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“What the......oh my God!” Detective Danni Reynolds exclaimed, a sick look on her face. Cole Pierson looked up from his desk as the woman bolted from the office and threw up in a waste basket. She came back five minutes later and sat down, her eyes avoiding the spectacle on the wall behind Pierson.

“Was it something I said?” he said wryly.

“No,” Reynolds said. “Sorry, I wasn’t expecting.....that,” she said, pointing at the wall, which was covered with the most gruesome crime scene photos anyone had ever seen. “I’m Danni Reynolds. Your new  partner.”

“Nobody told me I was getting a new partner,” Pierson said, his thoughts drifting to Al Mason. “I’d rather continue to work alone, if it’s all the same to you.”

“I just transferred in,” Reynolds said. “They assigned me to you.”

“Why did you transfer?” Pierson said. Cops who left their unit were usually trouble.

“No action,” she said. “I’m tired of investigating why Biff and Muffy can’t get along with each other.”

“Oh, you must have been working Hyde Park.”

“Yeah. You look like Troy Donahue. You German?”

“Swedish. How long have you been a detective?”

“Six months. Hey, you wanna go have a drink?” she said, crossing her legs.

“I don’t drink,” Pierson said. “I know, I’m probably the only cop on the force that doesn’t. It’s nothing dramatic, I’m allergic to alcohol. I stole a beer at my Uncle’s picnic when I was twelve, and wound up in the hospital.”

“Well, it is close to quitting time. Have a soda,” she grinned.

“It’s four thirty. They don’t pay me by the hour. I have a lot of work to do.”

“Want some help? Then we can go get that drink. Unless you’re married  or something.”

“Look,” Pierson said. “I investigate mass murders. I’ve been doing it for twelve years. You can’t help me, because you don’t have any experience. You can’t even look at a crime scene photo without barfing. And no, I’m not married, and I’m not looking to get that way, either. It doesn’t go well with the work I do.”

“How can you look at those things?” Reynolds said, pointing at the photos.

“It’s my job.”

“Doesn’t it bother you?”

“It bothers me that those people are dead, and that we didn’t act fast enough to prevent their death. That’s what I do; I try to prevent the next one. The pictures help. Gives you some  humility when they talk to you.”

“They..... talk to you? What do they say?”

“Don’t let me have died in vain, is what. Don’t worry, I’m not nuts; I don’t hear voices. I was speaking metaphorically. Seeing the product of what you are trying to stop can be very effective. It maintains your edge. Otherwise, they are just names on a piece of paper. They lose their identity, and their meaning. Now if you don’t mind, I have work to do.”

“I’ll wait,” Reynolds said.

“I don’t work well with somebody staring at me. Now, run along. No offense, but I’m not going to work with you.”

“You aren’t? Why not?”

“I chase assholes who cut people up with band saws, chain saws, hatchets, you name it. One guy used a two man lumber saw. They are mostly totally insane maniacs who refuse to be taken alive. I am more than happy to oblige them. Point being, I don’t have the time or the inclination to babysit a newbie who is going to screw up my cases because she doesn’t know anything. I don’t want your picture to join the ones on my wall. And believe you me, you wouldn’t last a month doing this.”

“How do you know that?”

“Experience. You ever work a homicide?”

“Nope.”

“Ever stick a ten gauge shotgun in an armed suspect’s face and pull the trigger because you just know they’re wearing body armor?”

“No. Is that proper procedure?”

“It is if you want to go home at night.”

“Must be a lonely place, that home,” Reynolds said.

“It’s better than going to a bunch of funerals,” Pierson said. “I had enough of that. Partners, too.”

“Lost one, huh?”

“Yeah. Al Mason. Probably the best detective I ever knew. Funny, we worked this shit together for ten years and he never got a scratch. So, one night he stops off to buy a couple of things at a deli and gets his head blown off by a stickup artist.”

“Now you’re jaded, and don’t want any more partners because you don’t want to go through the loss again.”

“Some of that is true, it’s only natural. I’d take a partner if it was the right one. Somebody like me, who likes the job and isn’t afraid of the review board. You hesitate for one second with these guys, and you’re all done. That isn’t you. They’d kill you and laugh about it.”

“I can shoot pretty good,” Reynolds said.

Pierson took a .38 Special out of his desk and made sure it was unloaded. He took out his own .45 and unloaded it as well. “Here,” he said, handing over the .38. “Kill me.” He set the .45 on the desk, the hammer back.

“What?” Reynolds laughed.

“You heard me. Draw that weapon and shoot me.”

Reynolds thought for a second, then played quick draw with Pierson. Her hand wasn’t even three inches out of her lap when she heard a click, and found herself staring down the barrel of the big Colt. Pierson took the .38 back and stuck it in his desk.

“Go home,” he said. “Come see me in five years.”

Reynolds left, and Pierson went to see the Lieutenant, Clarence Carson. “What’s with the partner bullshit, Loo?” he said.

“Transfer. Everybody in the squad got a partner but you,” Carson shrugged. “Bitch be hot,” he grinned. “I’d take a shot at her, but she got that look, like she don’t like brothers. “You don’t want none of that?”

“What I want doesn’t seem to matter around here,” Pierson said. “I do just fine working alone. I’m not dragging some newbie around with me. She’ll either get me killed, or herself. You like white cop funerals?”

“You can break her in,” Carson said.

“This isn’t the training academy. I’m not working with her. End of discussion, Lieutenant.”

“What if I order your white ass to work with her?” Carson said.

“You have no authority to make assignments that endanger the lives of your detectives. The woman has six months experience, and she never worked a homicide. She ran out of the office and puked when she saw my crime scene photos.  I’m not working with her. You can do anything you want about it, just be ready to explain it to the Chief of D.”

“Damn, you be one miserable bastard today,” Carson sighed. “What am I supposed to do with her now?”

“Make her a Meter Maid. I could care less what you do with her. You want to stick me with a partner, get me one with experience.”

“Ain’t nobody wants to work with you,” Carson said. “Fucking Slaughterhouse Squad, is what they call it. I’d puke too, if I had to look at that shit all day.”

“Then don’t look at it, Copper,” Pierson said. “I have work to do. Bye,” he grinned.
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“Motherfuckers be killin’ all the brothers on the South Side,” Leroy Brown said as he flopped his 6’7” frame down on Tommy’s sofa. He eyed Tommy’s niece Vicky, who was trying not to laugh. “Don’t be runnin’ your racist shit on Leroy,” he said. “Dead brothers ain’t funny.”

“Depends on what you consider funny,” Vicky said, eyeing Leroy up and down. “Like the way you dress. Sharkskin went out of style in the 70’s, you know.”

“Good shit never goes out of style,” Leroy said, adjusting his custom made suit. “Man got to look good for the bitches.”

“Must have taken you six months to find a suit like that to steal,” Sarah Avon said.

“Damn, you be some mean assed girls,” Leroy said. “Always up in Leroy’s business.”

“Have Roy Scheider’s twin brother  stick up for you,” Vicky said, nodding at Tommy, who held up his hands.

“Not me, I don’t want any part of this,” he said. “What’s this about somebody killing brothers, Leroy?”

“Dunno. Lots of ‘em just be found dead lately. All in one neighborhood near my bar. Ain’t no word on the street, so it ain’t no gang beef or anything. Must be Whitey,” he grinned, looking at Vicky.

“It’s the city,” Vicky said. “It’s a new program they started to reduce the welfare budget. They call it the Buckwheat Reduction Act of 2016.”

“See that?” Leroy said in exasperation. “Always  with the KKK shit. Bitch got brain damage.”

“Did the cops look into it yet?” Tommy said.

“You serious? Cops got no interest in dead niggers, except to  keep a scoreboard going.”

“I’ll buy the chalk,” Vicky giggled.

“I’ll talk to Dom, they can’t ignore something like this,” Tommy said. “How many victims are we talking about?”

“Thirty in the last six weeks. And more before that,” Leroy said. “This shit been going on for a long time now, but nobody put the pieces together. We got mysterious deaths going on back to the 1940s. They be stepping up the game now, because ain’t nobody doing anything about it.”

“We’ll do something about it,” Vicky said. “You can count on it. All we need is the information.”
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“Sit your dumb ass down,” Detective Vito Antonelli scowled, shoving a young white suspect into a chair.

Carson came in, closed the door to the interrogation room, and sat down at the table.

“What this paleface do?” Carson said.

“Murder. What else,” Antonelli said, whacking away at a piece of chewing gum. “Killed  somebody down near  the park. Asshole came running out of an alley with a piece in his hand, blood all over him. There was a dead black guy in the alley, shot full of holes.”

“That ain’t good, troop,” Carson said.

“Why?” the suspect sneered. “Because I killed one  of your people? Fucking nigger pulled a knife on me.”

“Sure he did,” Antonelli said. “We didn’t find no knife.”

“You probably tossed it,” the suspect said. “No good nigger loving Guinea asshole.”

Antonelli hauled off and slammed the boy in the side of the head, knocking him off his chair. He grabbed him by the throat and put him back in the chair.

“Police brutality,” the suspect muttered. “I want a lawyer.”

“You serious?” Carson laughed. “This be Chicago, white bread. Nobody sees nothing that goes on in here. You better start talking, unless you like jail food. You’ll get your lawyer later.”

“I ain’t going to jail,” the boy scowled. “It was self defense. Prove otherwise.” 

“Don’t have to,” Carson said. “You make the defense, you got to prove it. Otherwise, you going to the joint.”

“Yeah, wiseass,” Antonelli smiled. “You look good in a wedding gown?”

“Better than your Wop sister,” the boy snapped.

“You want some more?” Antonelli said. “Suspects been known to die sudden like in here.”

“Better say something good,” Carson said. The Carl Weathers lookalike  took off his jacket, revealing 22 inch arms and a massive chest.

“I told you, that spook had a knife. It was self defense.”

Carson held out his hand, palm up. “Pistol permit,” he grinned. The boy looked away. “Thought so. That’s your first felony. You got a sheet? It just gets worse from there. The D.A. is  gonna love you, asshole.”

“I want my lawyer,” the boy said, rubbing the side of his head. “I’m gonna sue this big spaghetti sucking cocksucker.”
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“Hey, Tommy, what’s up? Dom Torello said. 

“Leroy told me there have been thirty murders in the last six weeks on the South Side, all black victims. Any investigation  going on?”

“There is, but there isn’t anything much to go on,” Dom said. “So far we haven’t connected the murders to each other. The victims are random. Murder on the South Side is pretty common.”

“So is the P.D. looking the other way,” Tommy said. “You forget, I worked here for twenty years.”

“You got an interest in this?” Dom said.

“Yeah. Leroy is upset about it. Is that enough for you?”

“You keep that lunatic out of this,” Dom said. “I don’t need some crazy vigilante shooting up the town.”

“Didn’t seem to bother you any when it made you look good to the Chief,” Tommy said. “You got a short memory, Dom.”

“You want this one?” Dom said. “Be my guest. Look all you like. There isn’t anything to find. Six weeks of nothing.”

“We have our own methods,” Tommy said. “Did you know this could go back fifty years or more?”

“Nothing new there,” Dom said. “Murder is nothing new. You of all people should know that. Go ahead, Tommy, have a look. You find anything, I’ll back you up. Just don’t do anything  to embarrass the department.”

“Wouldn’t think of it,” Tommy grinned. 

“You know what I mean,” Dom warned. “You keep that crazy niece of yours under control.”

“Vicky?” Tommy said innocently. “She’s an angel.”

“Some angel,” Dom groused. “The Chief still has nightmares about her. I’ll have Polinski look into this, too.”
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“That him?” Assistant District Attorney Ralph Barnes said, pointing at the suspect through the one way mirror.

“Yup,” Carson said, looking at the arrest papers. “Danny Holtmann.”

“He give it up yet?” Barnes smirked.

“Nope. Likes to call names, though,” Carson sighed. “Nigger, spook, shit like that,” he said, trying not to laugh. “How you figure he calls me that?”

“You look in the mirror lately?” Barnes said. 

“Yeah. I be a handsome motherfucker.”

“You beat this dummy? My notes say he wants to claim police brutality.”

“Antonelli slapped him upside the head one time. Didn’t hurt him none. Didn’t leave  a mark, either. Other than that, nothing.”

“Why did he hit the little chooch?” Barnes said disinterestedly, as though he would have been more surprised if Antonelli hadn’t hit the little chooch.

“Called him  a nigger loving Guinea asshole.”

“Oh. I guess that makes it okay, unless he was telling the truth,” Barnes grinned.

“You ain’t as funny as me, so cut the shit. Just ring the asshole up.”

“Okay, I’ll go talk to him as soon as the Public Defender gets out of the can.”

“He’s in jail?” Carson laughed.

“No, stupid. He’s in the shitter down the hall. What’s wrong with you?”

“Too many white people around here,” Carson groused. “Can’t get nothing done.”

Public Defender Jess Williams appeared, a sick look on his face. “I think I got the shits,” he said. “Let’s make this fast.” They went into the Interrogation Room and sat down.

“You the perp?” Barnes said to Holtmann.

“Yeah. You the D.A.? That cocksucker white cop beat on me.”

“You don’t look like anybody beat you,” Barnes said. “This is Williams. He’s the Public Defender.”

“You do it?” Williams said.

“You ain’t supposed to ask me that,” Holtmann said. “Especially in  front of the D.A.”

“I’ll ask you any fucking thing I want. You say what happened, or you’re going to be spending a lot of time in the joint, yelling  Hey, that won’t fit in there!”

“Nigger jumped me,” Holtmann shrugged. “I ran into an alley and the nigger pulled a knife, so I shot his ass.”

“With an illegal gun and no permit,” Barnes said.

“This is Chicago,” Holtmann said. “Everybody got a gun.”

“Where’s the knife?” Williams said to Barnes.

“Nobody found a knife at the scene,” Barnes said as he consulted his notes.

“Any witnesses?”

“Nope. Just the patrolman who happened to be riding by when the genius over here ran out of the alley covered in blood.”

“He got a sheet?”

“Yeah. Fucking Central Booking had to buy more paper just to print it all out. He spent more time in Juvy Hall than he did at home. Now he’s big time.”

“Lean, mean, and eighteen, about to be some convict’s queen,” Williams grinned. “Life without parole, dude. Don’t look good for you.”

“What the fuck kind of defense lawyer are you?” Holtmann said.

“You mean you got a defense?” Williams said. “And don’t run that self defense jive on me. Only thing in that alley besides you was an unarmed dead body. You expect me to get you out from under that? Tell me how.”

“That’s your job,” Holtmann said.

“They read you your rights?”

“Yeah. The cop that pinched me did.”

“Well, you didn’t confess to murder, so you got a shot. Not a very good one, but we can try. What say you, Barnes? Deal time? How about he pleads to 2nd degree?”

“Four to twenty?  You serious?  This ain’t Christmas. First  degree or nothing. Twenty to life. If he pleads out, I’ll recommend parole.”

Williams looked at Holtmann, who looked away. “I’d take it if I was you,” Williams  said. “Otherwise you’re looking at up to sixty years. That’s a long damn time to take it up the ass. They got you good, dude. Take the deal.”

“Yeah,” Barnes said. “Before I  change my mind.”

“I’m a soldier,” Holtmann said. “In a group. I can give you my leader. What’s that worth?”

“What kind of group?” Barnes said.

“We kill niggers.”

“Oh, so now it’s a hate crime,” Barnes said. “That’s extenuating circumstances. You can get life for that. Sure you want to cop to that?”

“I guess not,” Holtmann said. “But that spook had a knife.”

“You know how many times we hear that, and there’s never a weapon found?” Barnes said. “You give me the details on this group, and I’ll max out your sentence at thirty years if it leads to a conviction. You’ll be out a little earlier if you behave yourself.”

“I’ll take it,” Holtmann said. “Just don’t put me in stir with a bunch of jigaboos.”

“We got no control over that, unless you want to volunteer to do your stretch in solitary.”

“Figures,” Holtmann said. “Fucking jails are full of niggers, but I’m the bad guy because I rid the world of one.”

“Now you understand the criminal justice system,” Barnes said. “Lady Justice is blind. She got a nice ass, though,” he grinned. He motioned for a patrolman to take Holtmann away, and filled in the blanks on his report.  He went over to Carson’s office.

“He pled out,” he said.

“Good. One less egg to fry.” Carson took the field report and sent a copy to Pierson, just in case, and went back to work.
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“Meet your new partner,” Carson grinned. “Detective Tracy McMillan. Enjoy.” Carson turned and headed for his office, trying not to laugh.

“Hi,” Tracy said. She walked over to the wall of crime scene photos. “Cool,” she said. “I worked this shit. Keeps you on your  toes, I’ll tell you that much.”

“Where?” Pierson said. “Can’t be here, I never heard of you.”

“Florida, New York City, then Providence. I just transferred in. I got an Aunt in a rest home here. That’s all the family I got left.”

“Oh. Sorry to hear that. What happened?”

“Life. So whatcha got? Any good active shit?” McMillan said. She smiled at Pierson and flipped a hand through her long red hair. He looked up at her. Cripes, she looks like a goddamned giraffe. Has to be six foot three.

“We got nothing new, just the usual cold cases,” Pierson said. 

“Well that sucks,” McMillan said. “You can call me Tracy. I’ll call you Cole. Okay?”

“Sure. Uh, I got to go to the Coroner’s office. Feel like coming?”

“Yeah, but you got to blow in my ear,” McMillan giggled. Pierson just stared at her. “Come on, lighten up. It’s a joke. Let’s go. You drive. I don’t know where the fuck I am around here.”

“What did you say?”

“You got a hearing problem there, Sport?”

“No,” he sighed. “Let’s go.”

“Look, I ain’t the Virgin Mary,” McMillan said as they headed for the cruiser. “I been around. I been a cop for twenty years. I made Detective First Grade in New York. I swear, I drink, and I can beat most men in a bar fight. That’s just me. Take it or leave it, I really don’t give a fuck.” She stopped for a minute and blew her nose onto the grass, using her first two fingers. “That’s better, been fighting that booger all day. You don’t look so hot. You sick or something?”

“No,” Pierson said. “Let’s go.” They got into the car and headed out.

“Wanna look up my skirt?” McMillan chirped. “I got nice legs.”

“You’re out of your mind, aren’t you,” Pierson said.

“Opinions vary, but I’m like the Mounties. I always get my man.”

“How many mass murderers have you caught?”

“Three, including  my Uncle Bob, if that counts for anything. He was a quiet man,” she mused. “Until he chain sawed the whole family during the dessert course. He pled guilty and they burned his ass.”

“Some family you had,” Cole said.

“Yeah. The annual picnics were a whole shit load of fun. Especially if my cousin  Boner was there. What do you have to see the Coroner about?”

“I have a lead. It isn’t much, but it could help. Little details can break these cases.”

“I know,” Tracy said, as she tried to get comfortable.

“What’s wrong?” Cole grinned. “Can’t get used to the front seat?”

“Good one,” Tracy said. “Just my luck I get partnered up with a fucking midget who drives with the seat all the way up.”

“I’m six foot one,” Cole said. “You ever play for the Lakers?” 

“Not recently. Their check bounced. Hey, I broke a rape case in New York one time by analyzing an old rubber we got from a suspect’s apartment.”

“How did it taste?” Cole grinned.

“Oh, the jokes just never stop with you, do they, Shorty. We knew who the perp was, but we couldn’t get enough evidence to make our case. The squad was stuck on this one because they couldn’t get any DNA evidence from the victims because he used rubbers. I got him, though.”

“Don’t tell me; you lured him into your car and sat on his face until he confessed.”

“No, but that’s not a bad idea. I’ll have to remember that one. Actually it was easy, but nobody in the squad thought of it. His DNA was inside the rubber, but none of the geniuses I worked with realized the victim’s DNA would be  on the outside of it. Kinda like a reverse matchup.”

“Here, we find out who it is and just cut the guy’s dick off,” Cole grinned. “That’s the Chicago way. South Side Circumcision.”

“Those big rat traps work good, too,” Tracy giggled. “My girlfriend used to carry one in her bag. Some guy jumped her one night, and she jammed the thing into his wheezer when he took it out. Bet he never tried to rape anybody again.”

“I could never figure out why anybody would want to rape a strange woman,” Cole said. “I mean, you have no idea what you might find down there. Maybe she just took a big corn dump and wiped too far. Then there is the possibility of ticks, yellow discharge, and all kinds of nasty shit.”

“You should write a romance novel,” Tracy laughed as Cole pulled into the Coroner’s parking lot.

“Hi Cole,” Cory Martin said. “Too bad about Mason. Who’s this?” he said anxiously, eyeing Tracy up and down.

“Put your tongue back in your mouth, you little weasel,” Tracy snarled. “Or I’ll put you in drawer number seven.”

“Oh boy, she’s funny,” Martin said, slapping his leg. “I like her. Where’d you find this one?”

“Hell,” Pierson muttered. He looked at Tracy, who gave him a malevolent glare. “Sorry, Sweetheart,” he said.

“There’s hope for you after all,” she laughed. “Now, Marty, what do you have, besides that awful crotch itch you get from fucking dead women?” Martin just stared at her, speechless. “Come on, lighten up, will you? I make jokes, okay? You don’t like my jokes you can go back in there and play peas porridge hot, peas porridge cold, the last girl I screwed was dead stone cold.” Martin continued to stare. “Wow, it must really be me,” Tracy said. “Okay, show me your report. Or all of them, however  many you have. I’m tired of this case and I haven’t even started yet. Come on, Marty, I don’t have all day,” Tracy said, snapping her fingers. “I got karaoke tonight, you know? I got a life beyond this bullshit.” 

“Good God,” Martin sighed. “I’ll get it for you.”

“About time,” Tracy sighed. “Hey Marty, do you have a cigarette?” she chirped, elbowing Pierson.

“No. Wait here.”

“He doesn’t want us to see him feeling up the corpses,” she giggled. “Any of the victims female?”

“No. All men. Figures, doesn’t it?” Cole said.

“Of course. You’re all shit and you deserve to die first so you can leave us all your money so we can spend it at the beauty parlor and Lord & Taylor. You think any of these dudes had life insurance?”

“I have no idea.”

“Couldn’t be a bunch of disgruntled wives, now could it? Ever hear of The Last Wives Club?”

“No.”

“How’d you get your job, Cole? They lower the requirements?”

“Very funny. Keep it up.”

“I will,” Tracy smiled. “If you can, that is. Can little Cole rise to the occasion?”

“You’re the Devil,” Cole sighed.

“Yeah. Just ask my first seven husbands,” Tracy said absentmindedly as Martin returned with a stack of file folders.

“Here. This is all I have.”

“I bet,” Tracy grinned, eyeing the front of his pants.”I’m going to take these home and read them.”

“Those are my files. You can’t take them out of the building.”

”I’m going to take these home and read them,” Tracy said very slowly, reaching into her waistband. 

“Okay, okay,” Martin said quickly, raising his hands. “Good God, Cole, she’s going to shoot me.”

“You should be so lucky,” Pierson said. “Look at me. I have to work with this lunatic. I think death is a pretty good alternative to that.”

“My God,” Tracy said. “Where are all the real men?” She turned back to Pierson. “Let’s go, Boss. Take me to your prime suspect.”

“We don’t have one.”

“Then make one up. I want to interview somebody.”

“What was that last vic’s girlfriend’s name, Marty?” Cole said. “I forgot about her. Nobody interviewed her. Lamont Harris, the guy’s name was.”

“Tina Jeffers. Here’s the address.” Marty handed over a piece of paper.

“See that, Boss? He has the address. She must be hot. He probably monitors her life insurance payout so he can have first dibs on the stiff.”

“You can have first dibs on my stiff, Stretch,” Marty grinned.

“No thanks, considering where it’s been. Is it true they lock up after rigor mortis sets in?” Tracy said.

“Hair dryer fixes that,” Marty said. “I wrap the really nice ones in an electric blanket, too.”

“Somehow I think that little pervert isn’t lying,” Tracy said to Cole as they left. “Probably dresses them up in horny underwear first.”

“What’s wrong with that?” Cole said. “At least they can’t turn you down, and you don’t even have to buy them dinner.”

“Men,” Tracy sighed as they reached the car. “And put the fucking seat back, will you?”

“Yes, Dear,” Cole sighed. 
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“Hey, LT, what’s up?” Detective Sergeant Al Polinski said. He managed to fit his massive bulk into a chair and stared at Torello.

“Bunch of  murders on the South Side. All black victims.”

“That’s about all there is on the South Side,” Polinski said. “Murder is the national pastime down there.”

“Tommy Avon and Leroy Brown think they’re connected.”

Forensics Supervisor Alma Bridewell came in, a smirk on her thin lips. She set some files on Torello’s desk and looked at Polinski. “Well now, look who’s here,” she smirked. “Detective Lardass. What’s new, Polinski? Somebody stick up a Polish Deli?”

“Why don’t you go back to your office and eat your suet ball, Chicken Lips?” Polinski smirked. 

“I’m surprised you even came to work today,” Bridewell said. “Kishka is on sale at the local supermarket.”

“Okay, Bridewell, knock it off,” Torello said. “You get any reports on a string of murders on the South Side?”

“Just the usual,” Bridewell said. “Cause of death, dust for prints, ballistics, and standard autopsy  reports. There are apparently no clues, no evidence, and no suspects. Must be Tubby’s case,” she smiled, looking at Polinski. “All the  good detectives around here retired.”

“I could make you retire,” Polinski grinned. “And disappear.”

“I made Lieutenant last month,” Bridewell said. “What did you make, other than that awful smell in the bathroom? Even the neighborhood skunks won’t come near the building any more.”

“You’re still here. Why don’t you file a report, and I’ll see if I can find out who stole  your ass.”

“Takes  one to look for one. Dom, what are you looking for with those murders?”

“Tommy Avon thinks they’re connected. Any similarities?”

“I’d have to review the files again. As I recall, they were all gunshot wounds, which isn’t much of an indicator of some grand conspiracy. But if Tommy thinks there is a connection, it’s worth a look. After all, he was a rather good detective, unlike what we’re stuck with now,” she said, trying not to laugh.

“You been stuck with anything lately?” Polinski grinned.

“I’m stuck working with you. Why don’t you go get me some evidence on these murders? I’ll buy you a Myron Floren CD.”

“Already got one,” Polinski said as he stood to go. “How about  some bird calls?”
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“What it be, Bro?” Polinski grinned as he sat down opposite Carson.

“What you call me?” Carson said.

“Bro. That bother you? I’m Detective Al Polinski, First Division.”

“White fucking Polack,” Carson sighed. “And he calls me Bro. What’s next? Nigger? Porch Monkey?”

“Pick the one you like best,” Polinski said.

“Cabbage roll sucking son of a bitch,” Carson muttered. “What you doing down here, anyway? Ain’t no white motherfuckers around  here. You looking for a deal on Polka CDs or something?”

“I’m partial to rap music myself,” Polinski said. “My boss sent me. Dom Torello.”

“I know that Guinea douche bag,” Carson said. “He still  on the job? Jesus, he was a patrolman before we had cars. Motherfucker used to carry a flintlock pistol. Bastard must be a hundred.”

“Fifty something,” Polinski said. “We’re looking at a bunch of murders down here.”

“Ain’t your jurisdiction,” Carson said.

“Leroy Brown says it is.”

“Leroy? What this got to do with him?”

“Damned if I know, I didn’t ask him. All I know is that on the South Side, when Leroy talks, people listen.”

“I know that motherfucker,” Carson said. “He be a bad dude.”

“”He’s also Tommy Avon’s friend, and a former Marine with more decorations than a Christmas tree.”

“Tommy fucking Avon,” Carson sighed. “Teamed up with  Leroy Brown. Maybe it’s time for my black ass to retire. I don’t need no wars down here. Who got killed?”

“Leroy says about 30 black dudes in the last six weeks.”

“Shit, that’s just a good Saturday night in Chicago.”

“Who caught the case?” Polinski said.

“You be in the wrong office, Polack. My squad is a special operation. Mass murder, serial killers, gang rapes, race crimes, shit like that. Regular homicide be down the hall. See  Lieutenant Washington.”

“George?” Polinski grinned.

“Nope. Cordell. He be tanned up like me,” Carson grinned.

“Fucking place looks like Nairobi,” Polinski said.

“This ain’t Whiteyland,” Carson said. “You got any gift coupons for KFC? It be close to lunch time.”

“No, but I got a watermelon in my car. Is this Washington dude in his office?”

“Should be,” Carson said. “He went out to cash his welfare check about an hour ago. Go take a look.”

Polinski found Washington, who was going through some reports.

“I’m Detective Al Polinski, First Division,” the monster said as he sat down. “Carson said to see you about a string of murders down here.”

Washington adjusted his wire frame glasses and looked at Polinski. “Do you have the dates or names?”

“Nope. Thirty black people, in the last six weeks.”

“Detective, there are over 750,000 people on the South Side, 93 percent of which are African-Americans. We have a lot of murders here.  Ten a week, at least. Thirty in six weeks is half the average.”

“This is a group of people from Garfield Park. Leroy Brown is taking an interest in this, because he has a business there.”

“I’m familiar with Mr. Brown’s so-called business,” Washington said. “Extortion, loan  sharking, hijacking, robbery, prostitution, and gambling.”

“Tommy Avon says Leroy went straight. He came into a pile of legal money. All he does now is run the African Nation Bar and Grill; he even started a foundation to reform the hookers he used to run.”

“How nice of him,” Washington said. 

“Dude is a former Master Gunnery Sergeant who won the Navy Cross. He served with Tommy in Iraq. If Tommy says he went straight, I believe him. You don’t know nothing about this case?”

“I’ll have to look it up by the addresses,” Washington said. “I have over 200 murder cases either active or cold. It will take a little time. I’ll have my researcher get right on it. We couldn’t have Leroy Brown disappointed, now could we?”

“Hey,” Polinski shrugged. “There’s worse than him out there. You ever meet Tommy’s niece Vicky?”

“No, I can’t say that I’ve had the pleasure.”

“It ain’t exactly a pleasure,” Polinski said. “You can email my boss with the information. Dom Torello.”

“Okay, give me a day.”

“Thanks. You ain’t much like Carson, huh.”

“Nobody is like Carson,” Washington said. “He’s like a cross between Wyatt Earp and Biggie Smalls.”
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“What up, nigger?” Leroy  grinned as he sat down opposite Carson.

“You,” Carson said. “Criminal bastard. Where you steal that suit, man, a fucking antique store? Nobody wears that sharkskin shit any more. You think you be James Bond now? All you need is one of them skinny knitted black ties and an Aston Martin.”

“I got me two Cadillacs and a Lincoln Continental,” Leroy said proudly. 

“Probably one of them old Eldorados from the 70s,” Carson muttered. “With the red velour interior and the  fake exhaust pipes coming out of the hood. You know, the Superfly Nigger Edition.”

“Never mind my ride, I want to know what’s going on with my peeps in Garfield Park. Leroy be losing business. Folks be afraid to go out.”

“Not my case,” Carson said, leaning back. “Cordell got that one,” he grinned.

“Cordell?” Leroy said. “Dude thinks he’s white. Drives a damn Toyota. You ever see his old lady? She got some serious cream in her coffee. She be whiter than Michael Jackson. Uppity bastard probably ain’t doing anything with this case.”

“Some big Polack from the First came down here asking about it, too. Said you were interested; you and Tommy Avon. Oh, and we popped some dude for murdering a brother in an alley. White dude. Said he belongs to some group that kills niggers. The D.A. pled him out for the information.”

“What be this group? Leroy might want to pay them dudes a visit.”

“What the fuck do I look like, your damn secretary? I got a lot of work to do,” Carson said, perusing his nails.

“Twenty piece meal,” Leroy smiled. Carson picked up the phone and called Barnes.

“Asshole will send the file over. You best make good on that 20 piece. You know I got a weakness for KFC.”

“You be perpetrating them racial stereotypes,” Leroy said. “Eatin’ all that fried chicken. Next thing you’ll have a damn lawn jockey outside your office. White motherfuckers make that chicken, you know. They spit in it, too,” he said, trying not to laugh.

“Aw, man, why you got to say shit like that?”

“Because it be true,” Leroy said. “You ever have the Lunger Lunch? It goes down real slick. Me, I like Guinea food.”

“You would,” Carson said as a secretary came in with the file. Leroy puffed himself up and adjusted his lapels. The girl burst out laughing and left the file.

“What’s her problem? Leroy be prime meat.”

“College girl,” Carson said. “Rhonda. She got a thing for Cordell.”

“Cordell be married.”

“Since when did that ever stop anybody? I seen him give her the eye a time or two. I know Cordell. He be a horny bastard; he’d fuck that bitch until she had hip dysplasia.” 

“Girl probably got the clap,” Leroy said. “Lemme see that file.” He looked through it and nodded. “Can I keep this?”

“No, but you can have a copy. Extra cole slaw and biscuits,” he grinned.

“Yeah. And a booger pie for dessert. Here,” Leroy sighed, and took a stack of KFC gift certificates from his jacket pocket. “Eat your black ass into a fucking coma.”

“Damn, this be enough to get me fed for a month. You fake these?”

“Nope. One of my bitches works there,” Leroy grinned. “Chicken ain’t the only meat she likes.”

“You sure this shit you’re looking at ain’t more than a business loss? You ain’t exactly known for your love of the black community.”

“I ain’t always what I seem,” Leroy said.

“Yeah,” Carson said as he got up and walked over to his office window. “Twenty three years,” he sighed. “Twenty three years of telling black folks their kid ain’t coming home because he got stoked on H or some gang banger put one in his head. I’m tired of it, Leroy. Those are my people, and all they do is use each other for target practice. Wears on a man  after a while. What’s worse is I can’t do a fucking thing to stop it. Ain’t bad enough they kill each other, now we got some psycho white gang looking to up the quota.”

“We can fix that,” Leroy said. “We just cleaned up a gang of international Nazis who had Hitler’s DNA and wanted to start the same shit again.”

“Yeah, but this is local. I got to be careful or I get my ass jacked up, too. I got no desire to lose my pension.”

“Me and Tommy always be careful. Nobody gonna know who’s doing what.”

“I hear he got a crazy niece,” Carson said. “Tied up Torello’s Captain in  his bed or some shit.”

“Yeah, she got a screw loose. He challenged her to get to him, so she took him up on it. The Polack, too. Tommy got more, he calls ‘em Tommy’s Angels. His other niece Sarah is a lawyer, and Vicky got an Iranian chick friend who got serious brain damage. They pull shit even Leroy wouldn’t try. Good people, though.”

“You do anything and get caught, nobody can help you. You know that, right?”

“Ain’t it always been that way? Cops can’t do their job, but when somebody else does it for them, they get busted.”

“That’s the law.”

“We got our own law,” Leroy nodded. “And some white cocksuckers around here are about to get some of it, and they ain’t gonna like it.”
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“Hi. I’m Detective Pierson, this is Detective McMillan. We’d like to ask you a few questions about Lamont. It seems the investigating officers didn’t talk to you.”  

“Investigating officers didn’t give two shits about Lamont,” Tina said. “Just another  dead nigger.”

“Were the officers white?”

“Black. White cops don’t want to work the beat down here.”

“I’ve heard that,” Cole said. “There wasn’t too much information about Lamont in the report. What did he do for work?”

“Nothing  much. He was in community college. He had a few part time jobs here and there. His folks helped him out some.”

“Was he having trouble with anybody? You know, somebody who might want to hurt him.”

“Nope. He was a clean bean, always studying. No drugs, no gang shit, just an average college student. Cops said he took one in the back of the head. No reason for it. No robbery, no nothing. What you care about Lamont, anyway? Two white cops.”

“It’s our job to solve this. I don’t care what color Lamont was,” Cole said. “His murder fits the pattern of several others. The victims were all black, all shot for no apparent reason. There are never any clues, so whoever is behind this is highly skilled. My Lieutenant sent me a copy of a report on a similar crime. The kid who did it got caught red handed and  pled guilty to murder. He said he belonged to some sort of group that targets black people. Did Lamont ever receive any threats like that?”

“No, not  that I know of. He never mentioned anything like that. Only thing he did wrong was being the wrong color.”
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