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  Mind Readers


  Peter "Pumpkin" Jones' watch commander, Assistant Superintendant Ian Serious, burst through the glass entrance doors of the Vancouver Police headquarters, a man on a mission. His azure eyes blazed with anger and his muscular arms appeared ready to burst through his white uniform dress shirt. Pumpkin had the sinking feeling his boss' bad mood involved him and his partner, Arnie "Slant" Slantosky. They'd been his favorite targets since they were assigned to the Super's watch six months ago.


  "Jones." Serious growled his name as if he were chewing glass. "I want you and Slantosky in my office. Now."


  The lieutenant disappeared through the Staff Only door on the right side of the public reception lobby, the door slamming shut behind him.


  Pumpkin sighed as he rose from the chair he'd been sitting in behind the desk. The wall separated reception from the open office where the officers coming off shift completed their reports.


  The reception counter was separated by a wall of bullet proof glass from people coming in off the street to file reports for missing dogs, lost keys, misplaced musical instruments, or to ask inane questions. During each shift all he seemed to do was answer questions like; "How long does it take to drive to Winnipeg?" or "What's the weather report for Costa Rica today?"


  (The answers of course are, "As long as it takes." and "Too damned hot and too damned humid.")


  Pumpkin had been stuck behind this desk for the past three months and it was driving him nuts. I'm a cop damn it, not a Post-it note.


  When would the Super forgive and forget his little accident? Sure, totaling the mayor's car seemed bad but the brakes on the cruiser had seemed to fail (though the fleet mechanic said the limo's brakes were in perfect condition) and the street was slick with rain, so how could the accident be completely his fault? He accepted fifty percent of the blame; the rest was an act of God.


  Yes, Slant and he had been playing a spirited game of I-spy-with-my-little-eye so his attention wasn't completely on the road, but how was being young and free suddenly a bad thing? These stuff shirts didn't appreciate his skills.


  And why did the mayor's driver park his car in the no loading zone? I should have issued him a ticket instead of requesting a tow truck, muttered Pumpkin under his breath.


  "Another officer will be here in a minute," he called out to the reception waiting area filled with raggedy ass people, drug addicts, and an assortment of unknown species of inner city wild life each holding a slip of paper with a number on it from the never ending flotsam of humanity. After summoning a replacement officer he exited the reception area through the door at the rear of the long, narrow room. It's like being a monkey in a glass cage.


  He walked to stand beside Slant's desk at the rear of a row of six identical metal desks each with a computer terminal in one corner. His partner's job was to read on-line newspapers from across the country, and the U.S., looking for items of interest to the watch commanders. Serious had given him a list of key words submitted by the four watch commanders.


  His job was to identify the stories, print them off, and then clip them together for the day. He would then place the day's batch of stories into a basket at one corner of his desk for pickup by the watch commanders when they came on duty.
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