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			Dedicated to the 260 Philadelphia Police Officers killed in line of duty.

			 

			And to P/O James W Storm.

			A better partner could never be had. Thanks for the unforgettable years of laughter!

		

	
		
			 

			“If the moon was made of cheese…

			How many rats would it take to consume said cheese?”

		

	
		
			 

			7:00 PM, Friday, 31 May, 2013

			Garvin’s Irish Pub

			Frankford Avenue & Solly Avenue

			Holmesburg section of Philadelphia, PA

			 

			 

			“I can’t believe you’re actually pulling the plug, Jack!” Homicide Detective Sean Flannery said as he paid for a round of beers.

			 

			The place was filling up with the regulars, cops, firemen and neighborhood folk, but Mickey the bartender stayed true to form and never let anyone wait too long for a refill.

			 

			“Yeah, well, I think it was time. Thirty years is a long time,” Detective Jack Kerrigan said, sipping his frosty mug of Miller High Life.

			 

			“So, are you really off to Australia?” Sean asked.

			 

			“Yeah,” Jack replied with a smile. “I had an interesting time there. I’m going back there, then Fiji, Samoa, the Marshall Islands. Who knows where I’ll wind up?”

			 

			“Well, I’m glad I’m here to drink you off the job! I only wish my brother was here to say goodbye and good luck.”

			 

			“I know. I’m going to miss him. He was a great partner. Sean, you make sure Tim gets my address when he gets back from Afghanistan, won’t you?”

			 

			“I will.”

			 

			A man in a Tasty Kake bakery uniform came up to the bar next to Jack, and Mickey handed him a bottle of Bud Lite. He clapped Jack on the shoulder and held out his hand to shake. “Good luck Jack. I’ve still got a few more years before I retire.”

			 

			Jack took the man’s hand, and with a warm shake, said “Thanks, Chick.” 

			 

			The man smiled and went back to his corner booth, leaving the two detectives alone. The jukebox was playing something from the Rolling Stones, but not too loudly that they had to shout over it, and Sean pointed out several new, young faces down at the far end of the polished oaken bar.

			 

			“See them, Jack? That group just graduated from the Academy today.”

			 

			“They all look like kids.”

			 

			“They look like kids because they are kids, my friend,” Sean said, and then stood, looking down at the new cops down the end of the bar. “Hey, you guys. The newest members of Philadelphia’s finest! This here,” he crowed, slapping Jack on the shoulder, “is Detective Jack Kerrigan. He’s retiring today after thirty goddamn years on the job. You kids have got some huge shoes to fill.”

			 

			The group cheered loudly, applauded, and en-masse, came up to where the two older detectives were seated. They all shook his hand, and wished him luck, throwing money on the bar and motioning Mickey to get Jack a drink on them. Soon Jack had a long row of upside down shot glasses lined up in front of him, and he knew he’d probably have to be carried home.

			 

			He shrugged. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d been poured out of Garvin’s at 2AM.

			 

			“Thirty years, wow. How’d you do it?” one of the young rookie cops asked.

			 

			“Laugh.”

			 

			“Laugh?”

			 

			“Yeah, laugh. A lot. Because you’re not going to believe some of the shit you see. Shit they don’t tell you about in the Academy.”

			 

			“C’mon. Really? What’s the hardest thing you ever did in your thirty years?” another rookie asked.

			 

			“The hardest thing I ever did in my thirty years on the job was keep a straight face,” Jack said soberly, then his face split into a wide, toothy grin, and his face flushed in the neon bar lights, making his shock of thick white hair stand out even more.

			 

			“He speaks the truth!” Sean added. “He and my brother had one fucked up night a long time ago.”

			 

			“Okay, let’s hear it!” another of the rookies asked.

			 

			Jack winked at Sean, and reaching over the bar, snatched a hidden ashtray and pulled out a pack of Marlboros. He pulled a cigarette out of the pack, tamped it on the bar, plopped it between his lips, and lit the smoke with a Bic lighter.

			 

			“Hey, Jack! You know we can’t smoke in here anymore!” Mickey shouted down the bar.

			 

			“What are you going to do, Mick? Call a cop?” Jack said, taking a drag from the smoke. The crowd around him was growing, and feeling at ease with several beers inside of him at this point, he continued, “Besides, a story this good needs a smoke to accompany it!”

			 

			“You were just transferred from the 2nd District to the 26th, if my memory serves me correctly,” Sean said.

			 

			“That is true. Okay, like Sean said, I’d just been transferred into the 26th…”

		

	
		
			 

			10:58 PM, Friday, February 9th, 1990

			26th Police District

			Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

			 

			 

			A light dusting of snow had fallen a few hours before, and officers Tim Flannery and Jack Kerrigan walked rapidly from the District Headquarters building on East Girard Avenue towards the Paddy Wagon that was to be their office for the next eight hours. Thankfully the cold wind was at their backs, and they quickly hopped into the cab of the customized Ford Econoline van. 

			 

			Tim was at the wheel, and Jack was acting as ‘recorder’ that night. Technically, Tim Flannery was still a ‘rookie’ at twenty-five years of age, but had served in the US Army for six years, and he was only on the job for two years, unlike his new partner, who had just transferred from another district two weeks ago. Jack Kerrigan, also twenty five, had joined the Police Department right out of high school, and was considered a ‘veteran’ cop with seven years’ service. But since he’d transferred into the District only two weeks ago, he’d ride with a District ‘veteran’ until he learned the sectors. Tim instantly liked his new partner, and both of them being of Irish descent and growing up in roughly the same neighborhood helped a lot, although they didn’t know each other in school.

			 

			Tim lit a Winston as he started the engine, pulled out of the station’s parking lot, and headed west on Girard Avenue. They’d been given their first assignment by the Sergeant at roll call; an ‘unknown problem, see the woman’ on the 1300 block of North Franklin Street. The job was over seven hours old, meaning it had been called in by the complainant that many hours ago, but had been pushed to the bottom of the priority list several times by harried dispatchers. As they pulled up to a red light at the intersection of Frankford Avenue and Girard Avenue, Jack asked, “So, what do you think this job is?”

			 

			“I haven’t a clue. Could be anything,” Tim said with a casual shrug. “So tell, me, who’s Cheerios did you piss in to get you transferred out of the second district down here to the crotch?”

			 

			“Oh, you don’t want to hear that story,” Jack said, lighting his own smoke.

			 

			The light changed and he drove off. The second police district was in the far Northeast, considered by many to be a “Hollywood” district, where nothing much happened. It was an easy, or ‘tit’ job. No one got transferred out of there unless they fucked up big time.

			 

			“It’s got to be a pretty good one, Jack,” Tim said. “My brother Sean is a homicide detective. I’ll get him to ask around.” Tim gave Kerrigan a sly wink. He made the right hand turn onto Franklin Street and switched on the windshield pillar mounted spotlight to find the numbers on the row home. He stopped and put the wagon in park when he found the address, in the middle of the street, effectively blocking it. He put his peaked, or ‘bus driver’ hat on his head, took his wooden baton and Maglite flashlight.

			 

			As he was opening his door, Jack said, “Well, whatever it is, I hope it’s a quiet night. I’ve got one hell of a hangover.”

			 

			Tim stopped halfway out of the cab, and stared at Jack for a moment. “You just didn’t fucking say that, did you?” Tim spat in disgust, tossing his cigarette butt away.

			 

			“Say what?” Jack asked, truly perplexed.

			 

			“You just said the fucking ‘Q’ word. Never, ever fucking say the ‘Q’ word!”

			 

			“Oh, c’mon, you really don’t believe that bullshit, do you?”

			 

			“Yes, I do as a matter of fact. Look,” Tim said, pointing up at the full moon. “It’s a fucking full moon Friday night. All kinds of fucked up shit is going to happen now, because you’ve fucking jinxed us!”

			 

			Jack grabbed his things and got out of the van, walking around the front of the still-running vehicle. The headlights gave him a pasty white look, and for a moment he looked like a dead guy to Tim.

			 

			“Did you call us out of service?” Tim asked. Jack just gave him a blank stare for a moment, then went back to the wagon and picked up the Motorola microphone on the radio and put them out of service.

			 

			“What the fuck did you guys do up there, anyway?”

			 

			“I’m okay, just feeling a little agida.”

			 

			“Well, put on your game face, we’re Philly’s Finest!” Tim said. He stepped up on the marble stoop and rapped the door with his Maglight. After a few moments, a light was turned on from inside the house, and the door opened to reveal a rather corpulent black woman in an old housecoat, her hair up in large pink plastic curlers.

			 

			“Ma’am, did you call the police?” Tim asked.

			 

			“Oh my! I sure did officers! I’m so glad you’re here!” she exclaimed with a big, toothy grin. “Please, c’mon in!”

			 

			They stepped inside to a very tidy living room that looked as if it had been decorated by someone in the 1930’s and nothing had been changed since, with the exception of a large Zenith console TV against far wall.

			 

			“We’re sorry that we’re so late, what seems to be the problem, ma’am?” Jack asked.

			 

			“Oh, I aint worrying about you all being late! I knows you boys bees busy! I was just watchin’ Action News, then I stays up to watch Johnny Carson! He makes me laugh!”

			 

			“Ma’am, if you don’t mind, what is the problem?” Tim asked again.

			 

			“Well, it’s like this officers, I lived here thirty-five years, and I ain’t never seen nothing like this before!” she said, hands on her ample hips. “I comes home from work, you see, and I goes out to feed my kitty cat in the back, and there bees a laig in my backyard!” she said.

			 

			“A leg, ma’am?” Jack asked, his eyes growing wide.

			 

			“Dat’s what I said, a laig!” she stated, crossing her arms across her ample bosom.

			 

			“A chicken leg?” Jack asked, and Tim shot him an icy look.

			 

			“Ain’t no chicken laig!” she exclaimed, jabbing a finger like a knife at Jack’s chest. “If it was, it bees the biggest damn chicken in the world,” the woman said with a loud guffaw.

			 

			Tim looked at Jack for a moment and said, “I rest my case.” He turned his gaze back to the woman. “Could you show us the leg, ma’am?”

			 

			“Sho’ nuff’, c’mon,” she said, and walked through an equally neat dining room and kitchen, turning on lights as she went. She opened the back door that led out to a tiny backyard and waved her hands. Tim stood at the door and peered out onto the snow dusted grass, and sure enough, there was a bare human leg, sitting right in the middle of the tiny yard. Tim turned on his flashlight and turned to his partner. “Jack, if you could get the nice lady’s information, I’ll check this out.”

			 

			Jack nodded and motioned for the woman to step back into the kitchen while Tim walked down the three wooden steps to the yard. He walked up to the leg and shined his light on it, making mental notes. Definitely a human leg, Caucasian, probably male from the hair, no sock or shoe, foot and half the leg were black from necrosis. It was cleanly severed, about six inches above the knee, rust-colored surgical antiseptic staining the neat scalpel marks. Odder than the fact that this human leg was laying in the snow in the backyard of this woman’s house, it showed bite and teeth marks all over, probably from dogs. The marks of several dog tracks in the newly fallen snow finished off the macabre sight.

			 

			He looked around some more, shining the bright beam of his Maglight around, and saw several more dog tracks in the dusting of snow, and followed them towards the alley that bordered the yard. He could plainly see the drag marks in the snow where the dogs had dragged the leg, and they headed back south through the alley. He looked up and smiled. He could see the lights from Girard Medical Center from where he stood. He turned off his light and went back into the house, shutting the door behind him.

			 

			“You got everything you need?” he asked Jack.

			 

			“Yep. I’ll write up the forty-eight,” Jack replied, meaning the incident report Philadelphia Police 75-48 form.

			 

			“You see that laig, officer?” the woman asked.

			 

			“Yes, and don’t worry about it, ma’am. We’ll take care of everything. Just leave your back light on, and when you get up in the morning, it’ll be gone,” Tim said.

			 

			“Oh thank you, officer! I don’t know what this world is getting’ to, I tell ya!” 

			 

			“Good night, ma’am. Like I said, no need to worry about it anymore. I’ll have the ME’s office come up the alley so they won’t disturb you,” Tim said and turned to leave. When he and Jack were halfway to the wagon, she called out to them.

			 

			“You boys bees careful tonight! It’s a full moon, and all kinds of crazy stuff happens wit’ a full moon!”

			 

			Tim smiled and waved, getting into the warm cab. He looked over at Jack as he lit a cigarette. “What’d I tell you?”

			 

			“Oh, come on. It’s the nineties for Christ’s sake. You don’t believe in all of that superstitious shit, do you?”

			 

			“We’re Irish. There are two things the Irish are good at. Being drunk and relying on superstitions,” Tim said. He picked up the microphone. “Twenty six hundred,” he said into the mike.

			 

			“Twenty six hundred,” came the reply after a few moments.

			 

			“Yeah, you can put us back, no numbers. Adjudicated on the scene.”

			 

			“Twenty six hundred, okay.”

			 

			Tim set the mike back in its cradle, put the wagon in drive, and headed back up the street. He went around the block, headed back out onto Girard Avenue, westbound for the two blocks to Girard Medical Center at the corner of 8th Street and Girard Avenue, where he pulled into the Emergency Room ambulance bay and parked. 

			 

			Jack looked at him and asked, “What was that all about? Aren’t you going to call that in?”

			 

			“Do you really want to sit for a few hours and write up a report about a fucking leg?”

			 

			“Not really.”

			 

			“Nor do I. I know how to handle this,” Tim said.

			 

			“So what are you good at?”

			 

			“What? Oh, you mean what I said about us Irish?”

			 

			“Yeah.”

			 

			“I excel at both,” Tim said and shut the engine off, hopping out and heading through the automatic doors, followed by Jack. The waiting room was full, and they both waved to Joyce, the harried registrar at the reception desk, who waved back with a tired smile. Tim hit the button on the wall to open the automatic doors to the nurse’s station and treatment rooms. All were filled, and they could hear cursing and swearing from behind one of the drawn curtains. A large breasted blonde nurse came up to Tim with a big smile.

			 

			“Hello, handsome,” she said. It was Connie Gillespie, Tim’s current love interest. They were getting pretty serious. She’d just moved into his house on Leon Street in Holmesburg right before Christmas, and he caught her with an issue of Bride’s magazine just last week. “I’ve got something for you,” she told the young cop, smiling seductively.

			 

			“And what might that be?”

			 

			“Oh, I think you’ll like it.”

			 

			“Really? You intrigue me,” he said. “Oh, I don’t know if you met, this is my new partner, Jack Kerrigan,” he then added, turning towards Jack.

			 

			“Nice to meet you, Jack. I hope you’re prepared for and interesting evening.”

			 

			“I’ve already been briefed. And call me Red,” Jack said, shaking Connie’s hand.

			 

			“Where on Earth did you get that nickname from?” she asked, eyeing up his thick shock of bright red hair. He’d been called ‘Red’ since he was two years old.

			 

			“Babe, you might want to get the nursing supervisor down here. Something came up and I need to talk to her about it,” Tim said.

			 

			“Okay, I’ll get her. Just hang out here until I get back,” Connie said, and walked off, leaving Tim and Jack by the nurse’s station. Tim walked around the counter and sat in an unoccupied chair and looked around. He took off his cap and tossed it on the desk, looking up at Jack, who was still standing.

			 

			“Might as well get comfortable,” Tim said. Just then, from a treatment room across from where Tim was, came a shriek, making him look in that direction. The curtains were partially open, and he could see a naked black woman in leather restraints on the gurney.  Her hospital gown had fallen off and he could see everything. 

			 

			“Hey, Honkey! Don’t you be lookin’ at my pootie!” she yelled.

			 

			“Listen, sweetheart, your ‘pootie’ is the last thing in the world I want to look at,” Tim said bluntly. 

			 

			An orderly came up and shut the curtain. “Sorry, Tim. She’s a three oh two. Tried to OD a few hours ago,” the orderly said, meaning she was being involuntarily committed for psychiatric evaluation under the Pennsylvania Statute 302.

			 

			“Kind of figured. It is a full moon,” Tim sighed. “My partner here said the ‘Q’ word at the beginning of the shift.”

			 

			“Oh come on!” Jack said with exasperation, rolling his eyes.

			 

			“Hey, Tim, we got a BAC pool going for the guy in 14. You want in?” the orderly asked, ignoring Jack.

			 

			“How much?”

			 

			“A sawbuck.”

			 

			“Okay,” Tim said, pulling out his wallet and fishing out a ten dollar bill. He looked over at Jack and asked, “Do you want in on this?”

			 

			“What is it?”

			 

			“The guy over in treatment room fourteen is drunk, and the person who guesses closest to his actual blood alcohol content wins the pot,” he told Jack.

			 

			“What’s the pot up to?’ Jack asked the orderly.

			 

			“Four hundred bucks if you both are in it,” he replied.

			 

			“Okay, I’m in. Not that I would ever derive pleasure from someone else’s discomfort,” Jack said with a grin, pulling out two fives and handing them over. They both walked over to treatment room fourteen and stuck their heads in. They could see a man, moaning softly, covered in vomit and feces, oblivious to everything around him.

			 

			“I’ll say two hundred,” Tim told the orderly.

			 

			“I’ll go with two twenty,” Jack said, and the orderly nodded and headed off.

			 

			“I knew there was something I liked about you!” Tim said, “I’m going out for a smoke.”

			 

			“Okay, I’ll go with.”

			 

			They were walking back out the automatic doors and through the waiting room when something caught Tim’s eye and made him stop. He turned and walked over to the registrar’s desk.

			 

			“Hi, Joyce. What’s that guy’s major malfunction, the one sitting over in the corner?”

			 

			“Oh, the one having a wonderful conversation with himself?”

			 

			“Yeah.” 

			 

			“Nothing really, he’s just waiting for Captain Capcom from Intergalactic Space Command to show up,” she replied with a raised eyebrow.

			 

			Tim reached over her desk and picked up the receiver to her phone, and dialed ‘0’ for the hospital operator. He waited a moment, and when the operator answered, said, “Hi, I’m Officer Flannery with the police department. I’m down here in the ER, and I was informed that my captain is somewhere in the building. Could you page him for me? That’s right, ma’am. His name? Captain Capcom. Okay, thank you,” he said and replaced the receiver. Jack was stifling a laugh and Joyce looked at him.

			 

			“Tim, we’re all going to miss you if you ever transfer out,” she said, grinning broadly.

			 

			“I don’t think that will ever happen,” he said. 

			 

			The intercom speaker crackled, and the disembodied voice of the woman he’d just spoken to come out. “Your attention, please. Would Captain Capcom please call the hospital operator? Captain Capcom, please call the hospital operator!” Then a click, and the speakers went dead. 

			 

			The man sitting in the corner stood up ramrod straight, and shouted, “They’re here! They’re really here!” and ran out of the waiting room to the moonlit darkness outside.

			 

			“Something tells me any shift with you will never be boring,” Jack said with a laugh.

			 

			Joyce was giggling as she called the next patient up to get their information, and Tim motioned Jack out the doors. They walked far enough away from them to keep the smoke from creeping inside and leaned against the brick wall, lighting their cigarettes.
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