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Monday, June 4, 1973



​1 – A Call in the Night
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Victoria Harbour was awash in lights, as usual for this time of the morning. Their colors and shapes, cast down from the tall buildings overlooking the harbour, danced over the glassy surfaces, illuminating the water below. Other than that Hong Kong Island was still. Still, that is, except for the group of police cars and ambulances bunched around a small park in the heart of the island’s Central District. Their flashing lights even seemed to give the buildings’ lights a run for their money.

Jim Sharpe eased out of his 1971 Oldsmobile Cutlass and slammed the door shut. He reached into his inside jacket pocket and pulled out a pack of Kents, then began packing them as he started walking the two blocks toward the flashing lights, his bad luck with finding a parking spot during the day translating over to the early hours of the morning as well.

I’ve gotta quit this shit, Jim thought to himself as he tore the cellophane off his second pack of the day and put a cigarette to his lips. Damn things are $10 a pack now!

He lit the cigarette just before he got to the first few cars. A patrolman moved up to block his way.

“How long since the call came in?” Jim asked before the young officer could get a word in. He eased his left foot up on the bumper of the nearest ambulance and let his Inspector badge hang out.

“Right, sir,” the patrolman said, caught off guard by the badge, “it’s been about an hour now.”

“So that first call came in around 3 then?” Jim said more to himself than asked. He turned back to the young officer. “Who’s in charge?”

“That would be Chief Inspector Spence; he’s over there, sir.”

The officer pointed off past the ambulances and Jim nodded as he left. Thick clouds of smoke followed him as he weaved through the various investigative people on site. Samples were being taken from the center of the square and tire tracks were being analyzed from a nearby parking spot. And then of course there was the corpse.

Jim walked up to where Gus Kline, the photographer, was still taking angled-shots. A man was scribbling in a notebook beside him.

“What’s the story?” Jim said as he glanced down at the body. He’d seen a lot in his years working the beat in Hong Kong, but even this gruesome sight was one that took him by surprise.

“Shit, that’s Jack Dawes!” Jim said as he got a better look. “He’s been in Transit for damn near thirty years!”

“Well he won’t be checking in tomorrow,” Gus said. 

“No,” Jim agreed, shaking his head, “no he won’t.”

He stared down at the lifeless body of Jack, someone that’d come far and done so much over the years. The fact that he got there by accepting payoffs, making bribes, and generally doing just about every shady thing there was had certainly rubbed people the wrong way, but then everyone did that, and Jack was really no different. Sure he’d made a few enemies over the years, (who hadn’t?), but he sure the hell had a lot more people he could count as friends.

“Say, Sharpe, what the hell you doing here anyway?” Gus turned and said to him. “I mean, aren’t you under suspension or something, and man,” Gus leaned in closer to him, “you look like shit and smell like you’ve been sleeping under a bar stool.”

Jim dropped his cigarette to the ground and rubbed at his eyes. “That bad, huh?”

“Shit, Jim, I know this might be your last week as a cop and all, but you’ve gotta pull it together.”

“Yeah, well, why the hell was I called down here if I’m not supposed to be working, huh? Answer me that?”

Gus put his hands up, his camera hanging from the strap around his neck.

“I’m just shooting photos, pal,” he said defensively, “it don’t matter a damn to me what you do.”

Jim nodded, pulled out and lit another cigarette, then turned back to the body. “So what the hell happened?”

“His throat was cut,” Gus said, moving closer to the body and crouching down beside it. “That’s what killed him, as far as we can tell right now. But whether his palms were sliced off before or after he was killed I’m not certain.”

“What?” Jim said, moving up closer to Gus.

“Yeah, pretty fucked up, huh?” Gus said, moving in with his gloved hand to pick up the body’s wrist. “The killer used some kind of knife and sliced the palms of his hands clean off.”

Gus held up the hand and Jim could see the bloody thing staring back at him, all the skin below the wrist and before the fingers and thumb a bloody pulp.

“And what makes the case all the stranger is what we found in his hand, his right hand to be particular,” Gus said.

“Oh,” Jim said. “Let me guess, the killer’s name and number.”

Gus shook his head. “Nope, not this time – this time all we got was a bloody card.”

“A card?” Jim asked. “What the hell was going on, a game of poker went bad or something?”

“That’s right,” a voice said behind them, and both men turned to see a tall man with blonde hair going grey walking up to them, “it went real bad.” 

He gave a stern look at Jim and folded his arms in front of his chest. 

“You’ve been taken off active duty and we both know it.”

“Don’t give me that, Spence!” Jim shouted, leveling his finger at the Chief Inspector. “Captain Fong never gave that order and you know it. Besides, I was called down here out of bed tonight for this.”

“That was a mistake,” Spence said, “and I’ll have that officer written up real quick.”

“Oh, please!” Jim said, waving his hand at Spence.

Spence stepped in a little closer to Jim then backed-off quickly.

“You’re drunk,” he said, waving his hand in front of his face. “What, did you finish off a pint of Jim Beam, pass out, and just happen to fall down by the phone or something?”

Jim’s eyes shot up to Spence as the older Inspector laughed, anger clearly showing. He took another deep drag on his cigarette and threw the butt toward the harbour. 

“It was a fifth,” he said under his breath after a moment.

Spence threw up his arms and turned around. 

“Exactly!” He sneered at Jim. “Christ, Sharpe, you’re coming off three days-off and from the smell of you I can tell it was in every hop-house and sailor’s bar along the waterfront. I haven’t made a mistake now, have I?”

Jim shook his head. “No, you haven’t. I was happy to spend my last Hong Kong weekend in grand fashion.”

“Well with that kind of attitude it’ll be your last week, regardless of what the Hearing decides,” Spence said, before shaking his head at Jim once again. “Not that it matters – you’re shit attitude ensures you’ll be done either way.”

He finished his tirade and then his face grew more serious. 

“And what the hell makes you think you can handle this kind of investigation in your condition? This is a cop that’s been murdered here, one that’s been serving loyally on the Royal Police Force for more than two decades!” 

He shook his head and looked at the ground before turning back to Jim.

“You’ve got too much shit on your shoulders right now, pal, what with the Hearing and the drinking and the whoring – you couldn’t focus on this even if you wanted to.”

“It’s just another dead body,” Jim said, “I can handle it and anything else that comes with it, and you know it. Sure, he’s cut up in quite the unusual way, but we’ve seen the triads doing strange stuff before. That’s not the reason I rushed down here, Spence.” He eyed the Inspector up and down, but the other man was giving away nothing. “The initial radio call said there was something about some cards on the body. What’s that all about?”

“I’m not getting into it with you, Sharpe.”

“Patrick, we go back a long way, I–”

“Oh, don’t pull any of that London bullshit on me, Jim,” Spence said angrily, getting up into Jim’s face. “This is a serious matter, much too serious for the shit you’re going to bring to the investigation. You’re not on this case as far as I’m concerned and I’ll make sure Fong knows that.”

“You won’t tell the Captain a damn thing!”

“The hell I won’t,” Spence shouted back at Jim.

“You son of a bitch,” Jim said. He reached into his coat and pulled out another cigarette. “First my workload’s cut in half because of this damn Hearing and then everything that is pushed my way is nothing more than papers across a desk. I was called down here in the middle of the night and I damn well mean to do something!”

Spence shook his head. “Sorry, Jim. You might’ve been able to do whatever the hell you please down here if you weren’t under review, but as it is I’m the ranking officer on duty right now and I’m telling you to turn around and get the hell out of here!”

Jim took another look at the body and then around the scene. There was nothing else there that gave anything away to him, at least not about who or what had killed Jack Dawes. It was that card he needed to see.

“Alright, Spence, I’ll go,” Jim said after a few moments. There was little point in pushing the matter further, not until he had a chance to talk with Captain Fong come morning.

“Hey, look at it like this, Sharpe,” Spence called back as he started to walk away, “you’ll be able to get a couple hours of sleep before that Hearing starts. Me? I’ve got to stand out here all damn night and then show up to it.”

He finished with a laugh and Jim rolled his eyes.

“Must be damn depressing,” he muttered under his breath.

He walked back to his car and got on the radio to his partner Andy Wong, who he knew to be at the station late on weekend nights.

“What’s happening?” Andy asked when Jim had been put through to him. “A little early to be calling in, huh? Forget the address to the Hearing or something, or did you just fall down drunk in some gutter again and can’t get up?”

“Ha, ha,” Jim laughed dryly, “very funny, but how the hell would I be able to call you if I was lying in the gutter, huh?”

There was a moment of silence and Jim smiled, knowing he’d gotten the better of Andy this time. Before Andy could try to get something else in he dove into what had happened and what he’d seen so far at the scene, describing the call that had woken him in the night, a call from some shit-head officer that didn’t know Jim was on the ‘inactive duty’ list.

“The bastard won’t let me in on it,” Jim said when he’d explained what had just happened with Chief Inspector Spence.

“We’ve already got word on it down here,” Andy replied. 

Jim perked up right away. “What have you heard? Is it about the cards?”

“Those cards we first heard of aren’t cards at all,” Andy reported, “but card. You see, there was only one card, and it was left purposefully on the body.”

“What card was it?” Jim asked. “An ace, a king, what?”

“Are you ready for this, Jim?” There was a pause before Andy continued. “It wasn’t a regular card at all, but a Tarot card.”

“A Tarot card?” Jim said incredulously. “Those things the crazy mystic ladies use to tell your fortune?”

“Exactly,” Andy confirmed. “But it wasn’t just any Tarot card, from what I’m hearing.”

“No? What kind of card was it?”

“It was the Three of Swords.”

“And what does that mean?” Jim said incredulously.

“I’ve got it pulled up right here in front of me from the files,” Andy replied. “A Three of Swords is one of the ten minor cards in the swords suit. There are four suits in Tarot, the swords, cups–”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Jim said. “Get to the point; what does the Three of Swords mean?”

“Alright, the Three of Swords as you might, or probably don’t know, shows a heart with three swords piercing through it from above. There are dark, rainy clouds in the background, and, according to what I’ve got in front of me, its divinatory meaning is ‘removal, absence, delay, division, rupture, dispersion, and all that the design signifies naturally.’”

[image: File:Swords03.jpg]

“What the hell does that all mean?” Jim asked after a moment and a long drag on his latest cigarette.

“I think it means we’ve got a sick bastard on our hands,” Andy replied after a few moments.

Jim nodded and hung up the receiver. “That’s what I thought it meant.”

~ ~ ~
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“So what do you want to do?” Andy asked. “You’ve been pulled from bed and I’m working overtime.”

Both sat in the nearly-dead Wanchai Police Station. The clock on the wall said quarter to 4 and neither man had anything to do until Jim’s hearing got underway at 9. 

Jim nodded. “Let’s grab a bite to eat and then just get the day started. With any luck we can end it early.”

“Ha!” Andy laughed. “That works in theory only.”

Jim chuckled along with him, knowing full-well the truth of that statement, and they got up to head to the car.

~ ~ ~
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“Damn it, Andy, I’m just sick of being a cop!” Jim said between slurps of his noodles.

“That’s understandable,” Andy said, his own chopsticks halfway to his mouth with a long trail of noodles leading back to the bowl, “you’ve been doing it for more than twenty years and on three different continents.”

“That’s not what I’m talking about,” Jim said, throwing his chopsticks down on the table. “I’m sick of the fact that the people I’m working with are dirtier than the people I’m locking up.”

Andy laughed. “That’s something new?”

“It’s gotten worse,” Jim muttered, leaning forward but turning his head to look out the small restaurant window. “It’s gotten a lot worse.”

“It’s going to get a lot better now that they’ve got their scapegoat,” Andy said as he finished up the last of his noodles, placing his chopsticks neatly beside the bowl.

“Ha!” Jim laughed “Godber’s hardly the scapegoat. From what I hear he’s only got a few million socked away. If they want to get a real scapegoat they’ll have to take down someone who’s got a lot more than that.”

“Like?” Andy said, leaning forward with a smile.

“You know who I’m talking about,” Jim scoffed.

“Chief Inspector Spence again, is that it?”

“Spence just happens to be one of the dirtiest cops on the force – I can’t get angry at him?” Jim nearly shouted, throwing his arms up.

“It’d just be a lot easier to take in your sincerity if the Hearing wasn’t taking place,” Andy said.

“Christ! You just had to bring it up, didn’t you?”

“We haven’t talked about it since Friday, Jim, and then all you wanted to do was get to the nearest pub so you could forget about it.”

Jim shook his head and averted his eyes, not wanting to look Andy in the face. He hadn’t wanted to talk about the Hearing and he’d been glad Andy had respected that. He knew the subject would have to be broached eventually, but that didn’t make it any easier to accept.

“C’mon,” Jim said, rising from the table, “let’s get out of here.”

“Ah, avoidance,” Andy said as he too rose from the table.

Jim headed out onto the deserted Wanchai sidewalk, letting Andy take care of the check inside. He usually let his partner pay at the Chinese places while he’d take care of it at the western places. When Cantonese was your native language it just made things easier, after all.

There was a faint crackling sound like a transistor radio and Jim knew right away that it was their car receiver. He headed over to the unmarked, light red 1971 Oldsmobile Cutlass both men used to get around the city. Sure enough there was chatter coming over the box. Jim picked up the receiver.

“This is car A429 calling Dispatch, over.”

The radio crackled faintly and then came to life with the familiar female dispatch voice that Jim knew so well but had never seen the body go to with it.

“This is Dispatch, please be advised that there’s triad activity on Po Shan Road near Hatton, units have been dispatched and more are being called to the scene.”

“What is it?” Andy asked, coming up from behind Jim.

“Triads on Po Shan Road,” Jim said, turning to him. “Shit, that’s right at the end of the Mid-levels and close to The Peak.”

“Let’s go,” Andy said, rushing around to the driver’s side door.

“Car A429 is proceeding to the scene, over and out,” Jim said, then hung up the receiver.

“Ho Choy’s got a place up there on Po Shan, it’s got to be Wo Shing Wo or Sun Yee On fighting,” Andy said as he pulled the car out into traffic.

Jim nodded, thinking of the Wo Shing Wo leader and how much trouble the man had caused him over the years. The triad gang was one of the largest in the city and responsible for many of the murders that took place each year. Anytime a body showed up it was a good bet they were somehow involved.

“Could be 14K too,” he said as he slapped the red police headlight on top of the car. “And it sounds like whatever fun they were having last night turned ugly.”

“Turf war?”

Jim cocked his head. “Hit it and let’s find out.”
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​2 – Action Near Dawn
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The men arrived at Po Shan Road, which was already full of police cars. Jim got out of the Cutlass and headed over to another Inspector he knew, Tony Pang.

“What’s the score, Tony?”

Tony looked over at him and shook his head. 

“It’s not good. We’ve got several members of at least two different gangs holed up somewhere in that house.”

Tony pointed across the street to a tall two-storey house with a glass front and a flat roof. There was a large carport out front with an awning over it that stretched further than many of the smaller streets in the city. It had a futuristic and post-modernist look and Jim hated it already.

“You’ve got no idea how many or where they are in there?” Andy asked, coming up from behind. “Surely you must know something.”

“We’ve got units moving in and sweeping the floors now,” Tony said. “So far we know the main group of them is above the ground level, probably on the first floor.”

“It’s a start,” Jim said. “Now, what gangs? This is Wo Shing Wo and Sun Yee On territory here. From the tone of your voice I can tell you’re a little more worried about what those two are capable of together.”

Tony nodded and looked over at Jim, and uneasy look in his eyes.

“You always were good at reading people’s faces,” he said. “Truth of it is, we think this might have been a meeting gone bad.”

“A meeting?” Jim said, more surprised than anything. “A meeting between whom?

“Ho Choy and Danny Chang,” Tony said.

“Ssshhwewwww!” Andy whistled. “Those are some big players.”

“Two of the biggest on the island,” Jim agreed. Both were leaders of their respective triad gangs, and both had been responsible for countless innocent deaths over the years, something they often pushed under the table with sizeable bribes to police officers.

Jim turned back to Tony. 

“I can’t believe Choy and Chang would allow themselves to be holed-up inside that house for long. Where are you getting this information?”

Tony pointed down the street. 

“This whole thing started further down the block on a routine traffic stop. The driver got spooked, cop pulled a gun, but the driver was faster and got a shot off. Officer’s over in St. Paul’s now and the driver’s dead, but more units had already arrived on the scene by that time to back the cop up. We caught three of these triads, and one of them is talking.”

“But he won’t say how many are inside, or who?”

Tony shook his head. “Our best guess is anywhere from ten to twenty.”

“That’s a helluva lot,” Jim said. “Any chance we can get them out on the street.”

“And endanger the public?” a booming voice called out behind them. “I don’t think we’ll be doing that, Sharpe.”

Jim spun around although he didn’t need to – the voice alone gave away the speaker. There before him stood Chief Inspector Patrick Spence for the second time that morning, already twice more than Jim could usually stand on a regular day.

“What would you suggest?” Jim asked the Chief Inspector as he strode up. “We send in a team of men to get slaughtered on the triad’s own territory?”

“We negotiate,” Spence said.

Jim laughed. “Negotiate? You’ve got to be kidding me!”

“If you think I’m risking a shootout in this expensive neighborhood then you’ve got another thing coming, buddy,” Spence said, sticking his finger into Jim’s chest. “In fact, I’ll bet–”

“There!” a shout went out further ahead of them, and they all turned to see several cops pointing down the road. 

Jim narrowed his eyes for a moment before they went large with the realization of what he was seeing – there before them were two men sneaking out of the house and making for a black ‘68 Plymouth Barracuda.

“Stop, put your–”

Spence wasn’t able to finish as the sound of gunfire rang out and drowned out whatever it’d been that he was going to demand. Spence, Jim, and everyone around them dove for cover, and Jim’s gun was in his hand without a thought.

“They’re shooting at us!” Spence said, anger in his voice.

“Vivid powers of perception, as always,” Jim said, moving past Spence on his hands and knees so he could peer around the squad car.

Whether Spence held his tongue or his rebuke was just drowned out in gunfire Jim didn’t know, but he made it past and pressed himself down to the pavement. It was clear that there were shots coming from the second floor windows, and it looked like multiple gunners.

“There he goes,” Andy said, and Jim looked up in time to see one of the men get into the passenger side of the car and take off down the road at full bore.

“God damn it!” Jim shouted.

“We parked the Cutlass outside the barriers,” Andy said, looking over at him.

Jim looked up at the house, then in the direction they’d parked the car. There was no shooting directed that way, and no cops blocking their path. He looked back over at Andy, and the two nodded.

“Go!” Jim shouted as he pushed himself up off the pavement, but Andy was already running up and ahead of him.

He reached the car first and already had it started by the time Jim flew into the passenger seat.

“Go, Go, Go!” Jim shouted, and Andy gunned the car in the direction the Barracuda had headed while Jim fired-up their red-rotating police light.

“Where the hell’d he go!” Andy shouted after they’d gone a couple blocks down the street, most of the road empty at this early hour of the morning. Jim glanced at the clock and saw it was just past 5 AM. Shit, he thought, Monday morning traffic will be starting up soon.

Suddenly up ahead there were some brake lights in the darkness

“There!” Jim shouted, his arm out the window and his finger pointing ahead of them. “He’s turning onto Kotewall Road!”

“Got him,” Andy said, and pulled around the gradual U-turn in the road at a fast clip.

They raced down the road, the Barracuda several dozen yards ahead of them and increasing the distance fast.

“Step on it,” Jim said, “before we get down further into traffic.”

“He’s either going to keep heading east down this road or he’s turning off on Robinson to hit up Lyttleton,” Andy said. “My money’s on the turn.”

Jim looked over at his partner and saw that his jaw was clenched and his knuckles white on the wheel. He wanted to catch Choy and Chang just as much as he did.

Just as Andy had expected the brake lights of the Barracuda came on once again and the car took the sharp left turn at high speed, tires squealing all the while. Andy followed just as quickly but was forced to apply much more brake to get the Cutlass around the turn. Another sharp turn to the right was just ahead, and Andy was forced to slow even further to make that one. By the time they were charging forth once again the Barracuda had almost doubled its lead.

“Damn it!” Andy said, smacking his hand down on the wheel.

Jim reached over and picked up the radio.

“This is Car A429 in pursuit of a black 1969 Plymouth Barracuda fleeing from the scene of the crime on Po Shan Road,” he said quickly. “Car is heading westbound down Lyttleton Road. Get units on Babington Path, Honiton Road, and even further, down on Bonham and Western.”

“Dispatch reads you, Car A429 – cars are on the way, over.”

Jim hung the receiver up and stared out the window. The traffic was picking up the further south they got, and it wasn’t parting much ahead of them. They were moving fast enough that they were able to squeeze around a few cars, and the Barracuda turned onto Honiton Road, no sign of any other units approaching as Jim had wanted. They managed to get up past the intersection where Honiton turned into Western Street and then Andy gunned it on the straightaway. Streets flew past as they quickly reached 60 and then 70 mph, the Barracuda still far ahead of them. Traffic was getting thicker and Andy was forced to ease up the closer they got to the busy Des Voeux Road. After that there was nowhere else to go and the Barracuda would have to take a right or left or plow into the harbour.

“He’s two blocks up and he’s gonna take a left,” Jim said casually.

“How do you know?” Andy asked, seeing the Barracuda up ahead but no indication that it was going to turn.

“That light’s gonna change and give him just–”

Suddenly up ahead the light at First Street did just that, changing from green to yellow and then red. The Barracuda sped through it, taking the left onto the one-way street.

“We’ll never make it,” Andy said as he eased his foot off the gas.

“What the hell are you doing?” Jim shouted, looking over at him with a surprised look, his earlier glee at seeing the car turn gone. “We’ll make it!”

He pulled his leg up and stretched it over the small barrier between the gears and slammed down onto the gas.

“What the...Jim, stop!”

“Steer this damn thing!” Jim yelled.

Andy grabbed hold of the wheel, giving up his fight over the pedals. Cars were already rushing toward them from the right, coming down Second Street, and he had to swerve into the other lane to pass the two cars stopped at the light ahead of him.

His hand slammed down on the horn.

“Move!” he shouted out the window, swerving around a car making a left-hand turn right at him onto First Street. The driver was doing nothing wrong other than being at the wrong place at the wrong time but thankfully he swerved, giving Andy the clear path he needed to cut through the intersection unscathed and onto First.

“He’s getting away!” Jim shouted as he pointed further up the street just as the Barracuda took a right onto Wah Po Street, two blocks ahead of them.

“He’s gone, Jim,” Andy said, slowing the car down now that he had control of the pedals once again.

“Damn it!” Jim shouted. “Pull this thing over.”

“Alright,” Andy said, and he pulled over and got out.

“C’mon!” Jim yelled as he slid over the seat and into the driver’s position. “Get in!”

“Go!” Andy shouted at him.

Jim shook his head but didn’t hesitate, gunning the Cutlass down the street. Instead of taking the right two blocks down at Wah Po he took the next right at Water Street, which was a one-way and nearly empty of traffic. He kept his eye out, glancing continuously over his left shoulder, but he saw no indication of the Barracuda speeding down the streets below him. Four blocks went by, then seven. He reached down and grabbed the radio.

“Dispatch this is Car A429, I’ve lost all sign of that Barracuda somewhere around First and Wah Po.”

“Units are patrolling the area and will head there, over.”

Jim scoffed and threw the radio down so it was dangling by the cord. After ten blocks had gone by he was thinking of turning left since he was just getting closer to the Peak and where this had all started, and after eleven he decided to do so at the next block. He turned onto Hill road and started north toward the harbour once again.

Suddenly the Barracuda passed in front of him, going at a regular pace. Obviously the driver thought he’d lost the unmarked car with the flashing red light, but he’d been mistaken. Jim slammed on the gas and headed quickly down the hill.

He made it just half a block when the Barracuda spotted him and sped up, high-tailing it faster toward Connaught Road, three blocks ahead of him. Jim reached it easily, cutting straight through one lane of onrushing traffic and taking a hard right onto the busy street. There, just four blocks ahead of him, was the Barracuda.

They were speeding down Connaught and farther up ahead Jim knew it’d turn into the busy interchange with Des Voeux, branching off in two directions. This time of the morning and Jim knew it’d be clogging up fast with early commuters, and he wanted to end this chase now before it became dangerous. He slammed on the gas and closed the distance between the Barracuda and himself, and had another two blocks before the change.

He got closer to the car, but also closer to the turn up ahead. There was a barrier, forcing the traffic to go either right or left, and Jim could tell there were cars backed-up. 

Suddenly he saw the passenger side window of the Barracuda roll down and an arm with a handgun extend. Jim tightened his grip on the steering wheel, waited, and then swerved to the right.

Two shots fired out at where his car had just been and then another two at where he was going. He slammed down on the brakes, not wanting to risk getting shot, and watched as the Barracuda sped on, then, instead of taking either the right or the left turn, slammed right into the steel barrier. It flipped up then over, came down on its side, then rolled three times before hitting another car further up the roadway.

“Shit!” Jim said, opening the door and getting out of the Cutlass.

He pulled his Webley .45 revolver and started rushing toward the crashed Barracuda, crouching down at the ready in case anyone burst from the car. Several people were getting out of their cars to look, and he waved them away, shouting at them to get back.

He reached the car, knelt down, and saw that the driver, a young Chinese man, was dead, his head smashed into the steering wheel. In the passenger seat was another young Chinese man, a gun still in his hand, but also dead from the crash. Neither was Ho Choy or Danny Chang.

Jim shook his head, then glanced in the backseat. There was a Chinese woman, her body mangled and tossed-about, two young children, little more than toddlers, dead by her side.

Jim pulled his head from the car, feeling sick. People were rushing up toward him.

“Get back!” he yelled, then started moving back toward his own car so he could call in the crash on the radio.

“Get back!” he yelled again. “That thing could–”

There was a loud BOOM and the foggy morning was lit up as the Barracuda exploded, sending up a ball of flames. The force of the explosion knocked Jim and many others around him down to the ground. By the time he looked back the car was consumed in flames.

He shook his head, walked back to the Cutlass, and picked up the radio.

“Dispatch,” he said, thumbing the send button, “we’ve got a car crash on Connaught involving that Barracuda and two possible gang members...and some kids. We’ll need the meat wagon.”

~ ~ ~
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“’What the hell were you doing pressing the chase through morning traffic like that?” Spence yelled. “Didn’t you stop to think what could happen?”

“No sir,” Jim said, “I saw a car fleeing from the scene of a crime and I sped after it. When they started shooting at me I was convinced I’d made the right choice.”

Spence frowned. “Don’t get smart with me, Sharpe. You’re already set to be finished in this city at the end of the week.” He shook his head. “Shit, Jim, you picked a helluva way to start the week off for yourself. When the Hearing hears about–”

“This has nothing to do with the Hearing,” Jim said harshly, “and you know it! Don’t try to pull up some bullshit, covering your stink further.”

“You should be careful who you talk to like that!” Spence said, getting up in his face. “And this has everything to do with that Hearing! It just goes to show how reckless, foolhardy, and prone to risk you are – all the qualities needed to be a crooked cop.”

“Fuck you, Spence!” Jim said, and walked away.

“You’re fucking finished as a cop, you hear that!” Spence shouted after him. “You won’t get a job as a security guard by the time this week’s up!”

Jim ignored him and walked on. His head was pounding from all that’d happened over the past several hours. After the crash it’d seemed like every unit in the city had arrived, and after putting out the fire they’d pulled the five bodies from the car, or what had been left of them. After that Jim had stood around answering questions for the next couple hours until Spence arrived from the Tarot crime scene, something Jim had forgotten about entirely.

“Doesn’t sound like he likes you too much this week,” Andy said when Jim reached him. He was leaning on the Cutlass, having gotten a ride to the crash scene from a patrol car.

“Fuck him,” Jim said as he walked over to the other side. “Like he said, I’m finished at the end of the week anyway.”

“You shouldn’t think like that, Jim,” Andy said, “there’s still four full days of the hearing left.”

“Yeah,” Jim said, shaking his head, “four more days for them to hang me out to dry.” He looked over at Andy. “What time is it anyways?”

“Almost 8:30,” Andy said. “We’ve got to get there now.”

“Shit,” Jim said, “well, lead on then.”

Andy nodded and they got in the car, heading off toward the government buildings in Kowloon.
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​3 – To the Hearing
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“What the hell’s going on with that Godber investigation?” Jim asked as he steered them toward Kowloon. “I don’t want to have to keep wading through these damn protesters each time I need to head into the Hearing.”

“Hard to say,” Andy replied. “Captain Fong and the guys from Internal Affairs are keeping pretty mum about it. From what I can gather they want to throw the book at him.”

“So he’s looking at doing time then,” Jim said, “not just some slap on the wrist?”

They were driving the Oldsmobile Cutlass around Hong Kong Island, heading toward the cross-harbour tunnel that would take them to Tsim Sha Tsui District on the southern tip of the Kowloon Peninsula. Many of the government offices were located there, and many people were protesting the corrupt police force outside of them. Kowloon Deputy District Commissioner Felix Godber just happened to be one of the main targets of the protestors, mainly because of the hundreds of thousands of dollars investigators had managed to uncover that supposedly belonged to him. It all pointed to a corrupt police force and many of the city’s powerful were on edge.

“There may finally be that independent investigation that everyone’s been hinting at,” Jim said after a time.

“Probably, but we’ve been hearing those rumors for years.” Andy said before turning to face Jim. “What’s with all these questions? I thought you could care less about the Godber investigation.”
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