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"What the hell happened?" asked Detective Marsh as he and Sergeant Grewecski hustled towards Captain Evans who wore a disturbed look.

"Marty you can't believe the scene inside that school. The shooter is dead, an eleven year old boy shot at two officers, they returned fire. The kid had an assault rifle and a pistol with over five hundred rounds of ammunition. It's indescribable, you'd better go look for yourself. The two Chicago Homicide detectives entered the grammar school and were stopped cold in their tracks. Little innocent bodies laying on the floor twisted and contorted, all covered with their own blood, cold and not moving. Three to the right, two to the left. Another up ahead laying halfway in a classroom doorway. The detectives poked their heads inside of the first classroom to the right and were faced with three more dead little children.

"Oh my fucking word," muttered Grew.

"This is unbelievable, I've seen war, street gang slaughters, husbands killing their wives, but never anything like this in over twenty years," said Marsh. "This is beyond madness, this is apocalyptic in nature, a society coming apart."

"I can hear the gun nuts now," remarked Grew.

"I ain't saying give up all your guns but anyone who says they need an assault rifle is delusional at best. There are hundreds of guns to choose from for hunting and target shooting. The don't need no damn AR-15 or AK-47, that's bullshit."

"I hear you partner but what do we do?"

"We make sure we bust any street punk we see with an assault rifle, that's a start at least. This shit has got to stop," snorted Marsh.

"It's all over the damn country," replied Sergeant Grewecski.

"All the more reason to start doing something now instead of letting those assholes in Washington once again bury it along with the dead."

"I don't want to see all these poor kids murdered and nothing changes as a result," remarked grew."

"Trouble is, innocence dies more than once, once when it happens, then every waking day for the parents to remember," said Marsh.

"Lieutenant Marsh?"

"Doctor Gigner."

"This is horrible Marty, in all my years as an assistant coroner, wow, overwhelming for sure."

"Yes, us too, what's the final count?"

"Thirty-seven children, eight teachers and a very unlucky mailman caught in the building."

"Well aside from the obvious mass killing, a dead mailman makes for a definite visit from the FBI," groused Marsh.

"Using my name in anger again."

"Agent Gillette," said Marsh.

"This is unbelievable, the country is devastated by events like this," said Gillette.

"Well they damn well better get off their collective asses and do something instead of the usual hand-wringing. A bad law is better than no law," shouted Marsh as his anger was starting to boil over.

"So what, take all the guns away?"

"No, I ain't saying that but assault weapons is a first step, then law enforcement has to be given the necessary manpower and money to clamp down on illegal weapons and third party buys,"

"What's a third party buy?" asked Dr. Gigner.

"That's when a citizen with a legitimate right to purchase guns is given money from someone who can't buy," explained Grew. "Chicago has gotten so bad I heard they changed the name to Chiraq."

"Ah, a paid front man," said the doctor. "Is that a big problem?"

"Very big," said Gillette.

"It just got worse, there are assholes out there who are on the internet showing people how to make their own guns," said Marsh. "It's like the country is a giant prison and the inmates are winning."

"Well there goes the argument for more cops in schools again," lamented Captain Evans joining the detectives.

"I thought you had cops in all the schools?" asked Gillette.

"No, they were in about a hundred of the one hundred and seven high schools, but two cops per school was costing the city like seven to ten million per year. With the city hurting for money they re-examined their presence and found they could easily drop several dozen schools that were deemed to be safe. The teacher unions were bitching because the teacher raises and benefits money was going to pay for the cops. Besides the cops were not in elementary schools," explained Marsh.

"So what's the answer, teachers with guns?" said Evans.

"You're kidding right. Nothing against the teachers but I wouldn't want my kid going to a school where the educators were armed. You know yourself by statistics alone, most likely they would either freeze up and get shot for their trouble or they would fire apprehensively ending up shooting some innocent kid. The only answer is stopping the guns from getting into the school in the first place," said Marsh.

"You know that ain't too easy," said Grew. "These kids could sneak a pound of weed right past the principle."

"I'm with Marty on this one, got to stop them from getting inside any school and part of that is your street patrols making an extra effort to get the loose guns off the streets," remarked Gillette.

"Well we ain't solving anything around here, another tragedy goes into the books while the assholes elected as state and federal public servants will make a lot of noise but then in the end, do nothing," commented Marsh heading towards the exit.

"Yeah, cause their little brats go to private school," remarked Grew holding the door for Captain Evans.

Back at the Homicide offices after storing his keys in his desk Marty grabbed for his desk chair. "Don't get comfortable Marty," said Hobbs as Marsh flopped down into his chair.

"Why, what's up?"

"Some woman found dead in her basement apartment, here's the address."

"Damn it's only 10:30 AM and we are getting hammered already."

"School pretty bad?" asked Hobbs.

"Seeing some gangsta scumbag bleeding out in the street is one thing, but looking at all those innocent little kids was horrible. Makes you want to just go home and hug your child," winced Marsh as he fished his keys back out of the desk drawer.

They drove to the address Hobbs had given them. "What have we got doc?"

"Lt. Marsh, Sgt. Grew, we meet again. Thirty something woman by the name of Miranda Gomez Akiyama, Doctor over at Cook County."

"Cause?"

"Strangled."

"I take it as she is naked there was sex or rape?"

"Yes for sexual activity but no bruising, preliminary finding would be post mortem, but I need to get her on the table."

"You're saying she was dead when the sex occurred?"

"Preliminary findings indicate that is the case."

"Thanks doc," said Marsh.

"Oh this day just keeps getting better and better," grumbled Grew.

"Well let's find any next of kin, we can have patrol canvass the neighborhood, see if she had any regular male visitors lately. I guess we might as well head on over to the hospital, see if there were any problems at her place of work," said Marsh as he walked toward the apartment front door.
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"Yes, good afternoon Dr. Bishop, I understand you are the hospital administrator. I am Lieutenant Marsh, this is my partner Sergeant. Grewecski, we are Homicide Detectives, we need to ask you some questions regarding Doctor Akiyama."

"Certainly, please come into my office. We are all so very upset over the news."

"Has she had any sort of trouble here at work, any incident of note?"

"Just the normal, someone complaining about their treatment or of course their bill," smiled Olivia Bishop.

"Well I can see that," smirked Grew. "The charges just keep getting more ridiculous every year."

"Well there was nothing out of the ordinary, no threats or anything of that nature. Everyone liked Miranda."

"Do you know where we can find Mr. Akiyama?"

"Yanaka cemetery."

"I assume that's in Japan and he's deceased," grimaced Marsh. 

"Yes it was so sad, they were oh so happy. His parents started an Asian market in Chicago about twenty years ago but as they got older they longed for their homeland. The sister took over the store and the parents went back to live in Japan. Suki would send them a share of the profits so they were living comfortably."

"What happened?" asked Grew.

"A pair of street punks pulled guns to rob the store. It happened to be the one night a week that Miranda's husband would go over to help out his sister Suki and ended up laying on the floor dead, alongside his sister. They never caught the scum," sneered Dr. Bishop.

"How long ago was that incident?" asked Marsh.

"About four years ago."

"So did she have any new romantic interests?" asked Grew.

"No she was devastated by her husband's murder. When she wasn't working here for twelve hours a day, she volunteered at a free city clinic for women and children who are victims of domestic violence. The woman was a saint, if you believe in that sort of stuff."

"Can you point us to some of her closest co-workers?" asked Marsh. After speaking with several staff members who were close to Dr. Akiyama they returned to their car.

"Looks like she kept herself to herself after the husband got murdered," said Grew.

"Yeah, I can't see any male interest anywhere. Perhaps we need to check with the canvassing officers, then we can try the neighbors again ourselves. This was personal, I mean having sex after killing her. One sick bastard, I'll tell you that," said Marsh.

"Yes Mrs. Kenny, I am Lt. Marsh and the is my partner Sgt Grew. You told officers that you saw Dr. Akiyama with a male visitor?"

"Yes, it was about two weeks ago on a Sunday, I know because we just got home from church. I was surprised at first but then again, her poor husband died several years ago."

"Do you remember what he looked like?"

"Oh like her."

"Ah, you mean to say he was of Japanese ancestry?"

"Well I don't know, he was some kind of oriental," sneered the woman.

"Where did you see them?"

"On the street of course, walking down towards the park."

"Is that the only time you saw them together?"

"Yes, just the one time."

"Well thank you for your help."

"I'd hate to see what she'd be like if she didn’t go to church," snickered Grew.

"Yeah right. Well it appears Dr. Akiyama had a male visitor, possibly Japanese or at least of Asian descent. I hate to be stereotypical like the church lady back there, but perhaps they went to eat Japanese food somewhere around here. Have all the restaurants for six square blocks canvassed showing her photo around, with her busy schedule I'll bet she didn’t have much time to cook," commented Marsh.

Back at the homicide offices Marsh went into his usual routine and tossed his car keys into the top drawer of his desk then took off his suit jacket hanging it on the back of his chair. "Hey Hobbs, you leaving me love notes again," shouted Marsh.

"Yeah what of it?" laughed Hobbs.

"Well I'd wish you'd learn to write clearly, you ain't no doctor."

"It's about that dead woman."

"Doctor Akiyama?"

"Yeah, her brother-in-law is in Interview Room # 2. I gave him some coffee."

"That wasn't very nice," laughed Captain Evans strolling over from his office.

"Don't worry," said Hobbs partner Greymor. "I made it this morning."

"Oh hell," laughed Marsh as he headed to the interview room. " Now he'll definitely sue the department."

"Mr. Akiyama, I am Detective Marsh and this is my partner Grew."

"Hello."

"I am sorry for your loss and I assure you I will do everything I can to find who did this."

"Thank you and I trust that you will. Do you have an idea when I can send my sister-in-law's body home to Japan."

"It will be a few days, the coroner must do extensive testing in all cases of murder. If you leave me a number where I can reach you, I'll call when they are finished," said Marsh politely.

"How is it that you are taking care of the arrangements, I mean doesn’t she have any family?" asked Grew.

"No actually none in Chicago. Her parents were gunned down in the streets years ago in a drive-by shooting and her sister was raped and beaten to death two years later. When Miranda got out of medical school, she met and fell in love with my brother. Aside from medicine he was her whole life.

"Did she ever mention anyone bothering her, any sort of trouble?" asked Marsh.

"No not that I recall," said Mr. Akiyama.

"Well thank you for stopping by, I will let you know when the body can be released," said Marsh shaking the man's hand.

"Guess we have to keep pounding on the neighbors doors," winced Grew.

"Yes otherwise we are at a dead end," said Marsh.

"Marsh, Grew."

"Yes Captain," said Marsh as they stopped by Evans' office.

"Got a dead student you need to look into."

"Not another damn shooting?" remarked Grew.

"No, little strange, better go see your buddy the assistant coroner before you guys head over to the school," said Evans.

"Lt. Marsh and Sargent Grew you gentlemen lost?"

"No Dr. Gigner," smiled Marsh. "We just like the odors around here. What do you have for us?"

"Mary Lenterowski, aged twelve, cause of death was heart attack."

"At twelve?" screeched Grew.

"Oh it can happen with certain birth defects."

"I get the feeling this was not the case?" remarked Marsh.

"She was a developmentally disabled student in a special-needs program. As such she is allow to be locked in an isolation booth by a teacher or other school official, with the parents permission."

"Excuse me."

"Yes Marty, it's tantamount to a padded closet about the size of an old phone booth," said Dr. Gigner.

"You've seen it?" asked Grew.

"Yes, I had to go to a parent-teacher night at that school when I saw it, I asked and was told they used it with certain unruly students as a means to calm them down."

"You are kidding me right. What the hell does it look like?" asked Marsh.

"Like I said it's a unlit padded closet, about thirty-six inches square on the inside. There are some peep holes for a teacher or school staff member to look into the box, but as it is so very dark you really can't see what's going on inside. Little Mary was having a total hyperventilation incident and suffered a major heart attack or the myocardia infarction brought about the hyperventilating. In either case, I can foresee the lawyers circling the school parking lot as we speak," smiled Dr. Gigner.

"I feel total shock that such a practice still goes on in this country in the twenty-first century, but how is it a homicide?" asked Marsh.

"Her body had several recent contusions, her shoulder was fractured, apparently from being restrained and the marks on her neck show me that she was choked. These injuries could have easily caused her agitated behavior and paranoia which subsequently led to her death. Someone mistreated this girl which began a physical domino effect, then putting her in the isolation box instead of getting her medical attention caused her to crash, to me it's at least manslaughter, but what do I know, I'm just a doctor," smiled Gigner.

"Evans was right this is really weird, I need to calm down a bit before I go to that school to rip someone's face off," growled Marsh as he waved goodbye to Dr. Gigner.

"I am getting so damn angry at these over reactionary school people," snapped Grew getting into the car. "Recently there was some asshole school principal who would not let a girl graduate. She was a Native American that had been given a symbolic feather from her family so she wore it along with her graduation cap, this asshole not only embarrasses her, then says there is a thousand dollar fine she has to pay in order to get her diploma."

"Probably another one who talks about freedom but really is a closet bigot. Unfortunately, we have to play this one very cool. I'm sure by now all the teachers and staff have their responses memorized. I feel a stonewall of solidarity will be thrown in our path. We need to just kind of ho-hum about the punishment box. If we nose around quietly there must be some teachers who think it's all wrong and maybe can offer up some school secrets," explained Marsh.

Pulling up in front of the school they were met by assistant principal Alice Mossbauer. "Gentlemen, this is terrible, our school will be ruined," she spouted, while Grew and Marsh exchanged looks as they followed the quick stepping forty year old into the school building and into her office. "Gentlemen, please have a seat."

"Ms. Mossbauer," said Marsh.

"Mrs."

"Right, Mrs. Mossbauer. We need an exact account of the events leading up to Mary Lenterowski being placed into this isolation device."

"It's not a device Detective, it's merely a timeout chamber to help calm down any child that over-reacts to a situation," insisted Mossbauer.

"Such as?" asked Grew.

"Usually some sort of stimming behavior such as, staring at lights, repetitive blinking, rolling eyeballs or snapping fingers, tapping a finger on a desk or grunting or making vocal sounds of some sort."

"Wouldn't that kind of be normal for agitated autistic children?" asked Marsh.

"Yes, but you can't expect a teacher to have to put up with such behavior on a daily basis, the children are here to be taught to refrain from such unacceptable social conduct."

"Perhaps I'm not understanding the full purpose of those kids being here. I would have thought that despite their handicaps it's your job to attempt to educate the child, not punish them for things they cannot control" said Marsh with a stern stare.

"Detective Marsh it would be a gross over-simplification to assume we can possibly reach these children in their current state. First they must adhere to our policies of classroom conduct before we could ever attempt to enlighten them regarding even the basic skills."

"Maybe they are just bored because no one is teaching them anything," snickered Grew.

"I assure you we take our work here very seriously," sneered Mrs. Mossbauer.

"Can we speak with the teacher who put her into the isolation box," asked Marsh.

"If you must, she has been having a hard time of it, I really hope you will go easy on her."

"Perhaps you don't realize it but we are homicide detectives and someone has been murdered," snapped Marsh beginning to lose his temper.

"Murdered, preposterous, the poor girl just died," retorted Mossbauer.

"Not exactly, based on the coroner's findings the little girl had been abused," said Marsh.

"Maybe I should consult with the school's attorney before you speak with Mrs. Yakes."

"You can certainly speak to whomever you wish but we will be talking to Mrs. Yakes and if you try to interfere you will be needing your own personal lawyer," warned Marsh.

"Mrs. Yakes, I am Lt. Marsh and this is my partner Sgt. Grewecski. We need you to walk us through what transpired prior to placing Mary Lenterowski into the isolation box."

"Well she was acting up and was disrupting the class, so I decided she needed a time out."

"So you put her into the padded box?" asked Marsh.

"Ah, yes, that's normal procedure."

"So who watches her?" asked Grew.

"Well they always scream to get attention, we just have a set time they remain in the room," said Mrs. Yakes.

"And that duration is?" asked Marsh.

"Normally is would be forty-five minutes but we have discretion for longer periods."

"Such as?"

"Well whatever we deem appropriate."

"Such as," yelled Marsh, starting to boil.

"An hour or two," replied Yakes.

"You mean to tell me a kid who cannot control his or her finger tapping or moaning can be placed into that torture chamber for hours, unattended."

"I think I need to talk with the assistant principal before I continue answering any more of your questions," said Yakes.

"This is a murder investigation, either you answer my questions here and now or I will have you taken out of the school in handcuffs, placed into a police cruiser and transported down to our offices to give us your answers," replied Marsh.

"In which case I will invoke my rights to have an attorney present," grinned Yakes.

"I suggest you call your attorney and have him or her accompany you to our offices tomorrow morning at 9 AM."

"I have a class to teach tomorrow morning at that time," said Yakes.

"Then at 9:01 AM you will be arrested," smiled Marsh. He then turned to leave the classroom with Grew following behind. 

"Do you believe what she said?" asked Grew.

"I'm thinking she lost her temper with little Mary, stuffed her into that dark box then forgot about her. I also think Mrs. Trudy Yakes is very petite and would have needed assistance to get a struggling child of twelve into that isolation box, not to mention the physical abuse the child suffered."

"Think Mrs. Mossbauer helped, she's a very big woman?"

"Possibly, but she's about a hundred pounds over-weight and I don't see that beach ball being able to restrain a frightened kid, I'm suspecting a male teacher in this incident some place. I need to chill before I arrest the whole damn staff. Let's go grab some lunch then we can come back and have a go at some of the other employees of the school.

"Mr. Haper, I understand you teach the class next door to Mrs. Yakes."

"Yes, we are two of the four teachers that deal with the autistic children."

"And what is your experience with the use of the timeout box?" asked Marsh.

"Well it's called the timeout room," insisted Haper.

"As it is a vertical rectangle with the floor space amounting to three foot by three foot you can't possibly refer to it as a room. That aside, do you use the box for any of your students?" replied Marsh.

"Yes, on occasion."

"Is there any sort of log regarding the use of this isolation area?"

"No, why would we maintain a journal?"

"To keep track of its use, which students it was used for and of course showing an audit trail of possible overuse."

"Great more paperwork, like we don't have enough to do, damn silly idea."

"Did you have anything to do with the restraining of Mary Lenterowski?" 

"No, why would I?"

"Did you witness any of the events that led up to her being restrained or placed into the punishment box?"

"No, I was busy with my class."

"Thank you, we'll be in touch," said Marsh.

"Believe him?"

"No. Let's talk with the other two Special Education teachers, then try the cafeteria crew." After speaking with the two remaining teachers, both slightly built females, one about forty and the other almost sixty, the detectives sought directions to the school cafeteria.

"So we are going to talk with the kitchen staff why?" said Grew.

"Seeing all the children every school day, perhaps they observed something on the day in question or another prior day."

After interviewing some of the kitchen staff they found someone mentioned as having knowledge of the dead little girl. "Mrs. Kingsford I spoke with several of your coworkers and they told us you knew Mary Lenterowski?" asked Marsh.

"Yes, she lives down the street from me."

"So she was friendly with you?" asked Grew.

"Oh yes, lovely girl, when she'd didn’t have one of her tantrums or whatever you call it these days," smiled Mrs. Kingsford.

"Did you ever see her have such an episode here in the cafeteria?" asked Marsh.

"Occasionally, but usually she was busy chatting with her classmates. They could get loud giggling and such, but anger only showed up when they were harassed by one of the mainstream students, teachers or that so and so Mossbauer."

"She provoked the special children?" asked Grew.

"I'll say, that witch always felt they should not be part of the mainstream kids lunch time, but should have their own private place to eat."

"Did she feel the special needs kids were at risk from the mainstream kids, like being taunted ?" asked Marsh.

"No, well you always have some snotty little punk that would make fun of them, but the special kids knew how to ignore the jerks. Mossbauer felt that they should not be able to interact with the ordinary children, like they were something to be hidden away. To hear her tell it, this is her school and she would do anything to make it succeed," explained Kingsford.

"I maybe could understand if this was a private school needing to put on some kind of act but it's a public school. What does she hope to gain?" asked Marsh.

"Oh she's bucking for the principal's job. Poor Mr. Wasserman, nice guy but has the backbone of a jellyfish," she chuckled.

"Do you know Mary's parents?"

"Yes and you need to talk to them," she groaned.

"We will of course, but is something wrong with them?"

"Let's just say they really didn't like having Mary as their child. They never took the poor kid anywhere. I felt so sorry for her, I used to have her over at my house, my two girls would make her laugh, they always had fun in my little above-ground pool in the summer."

"What did the parents think of that?" asked Grew.

"Hell they were so glad to be rid of her for the day they treated me like their personal babysitter, but I didn't mind, figured someone had to bring some joy into that poor child's life."

"What about here at school, anyone treat her badly?" asked Marsh.

"Mostly everyone was polite to Mary, except that bastard Charlie Haper."

"What did he do?"

"I've seen him put his hands on her shoulder and shake her until she would be quiet," said Kingsford.

"Thank you for your honesty," said Marsh.

"Guess we have our first suspect," smiled Grew. "Can I go kick his ass?"

"Only after you pull me off of him," grinned Marsh. "I guess we should go see the parents."

"I thought we'd go see Haper again?"

"We need more background before we have another round with

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
@etec rvltlel YEMIaTS arshiViystesiesss






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





