have come from a hundred stores. It’s one of those cheap ones they sell at Sears and other fine places of retail,” she smirked, eyeing Carole’s blouse. “Do you shop there?”

“Yes, I do,” Carole said. “I go through a lot of clothes. It isn’t worth washing them, because the blood won’t come out. What about the fake license? Schreyer is still alive. He still has his wallet.”

“Not a bad job,” Bridewell shrugged. “I would say it was done at Cheshire reformatory. There are a couple of guards there who have the equipment; people can come there and get their licenses renewed. Only they would have access to the information required to make a duplicate. No Motor Vehicle Department would do that unless the person was standing in front of them.”

“But to get a duplicate, you have to file a bunch of paperwork. Schreyer didn’t file any. I think we’ll go have a talk with those people. No prints or anything on the wallet and contents?”

“Of course not. It’s that little worm Anders, isn’t it?”

“I think so. Just like I think he killed Donna Melito. Anything on her?”

“No. Not yet. That’s going to take some work. Why can’t you stop this maniac? I hear you had him in custody several times.”

“He got away every time,” Carole said. “I’ve never seen anybody like him.”

“You’d better do something next time you catch him. I’m tired of seeing my friends in pieces.”

“So am I,” Carole said. “So am I.”  
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“You heard me,” Carole said as she held up her badge. “Do I stutter?”  

“It’s an unusual request.”

“It’s an unusual case.”

“I ain’t got time to go through all this stuff for you. I’m busy.”

“Doing what?” Carole exclaimed. “This is an official police investigation.”

“I don’t work for the police, and I don’t work for you,” the woman snapped. “Don’t try to push my ass around.”

“I would, but I forgot my bulldozer,” Carole smiled.  “You may not work for me, but you work for the state. Meet Brenda Tuscadero, Assistant District Attorney for Fairfield County.”

“She looks like she should get locked up too,” the woman snickered.

“Hey, fat ass, you and me could go outside and I’ll show you who gets what, you hear? I don’t take no shit form anybody. I’m from Bridgeport. You wanna throw hands with me? Make out your will. Now get that shit we asked you for, or I’ll have you prosecuted for Obstruction of Justice.”

“Say please,” the woman grinned.

“Please,” Carole smiled. “Pretty please, with cheese cake on top.”

“With cherry filling?” the woman said eagerly.

“Oh, you know your stuff,” Carole nodded. “How about the chocolate  chip cheesecake with melted Hershey bars and whipped cream on top?”

“You wouldn’t happen to have one of those with you, would you?” the woman said, perusing her nails.

“It could be arranged,” Carole shrugged. “If we get some cooperation.”

“There’s a pastry shop on the corner,” the woman nodded. “I’ll get that stuff you need.”

“Go,” Carole said to Brenda, and handed her a twenty. “Get a couple of extra slices for us.”

“We got to like bribe that fat cow?” Brenda exclaimed. 

“Whatever it takes to get the job done,” Carole said. “And get some Cannolis.”

“Now you’re talking,” Brenda nodded as she headed for the door.

Half an hour later, Carole had a pile of documents. The woman peered inside the pastry box and almost fainted.

“Nobody saw a thing,” Carole said, raising her hands.

“You have Cannolis,” the woman said. “I can smell them. I want one.”

“Give her one,” Carole said to Brenda.

“Jeez,” Brenda sighed, handing over the Cannoli. “It’s like freaking morphine.”

“We’ll be back tomorrow,” Carole said. “To interview one of these people. Don’t say anything.”

“I could be persuaded to keep my mouth closed,” the woman shrugged.

“Triple layer Pistachio cake with walnuts and whipped cream frosting,” Carole smiled. “The pastry guy just made one. It has your name on it.”

“I’ll kill anybody who asks me one question about this,” the woman nodded. 

“You believe that pig?” Brenda said as they left. “Unreal.”

“You can catch more bees with cake than you can with vinegar,” Carole said. “Or something like that. Maybe it was flies, or dog shit. I forget.”

“You hear about the girl who was afraid of flies until she opened one?” Brenda giggled.

“That’s not nice,” Carole said. “You should punish yourself for that.”

“That’s Vinny’s job,” Brenda said.

“You really like him, don’t you.”

“Yeah, he’s a good guy. Don’t tell him I said so, okay?”

“Wouldn’t think of it,” Carole said. “Do what women do best. Torture him until the very last minute, then marry him and ruin his life,” she giggled.

“Italian girls don’t do that,” Brenda said. “We just cut their throat in the middle of the night if they do something we don’t like.”

“I guess you could do worse than Vinny,” Carole sighed. “I don’t know how, but I bet you could if you tried.”

“You need me tomorrow? I got shit piled up on my desk.”

“No, I’ll take Katie. You know, in case a little persuasion is required.”
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“You are.............. let’s see........ Louis Bumfluck, correct?”   Carole said.

“No,” Katie squealed. “You had to read that wrong.”

“That’s what it says here,” Carole smiled. “Is that your name, Sergeant Bum......I’ll just call you Louie.”

“That’s my name,” Bumfluck said, wiping his brow. “I took a lot of shit over the years because of that. What you two want?”

“You are in charge of processing driver’s licenses, correct?” Carole said.

“Yeah. What of it,” Bumfluck smirked. “Yours about to expire?”

“No, but you are, if you don’t cooperate,” Carole smiled. “You made a duplicate license for a Richard Schreyer not too long ago.”

“Yeah, so? I do a lot of those. People lose shit or they get their wallet stolen. What about it?”

“Mr. Schreyer wasn’t here when you made the duplicate,” Carole smiled. “He was in California. We have absolute proof of that fact. He could not have come here to get a duplicate.”

“Maybe you got the wrong Richard Schreyer.”

“I do not. The address on the duplicate matches his. I went to High School with him. His I.D. was used in a previous homicide. Who came here to get that duplicate?”

“I don’t remember,” Bumfluck said.

“Do you have a short........... memory?” Carole smiled. “It was only a couple of weeks ago. You know what, Louie? I’m going to go have a soda. I’ll let District Attorney Larsen talk to you.” Carole got up and left. Katie sat down across from Bumfluck.

“You’re nothing but a cheap screw,” she sneered. “Prison guard. Corrections Officer, whatever you call it. Bottom of the law enforcement barrel. I did time, you know, as a juvy. I know all about ass clowns like you. I never met or saw one that wasn’t on the take. That’s you, asshole. You did this, and I can prove it. Start talking, or you’re going to be on the wrong side of the bars real soon.”

“I didn’t do nothing,” Bumfluck said. “All I did was make a license.”

“To be used in the commission of a crime,” Katie said. “That makes you an accomplice to about five or six different felonies, depending on who writes the report. That would be me. Tick tock, Louie. I don’t have all day.” She took out her razor and set it on the table.

“You gonna cut me?” Bumfluck exclaimed.

“Wanna find out?” Katie grinned. “I like cutting creeps like you.”

“But you’re a D.A.,” Bumfluck said. “You gotta obey the law.”

“Sure. Just like you did,” Katie said as she opened the razor. “Who came in here for that license?”

“I get a pass on this if I talk?”

“Depends on how good your information is,” Katie shrugged. “If it pans out, I’ll recommend leniency to the New Haven County D.A. If it doesn’t, I’ll hunt you down at night and make you into a girl.”

“You’d do
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