
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Whiskey.  Straight.  Jake Hicks pondered the moment.  Then he flat-palm wiped an imagined vision off his face, slowly sliding his hand down the side as if smearing the guilt and fear away.  His hand came to a rest when his stubbly chin found a perch cradled in his palm.  Elbow acting as a fulcrum on the bar, Jake sat with a starboard-listing sailor’s lean.   He meant to signal the bartender for another shot by tapping the slick varnished bar, but it came off more like a physically slurred series of thumps.

“Think you’ve had enough,” the bartender, Glen Yoder, politely offered as he ambled over.  His gate held a slight limp as his left leg had taken the brunt of a brutal accident when he had lost control of his squad car during a pursuit.  Glen obviously survived the terrible ordeal.  But the resulting injuries left him unable to perform his duties as a patrolman.  Forced into early retirement, Glen had decided he couldn’t live on the disability paychecks alone.  He needed some sort of excitement in his life.  Running a bar seemed the best fit for the scenario.  
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