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	We are what we repeatedly do.


	—Aristotle
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	So far, I’ve been to jail three different ways.


	The first way was when I was on the job, working as a cop. Back then, I’d walk right through the officer entrance with my handcuffed prisoner in tow. I’d stop in the outer waiting area and secure my weapon in the gun lockers. Drop the oversized key ring into my empty holster and walk the bad guy straight into the booking area.


	The second way I went to jail wasn’t much different. Except that time, I was the one in handcuffs. As a prisoner, I had no weapon to secure. All my stuff was already in a plastic bag carried by the arresting officer. And I found booking to be a whole different experience on that trip.


	Tonight was the third way. Through the visitor entrance.


	The woman at the reception desk wore a uniform shirt that was too big for her. The shoulder seam hung at least an inch past her actual shoulder, the short sleeves went well past her elbow. The fit made her bony arms stick out of the sleeves like toothpicks. Her red hair clearly came from a bottle. Even so, it was splotched with gray. All of that and a sour expression, too.


	“Visiting hours end in fifteen minutes,” she said without glancing at the clock. She had the gravelly voice of a smoker.


	“Then I’m just in time,” I said.


	“Takes ten minutes to process you through.”


	I didn’t answer.


	“So you’re pretty much too late,” she added.


	I stared at her.


	She stared back.


	I didn’t bother smiling. This was not a woman that would be swayed with a smile, especially not if she recognized me. Instead, I said, “Well, seeing as how I’m here in time, and seeing as how I’m also the personal representative of Matt Emerson, I guess you’ll just have to process me through and then I’ll talk to the floor sergeant about the time issue.”


	She stared at me some more. Then she asked, “You’re a lawyer?”


	“I represent Mr. Emerson,” I said, choosing my words carefully.


	“Why didn’t you use the lawyer entrance?”


	I fixed her with a darker glare. “Are you supposed to check me in or interrogate me?”


	She blinked and thought about it for a moment. Finally, she just shrugged. “Don’t blame me if the sarge gives you the boot.” She held out her hand. “Identification.”


	“Aren’t you supposed to say please?”


	“Listen, smart guy, you want in? Give me the goddamn ID.”


	Then I smiled. I’d won. And if I decided to file a complaint against her for poor demeanor, it might not be sustained, but it would be a black mark in her file just the same. Sometimes I wished I had time for that kind of sport.


	I removed my driver’s license and handed it over. She glanced at it, started to glance away, then did a double take at the name. Recognition flooded across her face. She looked up at me, scowling.


	“Jacob Stankovic. I know who you are. You’re not a lawyer.”


	“I never said I was.”


	“Yes, you did.”


	“No, I didn’t.”


	“Don’t lie,” she said. “You absolutely told me that you were this prisoner’s lawyer.”


	I shook my head. “No. I said I represent him. I never said I was a lawyer.”


	She stared at me, playing the conversation back in her head. Her memory must have been decent, because she eventually realized I was right. She frowned at me. “You implied it,” she muttered.


	I shrugged.


	“Anyway, if you’re not his lawyer, then you’re just a visitor. And visiting hours—”


	“State versus McKenna,” I said.


	Her brow furrowed. “Huh?”


	“State versus McKenna,” I repeated. “A Ninth Circuit case from eight years ago. It plainly states that if a defendant elects to be pro se, he is allowed to name anyone he desires as personal representative in lieu of a public defender. That representative is afforded the same considerations, including access to the defendant, as his defense attorney would be.”


	She shook her head slowly. “I’ve never…”


	“Heard of that?” I shrugged. “I’m not surprised. Training has always been for shit at the jail.”


	Her eyes narrowed. “Maybe you’re making it up.”


	I was done jousting for tonight. I leaned in and said, “Maybe you should Google it. But meanwhile, you better put me through or I’ll have you up on demeanor charges before dinner and federal civil rights violations by dessert.”


	Her cheeks flushed. She opened her mouth to reply, then closed it. Instead, she turned to the computer and angrily tapped a few keys. When she handed back my ID card, her lips were set in a hard line. “Through the door when I buzz it. Follow the blue line.”


	 


	 


	I found the visitation room easily enough. I’d been there before, when I’d been incarcerated. They hadn’t done anything with the décor. It didn’t smell any better, either.


	I sat and waited. It was ten minutes before the door opened and Matt sauntered in. He was trying to look bored for the sake of the guard, who really was bored, but I could see Matt was wired.


	“Thanks for coming, Boss.”


	I didn’t bother shaking hands. “Sit down.”


	The guard closed the door, but stood at the window, watching us.


	“Is it safe to talk here?” Matt asked. He ran his hand through his hair, then shook it into place.


	“You better hope so.”


	“Why?”


	“Because what I’m about to say will put us both away for at least a dime.”


	Matt flashed me a concerned look, but it melted away almost immediately. “You’re not serious.”


	I shook my head. “Yes, I am.”


	“Can they tape us in here?”


	“How should I know?”


	“You’re the one that used to be a cop. I figure you know all their fucking tricks, right?”


	“I was a cop,” I said. “Not a jailer.”


	“Lot of help you are.”


	“Hey, I’m not the one wearing an orange jumpsuit, pal.”


	He gave me a hangdog look. “Good point. Sorry about that.”


	I got down to it. “Did you get our business taken care of?”


	He stared at me. “So it is safe in here.”


	“The job?” I asked. “Did it get done?”


	He sighed and shook his head ruefully. “No, Boss.”


	“The cops get it?”


	“Huh?”


	I gave him a baleful look. “Did the police officers seize the contraband in question as evidence incident to your arrest?”


	He shook his head.


	“Then where is it? Did Ozzy no show?” That worthless welsher. I swear to Christ, I’ll—


	“No, Boss. He never got the chance to show or not. I got pinched on the way to meet him.”


	I fell silent. Then, “You’re kidding me.”


	He didn’t reply, but I could tell from the look on his face that he was dead serious.


	“So Ozzy still has our package?”


	“Uh-huh.”


	“But Brent gave Randall the money.”


	“I don’t know. I got pinched.”


	“I’m not asking. I’m telling you,” I said. “Brent called in. He delivered the cash. Randall made the call to Ozzy. Then I got your call, so I figured it’s a done deal. But instead, you’re down here in this stink pit.”


	“Yeah,” Matt said. “That’s about right.”


	“What happened?”


	“Fail to signal,” he said.


	“You’re kidding me.”


	“Nope. Cop stops me, saying I didn’t use my blinker.”


	“So you get a ticket. You’re delayed. You don’t go to jail off a traffic ticket. That shit might happen in the Midwest or the deep South, but not here.”


	He didn’t answer.


	I stared at him. “Tell me your license isn’t suspended.”


	“Boss—”


	“Goddamnit, how many times have I told you to keep your license clean?” I was constantly on these guys about this, him and Brent. “A suspended license is like writing an invitation to every cop in a patrol car to bust you. There isn’t an easier way around to get into the car and into your pockets.”


	“Relax, Boss. My license is good. It wasn’t that.”


	“Then what?”


	He took a deep breath and let it out. “It was a warrant. Some fight I got into at a bar in Coeur d’Alene a few months ago.”


	“What? You didn’t tell me about any fight.”


	“’Cause it was no big deal,” he said. “Just some words inside the place and then we ended up throwing hands out in the parking lot. Everyone split before the cops came.”


	“You hurt the guy?”


	Matt shrugged. “Maybe a cut lip, a black eye. Nothing serious.”


	So it would have been a misdemeanor, at best. Probably the guy on the other end of the punch actually did stick around for the patrol car to get there. Since he was the only one there, it was his story that became the story, as far as the cops were concerned. Still…


	“You go there very often?”


	“A few times.”


	“Banging any of the waitresses?”


	“I wish, Boss. There was this one, I think her name was Tara—”


	“So how’d the cops know it was you?”


	“Huh?”


	“How…did…the cops…know…it was…you?”


	He shrugged. “I dunno.”


	“No one that works there know you?”


	“Not really.”


	“See anyone you know?”


	“Uh-uh.”


	“How’d you pay?”


	He frowned. “Shit, I don’t remember. Cash. Credit card, maybe.”


	I blinked. “Credit card?”


	“Yeah,” he said slowly. “Yeah, it was. I remember signing the slip and tipping that Tara pretty good. That was right before this bozo started running his mouth for about the third time. Right after that, we went outside.”


	“Clean card?”


	“Yeah, Boss, it was my own card. I wasn’t working or nothing, so…”


	“So you decided to get into a fist fight outside a bar, just thirty miles from where we do business.”


	Matt sighed and scratched the wispy growth on his cheek. “It wasn’t like I planned it or nothing.”


	“Stupid,” I muttered.


	Even with a credit card slip, though…it was only a misdemeanor. The responding officer would have to really want to follow up to find out who Matt was. So the guy Matt hit had to be somebody important, or the officer was a rookie or a Dudley-do-Right. And even with the slip and a positive identification, they still only had a misdemeanor charge, unless Matt hit him harder than he thought.


	So most likely, Matt was sitting here on an out-of-state misdemeanor warrant? Maybe things had changed, but back in my day, the jail wouldn’t even let you book on those warrants. I couldn’t imagine this old jail somehow got less crowded in the last eight years.


	Something more was going on.


	“Tell me the rest,” I said.


	“About the fight?”


	“No. The arrest. What else do you remember?”


	Matt screwed up his face in thought, looking as if he were in pain. “Nothing special. It was your standard deal. He took my license, then went back to his car and checked me out or whatever. It started taking too long, so I knew something was up. Then a second car got there with two other cops in it. They made me get out of the car, then handcuffed me and stuffed me in the backseat of the cop car.”


	“Did they search your car?”


	“Yeah.”


	“And found nothing?”


	“And found nothing. I did like you said, Boss.”


	I thought about it some more. Then I asked, “How hard did they search?”


	Matt shrugged. “Shit, I don’t know. Normal hard, I guess. They didn’t take nothing apart or nothing like that.”


	“How long did it take?”


	“Couple of minutes. Maybe five.”


	“Then what?”


	“Then we went to jail.”


	“Nothing else? No conversations between him and the other cops?”


	“They were bullshitting a little.”


	“About what?”


	“I dunno. Cop shit. I couldn’t hear ’em the whole time.”


	“Did a sergeant come?”


	“How the hell would I know? I wasn’t in the army, Boss.”


	I slapped my sleeve with three fingers. “Three stripes on the sleeve. Maybe an older guy. He’d look like he was the head motherfucker in charge.”


	Matt considered. “Nah, it was just the three of them.”


	“Did you hear anything on the radio?”


	“He turned off the radio, right in the middle of an Iron Maiden song.”


	“No, I mean the police radio. Radio traffic. People talking.”


	“Oh. No. I can’t really understand half of what they say, you know?”


	“Nothing, then?”


	“Well…” Matt thought some more. “Maybe one thing, but I didn’t understand it.”


	“Tell me.”


	“The cop asked them something about my name. That’s why I listened. And some woman on the radio told him I was…” Matt furrowed his brow, thinking. “Uh, something like code nine for William one fifty-nine.”


	Shit.


	“You’re sure it wasn’t status nine?”


	He snapped his fingers. “That’s it. Status nine.”


	“And it was definitely nine? Not a different status code?”


	“I’m sure,” Matt said.


	Shit.


	“That mean something?” Matt asked.


	“Yeah,” I said. “It does. Status nine is an intelligence want. It means someone wants to know when you come across law enforcement somehow.”


	“Like they’re tracking me?”


	“Yeah, kinda. Or they want to talk to you, so they want notification if you’re booked into jail. Which explains why they booked you on a chicken shit, out-of-state warrant that I’ll bet isn’t even extraditable.”


	Matt’s eyes brightened. “If it isn’t expeditable, then won’t the judge have to let me out at first appearance?”


	“Extraditable,” I corrected.


	“Huh?”


	“Not expeditable.”


	“Oh.” He shrugged. “Sorry.”


	I looked at him for a moment. I’d brought him on board years ago for a little bit of muscle and lower end tasks after he tried to sell me a broken game console. He was a good worker, and usually did what he was told, but at times I worried about his wattage.


	Times like now.


	“Never mind,” I finally said. “It doesn’t matter. What does matter is that first appearance isn’t until one o’clock tomorrow afternoon. I guarantee you the William-159 starts his workday around seven. He’ll be over here talking to you before nine.”


	“Who’s William-159? Do you know him?”


	“No. Besides, specific designators change. But the William part means he’s a detective.”


	“So some detective wants to talk to me. So what?”


	I stared at him. “Really? I gotta explain that to you?”


	He squirmed a little. “No, Boss. I get it. I mean, I know it’s a bad time, but I ain’t going to tell him shit. In fact, I’m not even gonna talk to him at all. I’ve got rights.”


	“You are going to talk to him,” I said, deciding at that moment. “But you’re right about not telling him shit. I want to know what he’s asking about, though. So string him along. See what he wants to know about.”


	Matt frowned. “I hate talking to cops.”


	“So don’t get pinched,” I said. I stood up to go. “Call Brent when you get released. We’ll all talk then.”


	“Okay,” Matt said glumly, looking like a little kid.


	“And don’t fucking pout, either.” I pointed my finger at him. “You caused this.”


	“I know,” Matt conceded. “It’s just lousy timing.”


	He didn’t know the half of it.
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	Once I was back in my car, I drove without a destination. Maybe it was from my time as a cop on patrol or maybe I inherited some Gypsy blood from my dad but wandering around aimlessly always felt good. I did some of my best thinking behind the wheel.


	There was no reason to believe Matt was lying. I wouldn’t bet my life behind him being a stand-up guy, but overall, he was pretty solid. Until lately, he’d been making better money with me these past three years than he ever made on his own, and it was safer work. Plus this situation was a little embarrassing for the guy. He wouldn’t tell it if it wasn’t true and he had no choice but to share it.


	He was right about the timing, too. If this deal with Randall and Ozzy went right, there was an even bigger one on the horizon. This first deal was like a first date and as luck would have it, things had gone to shit.


	It was completely my fault. I’d broken my own rules. No drugs. I’ve been out here on the streets, scratching a living out of the criminal life for seven years. That’s a year longer than I spent as a cop. I had set rules for myself, smart rules, and had kept to them. As a result, I never had any trouble except for the bullshit that got me tossed off the job in the first place. No criminal arrests or convictions. My rules worked.


	I followed them.


	I made both of my guys follow them.


	And rule number one was no drugs.


	First time breaking the rules and my number two guy gets snatched up. Then a detective wants to follow up with him while he’s on the temp floor at the jail?


	This was bad.


	I steered smoothly through the S-curves at the bottom of the Monroe Street hill, powering up the sloping street. The bright lights of an oncoming car shined in my eyes before flashing past. I slowed for the light at Garland. The old Garland Theater was showing a movie from twenty years ago that I had never seen on the big screen. I almost turned into the lot to go see it, just kill some time and let things simmer in my brain, when I noticed the time. The movie was already an hour into the showing.


	I turned left instead.


	I had to call Ozzy and set a new meet. And now this was going to be touchy, because he already had my money and I didn’t have the merchandise. Every minute that passed, I knew that devious bastard was starting to think of my money as his money, and his merchandise as his merchandise. And if he decided to cross me, I didn’t have much choice in how to respond. It was either I retire from the business, or I retire him.


	Which went against rule number two. No murders.


	I was breaking rules left and right, it seemed.


	 


	 


	By the time I made it back to my small house, I needed a drink. I had barely poured two fingers over ice into a water glass when I heard a rapping at my slider door.


	I put the drink down, pulled my .45 from the kitchen drawer and held it alongside my leg, out of sight. Then I pushed aside the blinds and peeked out.


	It was Brent.


	I stuffed the gun into my belt at the small of my back and unlocked the slider. “Anyone see you?” I asked.


	“Naw,” he said, shaking his head. “I parked on the next block over and took the alley, just like you always say.”


	“Good.” I stepped aside and let him in, then shut the door and left the blinds closed.


	“Man, Boss…it’s dark in here,” Brent said. “You’re not going to whack me or something, are you?”


	“You watch too many Scorsese movies,” I told him.


	He didn’t reply.


	“Relax. I’m not a bad guy,” I said, and flipped on the kitchen light. “Better?”


	He shrugged.


	“You want a drink?” I pointed at my whiskey.


	“Yeah,” he said gratefully. “I could use it.”


	I got some ice and poured him a splash. We sat at the kitchen table and drank in silence for a few minutes.


	Finally, Brent said quietly, “I did everything like you said.”


	“I know.”


	“I did,” he insisted.


	“I believe you.”


	“Just sayin’.”


	I didn’t answer. I took another sip of the whiskey and thought.


	Brent turned his glass slowly, staring into the alcohol. After a few moments, he said, “So Ozzy has our money.”


	“Yes.”


	“And he has our stuff.”


	I nodded. “Yes, he does.”


	“So what are we gonna do?”


	“You’re going to pick up Matt when he calls,” I said. “Then we’ll meet. Talk about it and work it out.”


	“Meet where?”


	“I don’t know yet. I’ll figure it out and tell you when you call. After you pick him up at jail.”


	Brent nodded. “Okay.”


	We sat for a while longer. Brent spun his glass some more, the tendons in his hands and rangy forearms flexing beneath the skin. On a first look at the guy, he appeared skinny. But upon closer examination, he was all wiry muscle, tight as a whipcord. He always reminded me of an old cowhand or something.


	Neither of us had much to say, and with Brent, I could sit in silence comfortably. Matt was a talker, he’d fill the silence with conversation. It didn’t matter about what. He’d find something to talk about, whether it was girls or sports or just some smart-ass remarks. I realized some time ago that it was the words that put him at ease, whereas it was the silence that put Brent there.


	Which is why I kinda wished it was Brent who was going to be chatting with William-159 in the morning, and not Matt.


	“Hey, Brent?”


	“Yeah?”


	“You figure we’re better off getting our money back, or the merch?”


	Brent stared at me, blinking and not answering.


	I brooded on my question for a little while. The truth was, it had been tickling the back of my mind since I left Matt.


	Finally, I asked him, “You got an opinion on this?”


	He shrugged. “I really hadn’t thought about it until you just now said something.”


	“Well, think on it now,” I said. “Thing is, we’ve made a decent living at what we do. Fencing is safe, especially since we follow my rules. We don’t deal with druggers, just the pros. And the loans we make are never high profile, just to schmoes who are a little short in their paycheck. Hell, I think we barely charge more than those payday advance people. And how many times have you had to get physical with anyone?”


	“Never,” Brent admitted. “A few times making threats is all.”


	“Right. Usually, showing up is good enough with these citizens. Throw in the credit card scams, where only the banks get hurt and they’ve got more money than Switzerland and probably stole most of it, so fuck them, right?”


	Brent smiled, though it seemed a little forced. “Fuck the banks is my life motto.”


	“It seems to me that it was enough.”


	“While it lasted,” Brent said.


	I nodded in agreement. It was funny how a huge economic downturn like the one the country was experiencing now affected the shadow economy we operated in, too. Recession and depression helped us on the supply side. More people on the borderline of getting by were willing to steal a little to survive, so merchandise was easier to come by, and at a cheaper rate. I had an entire storage unit full of electronics, lawn mowers and other shit to prove it.


	The problem came in on the flip side. When I went to sell the stuff, it drew the same depressed sticker price. At the end of it all, even though I was buying stock for less, I was forced to sell it for too little. Our operation has been in the red for the last six months, and more so every month.


	Still, we were all getting by. All of us had some cash squirreled away that we were dipping into to keep afloat. Even Matt had barely grumbled about the downturn. And then we used that reserve to pony up for this deal with Ozzy. Except for some walking around money and some show money in my legit checking account, I was all in. I guessed Matt and Brent probably were, too.


	“So now you’re getting cold feet?” he asked.


	“Not cold feet,” I answered. “Just wondering if this ain’t God’s way of saying we should stick to what we know. Ride it out. We’re not bad guys, really. Not compared to most. But dope is a whole different world, bringing risks we don’t need. And everyone is a fucking liar where dope’s concerned.”


	“All due respect,” Brent said, “but you didn’t have this much to say when we were deciding whether to throw in on this deal.”


	“I know,” I said. “And I’m sorry about that. I saw the dollar signs just like everyone else. Triple our money back? At least? It’s hard to say no to that.”


	“We didn’t.”


	“I know,” I said, matter of factly. “And somehow I don’t think it’s going to be as easy as returning a shirt to JC Penney when it comes to getting our money from Ozzy.”


	“Maybe we oughta get the merchandise instead,” Brent said, staring down into his drink.


	I sighed and didn’t answer. We all three got starry-eyed over a quick profit equal to a year’s worth of working our normal angles. A good year, before the downturn. I should have known better. Staying away from the dopers all this time is what kept me safer than ninety percent of the crooks out there.


	After another long silence, Brent tipped his glass back and drained his drink. I asked if he wanted another. He shook his head and stood to go. “I gotta put some time in with the girlfriend.”


	I didn’t even know he had one, but we kept that part of our lives quiet from each other. “All right.”


	He let himself out the slider door and left.


	I made myself another drink, but only finished half of it before I decided to go to sleep. I still didn’t know the answer to this predicament, but I figured being drunk and tired didn’t exactly increase my odds of figuring it out.
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	My phone rang the next day at eleven o’clock. For a second, I couldn’t tell where the sound was coming from. Then I realized it was the kitchen. I swung myself out of bed and staggered down the hallway and onto the cool linoleum. My phone vibrated next to my unfinished drink from last night.


	“’Lo?”


	“Boss?”


	Brent.


	“Yuh?” I muttered.


	“I wake you?”


	“No.” I sat down at the table, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.


	“I tried to call you a little while ago, is all.”


	“I’m up. What’s going on?”


	“I’ve got Matt. Where do you want to meet?”


	I looked over at my clock again. 11:17 a.m. He shouldn’t see a judge until one.


	“He’s out?”


	“Yeah.”


	“How?”


	“I don’t know. I just picked him up, like you said. Where do you want to meet?”


	I stifled a yawn and scratched the stubble on my cheek. My radar pinged lightly. Something wasn’t right.


	“Bowl and Pitcher,” I said. “Just up the trail from the parking area. There’s a picnic table there.”


	“The one that looks out over the river?”


	“That’s the one.”


	Brent hung up without saying goodbye.


	I glanced down at my phone. I had four missed calls and one message. The most recent missed call was Brent. One from late last night was from Cleo. The other two were blocked.


	I figured the message would be from Cleo. Our thing was tenuous but comfortable. When her schedule had her laying over in Spokane, she called. We had some fun. Outside of that, maybe an occasional phone call just because, or a postcard from wherever the friendly skies took her.


	When I hit the button and the message played, I was surprised to hear a male voice.


	“Whatever happened,” Ozzy said in a gruff tone, “is your fucking business. Let’s figure out ours. Soon.”


	I deleted the message.


	Don’t worry, asshole. We’ll figure it out.


	I pulled on my jeans and a T-shirt. I rummaged around my closet for a few seconds and found a long sleeve button-down shirt and put it on, too, leaving it unbuttoned. It was too warm for a jacket, but I needed something to cover the .45.


	I tugged on my work boots, checked to see that the gun had a round in the chamber and slid it into the small of my back.


	Seven years in this life, and how many times have I actually needed a gun? Not many. It’s not necessary if you limit who you deal with and stay square with everyone. Now that we were a goddamn drug operation, I just wasn’t sure anymore.


	“Damn,” I muttered, locking the front door and heading to my car. Right now, I felt more regret than concern, and I knew I had to shake that. I had to deal with our problem for what it was and leave the philosophy for later.


	The drive to the river took ten minutes, dropping straight down Driscoll to the TJ Meenach Bridge. I took the exit to the small road along the river and headed west. Bowl and Pitcher was technically a state park, but it was inside the city. Sometimes it was busy, sometimes it was like no one else was alive in the world. Given the clouds in the sky and the threat of rain, I was hoping for the latter.


	Brent’s Camaro was already there when I arrived. Out of habit, I parked on the opposite side of the small lot of packed dirt. Then I headed up the trail to the picnic area. Off to my left, the rush of water over rocks created a wall of sound. The powerful, constant roar was comforting.


	Both Matt and Brent were sitting on the table, their feet resting on the bench seats. From a distance, they gave me the same impression as a couple of teenage kids. Matt seemed like he was striking a pose, being a little defiant of the rules as he messed around on his phone. Brent looked at ease, smoking a cigarette. As I got closer, both appeared more relaxed than I felt.


	“Hey, Boss,” Brent greeted me.


	I nodded, then turned my attention to Matt as he slid the phone into his pocket. I looked for a sign that something was up, but he seemed his regular, affable self.


	“You’re out early,” I said. “You get time off for good behavior or something?”


	He chuckled. “Nah. Jail sergeant figured out that my warrant wasn’t extraditable.” He winked at me. “So they had to let me out. I didn’t even have to see the judge.”


	“He didn’t figure that out last night?”


	“That was the night shift guy. This was a different sergeant, the day shift one. A woman.”


	Matt would notice that. “What time did they tell you this?”


	“I dunno. About eight-thirty or nine?”


	Shift change used to be at seven. If the sergeant was reviewing all of last night’s bookings, then catching Matt’s as being on a non-ex warrant, plus the time to confirm it and give orders to contact the prisoner…yeah, that could take an hour or two.


	“When’d you get out, then?”


	“A little before eleven.”


	“That’s long for processing.”


	“Nah, they processed me quick. That only took about twenty, maybe thirty minutes.”


	“Then what took so long?”


	“I did like you said. I talked to the detective.”


	I nodded slowly and took a few steps to a stump nearby. I sat down, leaning slightly forward. I could feel the handle of my .45 poking out of the jeans at the small of my back.


	“And what did he want?” I asked.


	“He was one fishing motherfucker,” Matt said, smiling. “He asked me about everything under the sun, from dope to swag to running rum with Al Capone.”


	“How the fuck do you know who Al Capone is?” Brent asked, his low voice quizzical.


	Matt smirked at him. “HBO. Duh.”


	Brent shook his head and took a drag on his cigarette.


	“Never mind the history lesson,” I said to Matt. “This detective, did he ask about me?”


	“Nope.”


	“What about Brent?”


	“Not a word.”


	“Did he know anything about any of the things we’re into?”


	Matt shook his head. “Nothing specific. I mean, he asked about stolen property, and he asked about drugs, but he didn’t know anybody or anything specific.”


	“And what did you tell him?”


	“Not a thing,” Matt said proudly. “I just walked around the park with him, tried to draw him out, y’know?”


	I thought about what he’d said. Then I asked, “What’s this detective’s name?”


	“He gave me his card.” Matt reached into the back pocket of his jeans and handed me a cream-colored business card. I took it.


	Next to the black and white representation of the SPD badge, I read “Detective Kyle Falkner.”


	My stomach fell.


	Shit.


	“You know him, Boss?” Brent asked.


	I nodded slowly. “Knew him.”


	“He any good?”


	“Depends on who you ask,” I said, staring at the stark print on the business card. “The brass doesn’t like him much. Neither do most of the other detectives.”


	I ran my thumb across the business card, but it was flat, no fancy embossing to be had. That figured. Kyle wasn’t that kind of cop.


	“Why not?” Matt asked. “He seemed like a halfway decent guy to me. For a cop, I mean. Maybe a little intense, but…”


	“He’s pretty much a case-solving motherfucker,” I said.


	“Oh. Well, it didn’t seem to me that he had any kind of case. Not by the questions he was asking me, anyway.”


	“He’s got a case,” I said. “You can be sure of it.”


	“You think maybe he’s onto Randall or Ozzy?” Brent asked. “And not us?”


	I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”


	“Maybe the score, then?”


	“No. It’s me. I’m his case.”


	“How do you know that?” Matt asked.


	I almost laughed.


	“Let me tell you a little story.”
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	Growing up in the Hillyard neighborhood, arguably the roughest part of Spokane, they used to tell us kids that we’d end up either cops or criminals. Our teenage years served as internships, where we got to decide which way we’d go. Or maybe it was decided for us. I don’t know.


	I do know that I avoided getting into any serious trouble. Yeah, I smoked a little weed and I stole some shit, but never got caught.


	Eventually, I got to not liking the kind of person I was becoming. I hung out with people who were drinking and smoking dope constantly and ripping each other off. I decided that wasn’t me. I wasn’t like that. Wasn’t a bad guy. I even got a little self-righteous about it, and maybe that’s what eventually caused my downfall. Karma is a bitch, and she doesn’t forget.
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