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Chapter One

Veronika Heydrich was a liar.

It was her fatal flaw, the demon that followed her all the days of her life. They called it storytelling when she was a little girl, fibbing in grade school, and exaggerating in high school. During her University days they called it her Heydrich spin, and as an undercover cop they called it a natural gift. Only it had made a wreck of her personal life and destroyed almost every relationship she ever had. She was the kind of girl who could swear on all she held dear and look you straight in the eye while lying through her teeth. She crushed many people throughout her life who thought they had come with her to the moment of truth, only to have her renege in an ultimate betrayal. For them it was a bridge burned forever, for her it was just another sad episode in the story of her life.

She had been a mistress at rationalization, perhaps her greatest sin, her ability to lie to herself. She made herself believe that she was better off having severed relationships with those who could not help her get ahead, those who expected to suffer a setback in favor of truth. She could not think of a single situation where the lie could not have eventually become the truth, where she had not been able to prevail by turning fantasy into reality. She could not think of one person who had walked away from her who had truly become a loss in her life.

Actually there was one. Evan Carlow had walked away, and her partner turned lover turned fiancée turned rival had been missed. She had never gotten that close to a man before, and it was almost as if she had finally found her soulmate. They had moved in together, they had set a wedding date, but she just couldn't stop lying and he finally had enough. When he moved out he took a piece of her heart with him, and she realized she had to get him back so she could put herself back together.

They had been partners on the field, and they voluntarily split up to assist on separate sting operations for the NYPD. Police Chief Joel Madden had been her guardian angel throughout her career, and he knew that giving her and Carlow some space was the best thing for them. Everyone knew they had a personal relationship, and they were true professionals who left it at home when they put on their badges in the morning. He also knew they were one of his best undercover teams, and he hoped it was going to work out to the benefit of the NYPD. Veronika knew it would be to her benefit as well.

There had been rumors about a police investigation developing over the homeless movement in New York City as an estimated sixty thousand persons listed were being recruited into an activist movement. IMU, or I Am You, had become a rallying cry that began on Facebook, then began appearing on patches and stickers appearing on backpacks and shopping carts among the destitute. At first it was seen as a reproach to the affluent, but recently there were concerns that a militant group had professed an ulterior motive.

Word had spread that the King of the Hoboes, Adolf Hyatt, had come to NYC with the express purpose of uniting the homeless of New York in an activist movement. Hyatt had been allegedly crowned as King of the hobo underground network that had existed for over two hundred years. Members of the network had been interviewed over the decades, and it was seen as an exotic facet of Americana unique to its society and culture. Artists and poets across the decades had extolled the traveling spirit of wanderers across the country, and 'riding the rails' was stuff that legends were made of. Only the thought of homeless people uniting in a militant cause was alarming people still experiencing the long-term effects of 9/11.

Police activity among the homeless was not unusual. It was a running joke among the law enforcement community that every other vagrant on the streets of Washington DC was most likely a Secret Service agent.

However, the eyes of the law had not been trained on the homeless themselves as persons of interest. It was an exceedingly unpleasant task in the eyes of NYPD officials, who foresaw a multitude of problems should the investigation come to light.

The prevailing concern was that humanitarian groups might withdraw their support for the homeless community, which would cause greater stress on an already overburdened social services system. There was also the crisis issue regarding the skyrocketing number of families and at-risk children who were on the streets with no permanent place of residence. The NYPD would be loathe to demonize them as a side effect of a campaign against a rogue group whose existence had not officially been confirmed.

Veronika had been flipping through the case files as she made coffee and toast in her kitchenette in her SoHo loft on Prince Street. She loved the neighborhood and the local ambiance, a world apart from her upper-class beginnings in Southampton. From the time she enrolled at New York University and pursued her degree in law enforcement, she knew that this was the place where she belonged. It greatly helped her develop her chameleon skills, as she convinced most people she was an aspiring starlet complete with a resume she had developed by way of a string of auditions she had with different off-Broadway theatre groups. No one ever suspected her of being a cop, and those who crossed from one of her worlds to another were generally sworn to secrecy.

The phone rang, and her heart leaped when she saw it was Evan on caller ID. She raced across the living room and rolled across her convertible sofa, snatching it from the charger before he hung up on the recorded message.

“Evan.”

“Hey, beautiful, how's it going?”

“I don't like that you hang up without leaving a message. I practically have to tackle the phone just to talk to you. I do have a cell phone, you know.”

“I don't do messages or cell phones unless it's an emergency, you know that. Anyway, did you decide if we were gonna bid on the job?”

“I don't know, Evan. It's a filthy environment and disgusting people. It was bad enough having to mingle with those geeks during that hacker case, let alone those gangbangers in that crack gang. Now you're wanting to disguise us as a couple of bums.”

“Well, check this out. I talked to Lieutenant Shreve this morning. He had a long discussion with Captain Willard the other day. They're pretty sure that if this job goes over, you'll get upped. Chief Madden will probably put you in for a gold badge.”

“Oh my gosh, Evan, that's fantastic!” she gushed. “Well, I guess there's nothing left to discuss. Let's do it.”

“There's a lot to talk about before we commit to this,” he insisted. “There's a lot we don't know—nobody knows—about these people. It's a complex, multicultural society with lots of distinctive protocols and behavioral patterns. Murder is just as much a way of life with some of these people as it is for the Mafia or any other gang culture. Most of these people live day to day, hand to mouth, and betrayal can be considered a capital offense. If they find out we're conning them, our lives could easily be at risk.”

“We spent months taking down a crack gang whose signature mark was leaving informers with their throats slit in the middle of the street,” Veronika went back into the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee before buttering her toast. “I should think that we will be at far less risk amidst a bunch of bums.”

“Problem is, you wouldn't know who's bringing it, who it's from or where they're going,” Evan insisted. “At least when you think a gangster's looking for you, you can see it coming. You can defend yourself. Do you think we can get set every time somebody dressed like shit turns the corner? Even worse, if they do make the hit, they might never be brought to justice. How do you find someone who has no identification, no address, no background? It's a serious problem, and they want you to know there will be serious risks.”

“I'm in, Evan. They put that gold badge on the table and I'm in. Look, I'll meet you at your place at noon.”

She ate her breakfast, then stripped for her shower as she checked herself in the mirror. She was a big girl, standing 5'8” and 140 pounds, a classic Nordic beauty with thick blonde waist-long hair. She had a knockout figure with a large bosom, a 24-inch waist and well-muscled things and calves. She had narrow, ice-blue eyes that seemed cruel at times, offset by thick lips that were quick to smile at her advantage. She made it a point to go to the gym twice a week and ate what she called rabbit food when by herself to keep her hourglass figure. She knew her beauty had a lot to do with her getting ahead in life, and did whatever it took to keep her running in the fast lane.

She threw on a black jumpsuit, white sneakers and shades, tied her hair back in a loose bun, and headed down to the street for a quick run up to Washington Square Park and back so as to be on time to meet Evan at his Gramercy Park apartment. Veronika saw it as another subtle difference between them, the plainclothes cop and the undercover detective. She was making it in SoHo at fifty grand, while Evan was living in one of the more prestigious neighborhoods in town with his $90k salary. She was the one taking the risks, playing the point and sticking her neck out, while he was the lifeline always ready to pull her out of a jam. She decided it was time for her to get paid for the risks she was taking, time to collect the gold star.

As she jogged along, she never failed to notice how there was not a whole lot of peace and joy in the faces of the people on the street. She always knew it was a struggle to make it in New York, as far back as her first days at NYU. She remembered how most of her schoolmates did their best to make ends meet with part-time jobs and care packages from home. When she joined the NYPD and left home shortly before her father died, her inheritance and new salary were enough to get her into a SoHo loft. Still, it was no cakewalk. When the home in Southampton was sold, there was no nest to fly home to. Yet, she was not going to become one of the cheerless masses. She found her place and she would keep it at all costs.

Meeting Evan was one of the highpoints of her post-graduate life. He was a full-blooded Irishman just as she was one hundred percent German. He brought much of his ethnic charm and high-spiritedness into their relationship, just as she maintained her German sense of order and stoic determination. They became a formidable team on the field when Captain Ty Willard first teamed them up. When the partnership blossomed into romance, they tried to keep it quiet at work as best they could. Only Evan eventually had to declare his position to protect it against the alpha males that abounded throughout the force. They spent most of their time together on the field and off, but at the break of dawn they each went back to their own home.

She understood the need for freedom, what the old-school Germans called lebensraum. She put a lock on her door back home as a teenager, and lived a model life in an immaculate room as compensation to her parents. Yet she would have given it all away if her privacy had been taken from her, and her parents knew and respected that. Evan knew it as well, and if he had given her an ultimatum to move in with him, he would have lost her forever. He knew that she would come into his home at the time of her choosing, and he knew the wait would be well worth it.

The bums on the street knew the price of freedom. So did the teenage mothers wheeling their kids along in their cheap, ragged strollers. They could have headed South and found a city where the cost of living was much lower, and the assisted living was much more dignified. Yet when they woke up, they would not see the NYC skyline, experience the Big Apple hustle and bustle. This was the greatest city on earth, and a bum would die broke and starved beneath a bridge than leave it behind. It kept students in cold-water flats living on Ramen, and unwed mothers collecting welfare with a State-issued piece of plastic as the only thing in their purse. New York got to be part of one's DNA, and Veronica knew what that was all about.

She reached Evan's apartment and used her key to get in, hearing him playing Irish folk music on his sound system from outside. She tried playing German folk music a few times to get some equal time on principle, but it didn't work for either of them so she gave up. She really didn't care what background noise was going on. She was mostly about the constant search for information, building databases on whatever case they were working on at the time. She liked being able to throw facts and figures around at Department meetings, forever reminding them that they were far from dealing with just another pretty face.

“Well, look who's back,” he yawned and stretched as he reclined on the living room sofa. Evan was a handsome man with dark hair, blue eyes and a muscular build. He was slightly taller than Veronika at 5'10”, and most agreed they made a perfect couple. He was also wearing a jogging suit, as they were of like mind that it kept one dressed for any occasion.

“I'm going to take a shower,” she announced, pulling off her sweatshirt to expose her luscious melons straining against her sports bra. “I suppose we'd better start putting our proposal on paper to submit to Captain Willard sometime today.”

“Good morning honey, how are you this morning?” Evan replied sarcastically. “Have you had breakfast yet?”

“Just ran it off,” she was in the bathroom turning on the shower.

“Time for a bit of the old in-out, in-out?” he sauntered over to the doorway.

“Go screw yourself for a change,” she replied. “Close the door, you're letting the steam out. I hope there's one clean towel in here.”

“Well, I'm making bacon and eggs with tarragon.”

“Drive down to Mc Donald's, leave it to the experts.”

“Good, you're not getting any,” he pulled the door closed.

“Yeah, we'll see.”

She eventually emerged from the shower with a towel wrapped around her hair, wearing her terrycloth robe. She walked into the kitchen and found a cup of hot coffee, a plate of eggs and bacon with tarragon on a tortilla, and a small glass of milk on the table. Next to it was a five-page report.

“How nice,” she muttered as he sat in the living room, channel-surfing his plasma TV. She sighed with contentment as she took a bite of her taco, savoring its flavor before gobbling everything down so she could read the report.

“I can bring it in and drop it off when we take off,” Even called in over the commentary of a pre-taped hockey game.

“You got typos,” she pored over it. “All this without my help. Fascinating.”

“Don't get smart, missy. Good to go?” he called back.

“Well, if it was a choice between the taco and the report, I'd go with the taco,” she came into the living room, licking her fingers. “I don't this Willard will appreciate the taco as much, so we'd best turn in the report.”

“Smart ass, eh?” he rolled off the couch and cornered her by the bookcase. “Come here.”

“Stay back,” she warned him. “I just took a shower.”

“I've slept on the couch all night abusing myself over you. Now you're gonna pay for it.”

“Hah! You think so?”

At once he took her into his arms and spun her down upon the shag carpet. She always liked to have control of just one thing, and grabbed his chin and his lips in both hands as he pulled his pants down. She opened his mouth and snaked her tongue inside, his lips to do with as she wished as he thrust himself deep inside her. She gasped with pain and pleasure as he began pumping her frantically, his passion increasing as she hungrily pillaged his mouth, trying to gently suck his tongue out of his skull.

The report that would change their lives forever sat in a small grease spot on the kitchen table behind them.







Chapter Two

Adolf Hyatt was known as the King throughout the Hobo Underground.

It was an unusual honor bestowed upon an unusual man. Traditionally, there was an annual hobo convention in Britt, Iowa, where hoboes from around the country converged to name a King and Queen at a weekend celebration of life on the rails. In real life, the leaders of the hobo network met at a designated place once a year to exchange information, appoint elder statesmen who could settle disputes and make policy, and crown a King. The King of the Hoboes was the ultimate authority when the regional leaders could not agree on a decision. Adolf Hyatt had never been called upon to settle a dispute, but wherever he went his word was law.

Hyatt was born in Alamogordo, New Mexico, and legend had it that his family's exposure to radiation during nuclear testing in the Fifties had endowed him with mutant powers. He bragged of a 160 IQ, had a photographic memory and retard strength. He also had the gift of preaching which he used to great advantage after leaving home at the age of eighteen to see America. It was said he could tell a story about a cat that would make a dog cry, and that he could sell ice to an Eskimo.

He also said that whoever controlled the streets controlled the city, and one day he would travel to New York City and show the homeless how it was done. On the day he arrived, a construction site in the South Bronx had become so congested by vagrants that the entire community stood in wonder. The mood of the vagabonds ranged from defensive to hostile, and even gang leaders throughout the area conveniently chose to ignore the event. By the time the police came out to inquire, the meeting dispersed so that there was not a bum in sight.

He next appeared at a warehouse near the Brooklyn Bridge that the Watchtower Society had donated to the homeless near Brooklyn Heights as a tax write-off. Hyatt turned it into his stronghold, and was soon confronted by Jehovah's Witnesses who demanded to know why one man and his twelve companions were the sole occupants of a shelter designed for two hundred. Hyatt assured them that he was spreading the word to the community, and that Saturday there were a dozen vagrants at every Kingdom Hall in Brooklyn. Not one Witness called upon Adolf Hyatt at the shelter thereafter.

The next thing advocates for the homeless knew, their target group was proclaiming a Day of Defiance on their new website, I-AM-YOU.com. It proclaimed that the homeless were a mirror image of mainstream society without the perks, the common man trying to make it in a world without advantages. The Site Administrator proclaimed that every homeless man was fighting for the rights of his brothers and sisters, just as Americans had fought for their freedom since the birth of the nation. He emphasized that not only did the homeless had an obligation to act, but the man of means had the same obligation to stand by the less fortunate.

Hyatt next sent out his twelve Disciples to recruit Followers who would help them spread the word throughout the homeless community. The Followers were to report back to their Disciple, and their mission was to find three Recruits of like mind. They would form a Cell from which they would eventually break off and form Cells of their own. At first everyone thought it would never work, but eventually realized they were already part of four-man groups that lived together under bridges, in back alleys and vacant lots on a daily basis. The Recruit stopped by and visited the Cell each day, and soon everyone was connected to Hyatt and knew what he was up to.

The Day of Defiance was all about the homeless community's chance to piss on society the same way society was pissing on them. It was also about the torment imposed upon the needy by depriving them of the most fundamental right that even an infant enjoyed. Outside of public parks and libraries, there was no place for a homeless person to take a piss, and heaven forbid they should have to take a shit. No Public Restrooms signs were taped on the doors and windows of every business, and taking a leak in the street cost thirty days in jail if caught by a cop. Pissing in one's pants was a temporary solution; cleaning one's pants was harder than taking the leak. The worst case scenario was getting seen pissing, which could result in a public exposure bust and a lifetime rap as a sex offender.

Each homeless person was asked to donate one baggie to the Day of Defiance. The baggie was to be filled with urine and deposited it in a place where it would do most good as a symbol of protest. It was suggested that the baggie be dumped onto a paper-filled target so that the odor could allow those of means to experience what many homeless people had to breathe in all night where they slept. If a paper target was not available, then doorways were suggested as the only place where most homeless people found shelter along with the familiar odor.

The Day started before dawn as vagrants waited until newspaper delivery trucks loaded their kiosks with the morning paper. The activists invested change to open the hatches and toss in their bags of urine. About an hour after sunrise, people on their way to work crowded around newsstands and stores to buy the morning paper as almost every kiosk on every block was drenched with urine. Many of them were alarmed by the fact that the storefronts smelled as well, making many think that perhaps they got some on their clothes when they made contact with the contaminated kiosks.

As the morning progressed, the media began reporting the trend of people calling in to report the stench of urine across many residential and commercial areas across Manhattan. Once homeless advocates began logging onto I-AM-U.com, they realized what was happening. They called the media's attention to Hyatt's vituperative attacks on the bourgeoisie and how they were creating a caste system as deplorable and inalterable as that in India. Good Morning America jumped all over the story, posing the question as to whether the website was helping or harming the homeless community with their militant stance. They also demanded to know the identity of the Site Administrator, wondering who he was and what his objective was in making such polarizing statements.

The worst impact was experienced in the subway system, where over a million commuters were forced to endure the stench caused by the baggie bombs. Ever since the days of Rudy Giuliani, the NYPD had strictly enforced a code of cleanliness in the subways. Those who pissed, spat, littered and caused noise pollution in the subways faced fines and even arrest. The police found themselves overwhelmed and caught unaware by the baggie bombardment, and were ordered to beef up their presence in public places to deter any further attacks.

As Hyatt had anticipated, those who bore the brunt of the public backlash were the homeless. The NYPD sent officers to soup kitchens and shelters around town, sermonizing those in attendance against participating in such actions and warning them of the consequences if they were caught. The homeless families and Iraqi veterans were particularly insulted by the insinuations, and even more so in learning that some facilities would be closed the next day to avoid any association with activists or social agitators.
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