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Pasty faced, red-haired Perkins experienced the glitch a little after three a.m. when all seven cameras covering the southern end of Beluga Alley, affectionately called Bang Alley by the cops and civilian personnel working District 12, went dark. He could neither explain the glitch nor fix it. It was the reason Perkins – too big to get behind the wheel of a cruiser or drive anything other than a custom-sized office chair – worked Wednesday nights. Nothing ever happened after midnight on a Wednesday. The bars didn’t open before Thursday night, and the cameras revealed little to no activity other than the antics of a racoon with one leg who the technicians called Stump. 

That little racoon was the highlight of midweek every week as he came up with entertaining and – according to Perkins and the other techs – scarily human ways to get into the dumpsters tucked into the private parking space beside Zero, the hottest bar on Beluga Alley. The bar owner slipped the mayor’s office a little extra to stick a camera on the streetlight opposite the parking space to keep an eye on his Ford Cobra – another highlight of the midweek shift. 

The twenty-eight-minute camera blackout ruined Perkins’ night. He fiddled with the pan and zoom dials on the chunky control console, tapped the screens a few times, checked the VHS tapes, cursed between slurps of Dew, and then fired up the ancient computer the boss said was only to be used in emergencies on account of it being a heartbeat less useful than Perkins, to log the glitch. The cameras resumed their feed of Bang Alley twenty-two seconds before the old computer’s desktop flickered into life. Perkins cursed, shut the computer down, topped up his big gulp beaker with more Dew, and then zoomed in on Stump as he pushed a cinder block off the top of the largest of Zero’s dumpsters with his hind legs. Perkins cheered as the block fell off the dumpster and cracked on the ground, and again as Stump slid onto his chest, half a front leg tucked underneath him, as he worked his right paw under the lip of the dumpster lid. 

Apart from the glitch Perkins recorded in a scribbled note on a Dew-stained pad on the technicians’ desk, and a sudden bout of nerves when he slipped the month-old VHS tape from the cabinet into his bag before his relief arrived, it had been a typical Wednesday night shift in District 12. 

Perkins left the control room just before eight a.m. when Hendriks on the day shift came in five minutes early. Hendriks was always five minutes early, and Perkins sometimes wondered if that was why Hendriks got all the good shifts, leaving him with the shitty ones. He chewed on that thought during the three-minute walk to the Sunshine Diner, then squeezed into a tiny booth to read the morning paper while waiting on his eggs. Robbery was up, homicide was way up, but rape was down, and Perkins gave himself a clap on the shoulder when the waitress topped up his coffee.

“You should thank me,” he said, throwing her his best lopsided smile. “I keep you safe, babe, you know?”

“Lewis,” she said as she straightened her back. “The cameras keep us safe. You’re just the guy who watches them.”

“That’s right, Judy,” he said, pulling back his hand to slap her bottom. “I’m always watching.” Judy spilled coffee on Perkins’ hand as she stepped to one side. “Damn, that’s hot, bitch.”

“Creep,” Judy said, walking away.

Perkins sucked the splash of coffee from the curve of his thumb, then went back to his paper, feeling sorely unappreciated, like most Wednesday mornings.
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