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Shiny lights bounced off light grey concrete.
Bystanders bustled by. An immense screech of brakes as a huge
lumbering metal chassis came hurtling down onto a long sparkling
runway on a crisp summer evening, the mood was of returning home
after a long journey, time spent relaxing, suitcases battered,
selves bettered. Terrible detective Felix Charles stepped off his
plane. Felix Charles went home.

 

The next day, the phone rang. Good holiday? the
phone asked him. Felix didn't reply. It was very early. He said:
“I'll be coming in in a few hours.” The phone said, don't bother.
We need you at Clement Street, now. Homicide. The phone went
quiet.

 

At Clement street a young man lay. Where eyes once
had been, now were gaping holes surrounded by dark black gloss.
Dried blood. A couple more holes in the chest. The victim looked
unhappy, and tragic. A young man.

 

“Drug related?” someone asked. His young protege,
bright eyed and solemn, always looking up to Felix, hanging on his
every word - even though Felix never pretended to be anything
special, never a good detective, just a detective, had an awful
pile of unsolved crimes, the captain pitied him because he was
getting on now, threw easy work his way, mostly, apart from today;
there was nothing easy about this crime. His protege looked eagerly
into Felix's eye. He was about the same age as the corpse. Felix
shrugged at the question.

 

They both wandered around the foggy morning streets,
looking for witnesses. The protege talked to the corpse's father.
Scribbled it all down in his notebook, showed Felix, expecting a
brownie point, a pat on the back. Felix looked at the details. No
criminal record, no apparent enemies. Probably a mugging, no other
scenarios came to mind. Find a murder weapon, find some people to
start talking. Find them fast before it all fades away into the
fog. Another unsolved case for the terrible
detective.

 

The captain was on the phone, asking about his
progress, whether he felt he was fit to be working again. Felix
hung up. Somewhere in this haystack of streets and pseudonyms lay
clues to the case, put them all together and you're home free,
scrape the grit and the mud from the picture, climb to the top
floor of a skyscraper and look down from above, you'll see a clear
picture when the sun comes out, something simple, a motive, a
suspect, a conviction, a cheer from the captain, a round of drinks
from the boys after one hell of a job, today, Felix. Something that
every case eluded him. Every day eluded him; there never seemed a
moment when the sun came out and the fog went away. His hard soled
shoes slapped against the pavement. He flashed around a recent
picture of the deceased to the few early risers walking past,
shaking their heads. A couple of black kids biked past along the
street, disappearing into the fog, down a path, into a maze of
suburban buildings, with different levels, left, right, up down, a
thousand windows all with curtains drawn, every single one housed
some people, some tidbit of knowledge; lights were on in some
places, dark windows in other places, but rain starts hitting hard
against the slabs of grey concrete, the cracked glass windows
wherever you look, none of the homes unique in any way apart from
mine, barks the dealer, his smart black leather jacket glittering
in the rain, his dark face shining yellow underneath the street
lights; “mine, my place is you get what you want. Ain't any place
you'll get what you want but my place.”

 

His customer jaunts a bit closer, nodding the nod of
a junky. He twitches urgently, he's got an itch that needs fixing,
and he flashes cash at the dealer. The dealer nods, smiles. This
guy has been to him before, but only once, yesterday night. Never
before then.

 

“Frankie, right?” asks the customer as they ascend
the stairs to make the deal.

 

“Yea, Frankie,” says Frankie, grinning a giant grin
of stark white teeth contrasted against his dark skin. “And whas
your name?”

 

The customer shakes his head, embarrassed, shy, no
names please. Frankie strides ahead, a huge man, no-one would mess
with him. A couple of brothers are inside the flat, one fast asleep
on the sofa , the other passed out on the floor. Frankie kicks the
one on the floor to make sure he's alright, and he grunts an
obscenity and rolls over. He's alright.

 

Frankie enters the back room and starts shovelling
through the merchandise. “Same as last time right?” he
asks.

 

“Yes,” replies the customer. Frankie turns on his
TV, it's an old cops and robbers movie from the seventies, bad guys
and good guys. Rain pounds hard on the window. It's pitch black
outside. Frankie puts some music on while he prepares the cut. It's
old jazz music. The music flies from one beat to another
discordantly, frenetically, as Frankie talks smoothly over it,
making conversation. He asks the customer where he's from, what
he's spent the day doing. He tries to keep the conversation going
but the customer doesn't want to talk. Glancing back into the
flickering lights of the sitting room, Frankie pauses – and gives
the customer a long look from head to toe. He sees his customer is
perhaps not the junkie he originally thought. The customer is old,
over forty certainly, closer to fifty, trying to mask this by
wearing young clothes.

 

He's disguising himself, ashamed of his habit,
thinks Frankie. Frankie smiles and ponders. He had a wad of cash in
his expensive wallet, yet cheap clothes. He turns up out of the
blue last night demanding drugs. No experience in buying, he
offered twice the amount he should have. He politely said thanks
then slipped away. He was parked up nearby somewhere. Thinking back
the car had been expensive, a BMW. It had sped off into the
night.

 

Speeding away from the scene of a crime like a child
from a broken vase. The rest of the night spent in the car,
tripping, feeling sensations I hadn't felt in years. Finally after
some ten years after having moved into the area, I'd embraced it,
instead of spurning it. Instead of grumbling at the the youths
flying from one street to another discordantly, frenetically,
instead of making complaints to the council, to the wife and son at
dinner time, finally now I was embracing it. Getting high as a
kite, spending the night parked in some wasteland, waking up with a
ringing head, hungry, but feeling alive.

 

Then that day at work I filed away my experience and
spent the day filing away papers and phoning the clients, smiling
at the boss, managing to surprise him by showing interest at his
stories of his weekend. I smiled, asked questions, flirted with the
receptionist, only slightly, but enough to make her gasp, then
smile, then blush. Something had changed in me, and as I drove the
way home all I could think was experiencing it
again.

 

That evening the wife scolded me, crying, asking
where I was last night. I smiled. My son simply looked at me, with
worry in his two gaping eyes. I sat my way through dinner and got
changed, then quietly sloped off, back to the car, back to the
streets. My head felt a throbbing need, an itch. I began to worry
that I was being followed; a pair of headlights in the back of my
head. I pulled my car into the right area and almost instantly I
spotted the same man as last night. He had shown me the light and
he would show me again.

 

I flashed him cash and he took me upstairs to get me
the product. Something weird though; two junkies unconscious in his
room. He threw a kick at one of their bellies, for no reason. He
was smiling a giant grin, a grin that meant no good, no good at
all. My eyes moved slowly down to one of the men slumped on the
sofa. Clearly visible, glinting in the soft light, was a gun,
sticking out from his belt. I tried to ignore it. Frankie
disappeared from sight, and time seemed to move slower now. Should
I have trusted this man? The headlights in my head were blinding my
vision. I could hear thumping at the window and then soon
instruments began playing. Frankie was questioning me, asking me
where I worked, where I lived, every aspect about my life. I
couldn't avoid the questions. I didn't even know this man. I just
wanted my fix and I would leave, like last night. He was stalling
for time, keeping me here.

 

After he had been silent for some time I turned
towards the room where he was, and caught him staring at me
intently, the smile still there on his face. His face seemed
ethereal, the shiny whites of his eyes and teeth marked against the
darkness of his skin. I felt my heartbeat increase, sweat dripping
down my face. His expression did not change, but he sidled back
from the doorway, again out of sight in his back
room.

 

I felt that I had no choice. It was no longer about
the product, it was about escaping with my life from this dungeon.
I grabbed the silver gun from the man on the couch and Frankie
jumped out at me, coming towards me. I shot him down quickly and
grabbed the small package of powder he had brought to me. I wanted
to take more but the junkies had stirred from the gunshots so I
left, ran down the stairs, felt the whole building collapsing in on
me.

 

I snorted the powder right then and there, in the
stairwell. I felt the rush again. I stepped outside and came face
to face with the man who had followed me from the start; and he
said as much, shouting “I followed you here”. I couldn't really see
his face but knew he was an enemy so gunned him down and instantly
the rain stopped. He had said, I followed you here, dad. And then
it was morning.

 

Police were asking me about details of my son and I
gave them everything I knew. I gave them a photograph of my son and
felt puzzled and sad as I handed it over. It was a recent photo of
the both of us after a fishing trip a couple of months ago. We were
both smiling. My head was buzzing again. The details didn't amount
to much, scribbled down on a notepad. The cops left and the house
was silent for a long while. I knew my wife was upstairs crying,
but I felt it was inappropriate to join her. Some time
passed.

 

A knock at the door, I answered it and it was the
police again. They showed me photos, of my son, and of Frankie,
dead, said I'd been identified at the scene, identified from the
photograph I'd given them of the fishing trip. A detective named
Felix Charles asked me if I understood my rights. I said yes. He
asked me if I understood what I'd done. I paused, but said yes
again. He asked me why and I couldn't think what to
say.

 

The fog had faded and it was late afternoon and the
fog in Felix's head had dissipated too leaving a clear picture for
the first time, with every loose end tied up, but the picture was a
dirty parable, a muddied pool; while the paperwork was all filled
out, now a mucky cloud hung over the whole incident, it was all too
clear what had happened but no such reasoning as to why, and Felix
felt exhausted as the kid went down to the morgue and the case file
got taped shut. 
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