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“Wake up,” a female voice said. Charlie's eyes opened as he
peeled his face off the sticky wooden table. He looked around and
found himself in the middle of a dark and dirty bar. Shafts of
morning sun flooded through the single window on the wall. By his
side was his younger brother Jake and their life long friend Harry;
both had their heads nestled comfortably among several shot glasses
and empty beer bottles. He looked up at the voice that had woken
him, the waitress from last night, standing with a tray full of
dirty glasses.

“What time is it?” Charlie rasped.

“Almost seven,” she replied.

“Wake up guys,” he nudged the others. They both woke with a start,
then slowly adjusted to the pain in their heads.

“Another shot?” Harry mused.

“I'm going to throw up,” Jake replied.

“Do that out back, I'm not going to clean it,” the waitress
said.

“What's the damage?” Charlie asked as he retrieved his
wallet.

“Boss said it's on him, for helping out his son last week.”

“Appreciated.”

“… Doesn't mean you can't tip.”

Charlie tried to smirk. He took ten dollars and handed it to her.
“Thanks.”

The three of them groggily got to their feet and made their way out
the backdoor into the alley.

The brightness of the morning sun assaulted their retina's. “God
damn,” Harry said as he shielded his eyes.

The smell of trash that wafted through the alley invaded their
nostrils. Jake held back his gag.

“You going to be alright?” Charlie asked him.

“Yeah,” Jake replied as they made their way towards the
street.

“You know what I could go for?” Harry said, knowing Jake's
weakness, “oysters.”

Jake gagged again. “Alright, this is happening now.” He turned and
made his way to the brick wall, beside a large pile of garbage.
Charlie and Harry chuckled as they watched.

“Maybe you should go easier on him next time,” Charlie said.

“He challenged me, not the other way around,” Harry gloated.

The two of them stood for a moment in silence. They ignored the
pungent smell and let the breeze gently massage their faces. The
sound of distant cars and murmurs reached them. Another sound
pierced the air: a high pitched cry. They turned to Jake, who also
raised his head to the distraction. “What the hell is that?” Harry
said as they slowly made their way towards Jake, and he towards
them. They met half way and deduced the sound to come from the
pyramid of garbage collapsed against the wall.

Jake reached forward and removed one of the bags. He stumbled back
when he saw it. “It's a baby.” Charlie and Harry stared in shock.
Dried blood crusted the majority of the toddler.

“Oh my god,” Charlie said. Harry stepped into the garbage pile and
scooped up the bawling child and cradled it in his arms, his face
overcome with a cluster of emotions as the shock wore off. He
searched for any wounds that would explain the blood. No gashes and
no cuts, but what he found made him shake with anger. Scars, and
some wounds a little more fresh, cigarette burns dotted the child's
tiny back.

“Is it hurt?” Jake asked.

“Burns, but the blood isn't his,” Harry's voice trembled.

The baby's cries began to lessen as he rocked it gently.

“Who would do this to a kid?” Jake growled.

“I don't know. But we're going to find out,” Harry replied.

“We need to call the cops first,” Charlie said as he put his phone
to his ear.

“South-Ariel police department, this is Officer Jenkins.”

“Hey Ronnie, it's Charlie. I need to report a… well… We found a
baby in an alley, still alive, its got blood on it.”

“Jesus Charlie. Where are you?”













“The alley behind Merlin's Pub.”

“Alright, I'll send someone over. Don't go anywhere.”

“Someone's on the way,” he said as he put the phone back in his
pocket.

Harry's eyes hadn't left the child's innocent face. Charlie shared
a glance with his younger brother. No one knew for certain and they
spoke of it rarely, but the subtle scars on Harry's own arms and
back told similar, yet uncertain, stories of his past. He was too
young to remember before Daniel Winters – Charlie and Jake's father
– took him into their home. Whenever he broached the subject with
Daniel, the topic was quickly changed, until the questions stopped
being asked. A cocktail of young and hazy memories were the seeds
that spread the fiction in his head as he grew. He still didn't
know the whole truth and staring into the face of the young and
tortured baby reminded him of that.

“You alright?” Charlie asked.

“No. Are you?”

“… Guess not.”

The three of them waited behind the bar, sitting against the
wall side by side with the baby cradled in Harry's lap. Their
collective hangover silenced them.

A police car rolled into the narrow alley. The tight quarters kept
the engine purring slowly. The wheels crushed broken glass and
displaced gravel. The three of them rose to their feet and watched
Officer Aldo Carter exit his vehicle.

“Aldo,” Charlie said as they stood up.

“Boys,” came the reply, “what the hell is going on here?”

Harry brought the baby forward. “We found him in the trash just
over here.”

“Poor thing. Any idea who's it is?”

“None.”

“Let's get him down to the station.”

“I'll come. Maybe you can find out who's blood he's wearing,” Harry
said as he carried the child to the car. “I'll meet you guys back
home.”

Charlie and Jake didn't go home. They entered their fathers house,
expecting to find him still sleeping, but then they heard heavy
coughing coming from the bathroom.

“Dad,” Charlie called.

“Yeah,” came the reply as Daniel made his way into the living
room.

“You alright?”

“Yeah I'm fine. What are you boys doing up so early?”

“Something's come up.”

Charlie explained what happened as Daniel made the three of them
hot chocolate. “That's horrible,” Daniel said as the story came to
a close.

“It is. Had an affect on Harry.”

“Poor guy, I expect he'll come asking again soon.”

“Why didn't you ever answer him?” Jake asked. “None of us know
where he came from. Hell, we would have thought he was our brother
if it wasn't for the red hair.”

“He calls it strawberry brown doesn't he?”

“Dad, we're serious. Where did Harry come from?”

“It's a story I don't care to repeat, or re-live. There will be
no peace for Harry there.” “Is not knowing really better?” Charlie
asked.

Daniel paused for a moment as distant memories flooded. “Yes.”













Harry was pacing the halls of South-Ariel police station when
Aldo approached him. “How is he?”

“He's fine, he's sleeping.” Aldo replied.

“So what's next?”

“The lab took samples of the blood. If it's in the system we'll
get a name, and that's where we start.” “Alright,” Harry replied as
he took a seat.

“Ummm? You can go.”

“I'm not going anywhere,” Harry replied.

“Results could take a few hours, hell it could take until
tomorrow. Harry, the baby's safe, you can't do anything else. And
you can't wait around here, if the Captain sees you, who knows what
he'll do.”

“I'm not worried about him.”

“Well I am, he doesn't like what you and the Winter boys do. A
lot of us guys get it, but he wants to bury you three. You should
go.”

“Aldo, that baby had cigarettes put out on its back. We found it in
the garbage. I'm not leaving until I found out who's responsible
for that.”

“Well you can't stay here,” Aldo said.

“So take me in the bullpen with you.”

“The only people allowed through there are officers and
prisoners.”

“So arrest me,” Harry said as he stood back up.

“For what?”

A grin came across Harry's face. Moments later he was being
escorted through the bullpen by an officer with a freshly forming
black-eye. South-Ariel Police Department was one of the oldest
buildings in area, and it's architecture showed that. The old iron
bars were held in place by brick and mortar. The cells were located
underground, but there were a few along side the walls of the
bullpen, where dozens of desks and computers were all crammed in
efficiently. Aldo led Harry to the corner cell and shoved him
in.

“Stay in here and be quiet,” Aldo ordered. “Maybe if we're lucky
the Captain won't see you. And next time you hit me Harry,” he
growled, “it's going to come back at you.”

“Keep me updated and I won't cause a ruckus,” Harry said.

“I will. But for now, just shut the hell up.” Aldo said before he
made his way for his desk. Harry turned into his cell and sat in
the back corner, the most comfortable position, which he had
learned over time.

Noon had come and gone. Charlie left Jake back home and made his
way to his girlfriend’s apartment. He rang the buzzer and
waited.

“Hello?” A voice said, one that Charlie recognized to be one of her
roommates.

“Debbie, it's Charlie.”

“Oh, hey Charlie. Come on up.” Debbie buzzed him up and
unlatched the door. “He's here,” she said to their third roommate,
Gina. Both Debbie and Gina stormed into Jennifer's room and
confronted her.

“Charlie's here Jen, you need to tell him.”

Jennifer pulled a fresh pair of pants over her firm creamy
thighs. “I'll tell him when it's the right time, I promise.”

“It's not fair to you and it's not fair to him. You need to talk to
him,” Gina pushed.

“I said I will, now shut it before he hears you,” she pleaded.

“Jen,” Charlie called out as he entered the apartment.

“One sec, finding pants,” she called back.

Charlie leaned on the kitchen counter and waited until she made her
way towards him. “Hey hun,” she said as she gave him a quick kiss
on the lips.

“Hey,” he replied.

“Come on, I'm starving.” She pulled him towards the door.













“Gina, Debbie,” Charlie tipped his proverbial hat. They gave a
small wave in return.







Jake had spent the better part of the hour standing in the
shower, washing away what he could of the grime that endured from
last night. He shook the images of the tormented child from his
mind. Once he dried himself off he fell back into the couch and
scooped up the Playstation controller. “Time to go to war.” He
performed the line for no one but himself. He spent the next few
hours killing and being killed by his online foe's with a bag of
chips by his side and a bottle of coke on the coffee table.

After a time he lay down the controller and went to gaze
outside. He poked his head out through the window and allowed the
sun to warm his face. He looked left down his street, more
apartment blocks that slowly turned into town houses. To his right
was the beginning of a long chain of local business. Directly
opposite his apartment was Dempsey's, an Irish bar owned by a
friend of the family. That was where she worked. He looked at his
watch, she was due to start in five minutes which meant she should
show up at any moment. He waited patiently, enjoying the
breeze.

There she was. Becky. The girl he hadn't been able to take his
eyes off for the past two years. She made her way from the left
towards the bar. He stared at her from above, hidden in her
peripherals no doubt, but she didn't know how he craved her.

Jake admired her long brown curls and slender build. His
imagination tortured him with what forms of perfection rested
beneath her shirt and bra. “You drive me crazy,” he said. The wind
took his words with it, far from Becky's unsuspecting ears. The
phone rang and snapped him from his trance. “Hello, Jake here,” he
said.

“Jake! It's Lewis, I need a favour.”

“And what would that be?”

“I need you to cover a shift in the cab. I'm at the Green Door, at
a poker tournament. I've been here all night man and there's still
four tables left. I got a big chance to make bank on this
one.”

“Isn't that what you said last time? And weren't you the
bubble?”

“Not this time, I can feel it,” Lewis said.

“What's the prize money?”

“More than I make in a month. We've got a break coming up in an
hour. I'll go sign in at work, grab the keys, then meet you here.
Alright?”

“I'll be there,” Jake said as he hung up.

Far up the same street, Charlie was walking hand in hand with
Jen. Her grip was looser than usual, but he paid no attention to
it. Thoughts of what she had to tell him plagued her, but her
courage was not quite there. They came across a construction site
with hundreds of posters plastered along the perimeter walls.

“Check it out,” Charlie said with a smile, “Jack the Tripper's
going to be playing next weekend at The Walrus.”

“Wow,” Jen replied. “Jackie Moran. He used to be so shy in
school.”

“Probably didn't help that Harry called him Jackie Moron. He's
getting pretty big apparently, I think he's got two albums
out.”

“Good for him.”

“You want to go check out his show?”

She knew saying yes wasn't the right thing to do, but she did it
anyway. The couple walked on for a while until they found a place
to sit and eat.

Meanwhile Harry had been sitting in the same spot for the past
few hours. He nestled up against the corner of the cell, waiting.
He was staring at the faded scars on the underside of his own arms
when Aldo approached the bars. He had iced his eye already, but it
didn't stop the swelling.

“What's the news?” Harry asked.

“No news. We checked missing persons, nothing popped. The lab is
still working on the blood. That's what I tried to tell you, this
could take some time.” Aldo unlocked the cell and stepped
aside.













“Go make yourself useful outside.”

“Alright,” Harry said reluctantly, “sorry about hitting you.”
“Don't sweat it, I'll tap you back one of these days,” Aldo
grinned. “Keep me updated?”

“Yeah. Now get out of here before the Cap sees you.”

Harry stepped into the sun, he took a deep breath, gathered
himself and put one foot in front of the other. Twenty minutes of a
gentle stroll brought him to an old friends house. A very old
friend, with some old information. The only other person besides
Daniel Winters who knew where Harry came from. The only other
person who was there. Harry knocked on the front door of the cream
house. He heard movement inside and stepped back; the porch creaked
under his feet.

“Harry!” Arianna joyfully screamed as she shoved aside the
screen door and embraced him not unlike a loving mother. “Oh my
God, we haven't seen you in too long,” she said as she pinched his
cheeks and ran her hand through his hair.

“Hey Ari,” Harry smiled back, “it's nice to see you again. Is Patch
here?”

“Yeah, come on in please.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him
inside. From Harry's recollection, the inside of the house hadn't
changed much in the past year. He was brought to the living room,
where he found Patch sitting shirtless and backwards on a wooden
chair with the TV directly in front of him.

“Adding to the collection?” Harry asked, referring to the dozens of
tattoo's already decorating his thick leathery skin.

“Good to see you again Harry,” Patch smiled through his thick grey
moustache. Harry walked up to him and planted a kiss on his
head.

“You too. What are you working on?” Harry said as he stepped behind
him and took in once more the mosaic of tattoo's adorning his
entire back. Some were as old Harry, some even older, and some,
like the one his wife was working on now, were fresh
installations.

“A new design I've been working on,” Arianna said as she took her
seat behind her husband. She held up a crudely drawn sketch on a
piece of paper of a yin and yang bordered by snakes eating each
other at the tails.

“Are you free-handing it?”

“Yeah.”

“I thought you never did that,” Harry asked, impressed.

“She's getting better,” Patch said. “This was her first attempt at
free-hand,” he pointed at his bicep. Harry laughed. Arianna slapped
her husband in the back.

“Will you shut up about that. I told you a million times I'm
sorry.”

“I'm just telling him it's supposed to look like a lion not a house
cat.”

“There are drinks in the fridge if you want some,” Arianna said
with a smile on her face.

“Grab me a coke,” Patch added as Harry made his way to the
kitchen.

“So you're probably wondering why I'm here,” Harry said as he
rifled through the fridge.

“Not particularly. Daniel called me earlier, told me what happened
this morning. Said you might have couple questions of your past.”
There was a swagger in Patch's words that was reminiscent of how
Harry imaged a cowboy would speak.

“I'm twenty-three. You don't think I'm old enough to know what
happened? Who my father was? Who my mother was? Even a name?” he
said as he handed Patch his drink.

Arianna continued to work on Patch's tattoo. The buzzing of the
tattoo gun added a layer of intensity to the silence between
words.

“How can you question who your father is? Who taught you how to
ride a bike?”

“Danny did,” Harry replied.

“Who taught you how to shave?”

“I get the picture.”

“Who?” Patch pushed.

“Danny.”













“And who taught you how to shoot, how to walk the walk.”

Harry grinned. “You did.”

“That's right, it's because we love you Harry. I know Daniel feels
it the same. It is as if you are my flesh and blood and I would
suffer for you gladly. Now believe me Harry, you don't even want a
name. Because once you know a name, you will never un-know it.
Leave it in the past son, trust me,” Patch said.

At that moment Harry's phone rang. He placed it to his ear.

“Hello?”

“Harry, it's Aldo. The results came back from that blood.”

“Twenty minutes after I leave?”

“Yeah, alright I'm sorry. Just listen. It's from a woman, Serena
Cawfley. We're heading to her apartment now.”

“Give me her address, I'll meet you there.”

“Alright, but keep your distance. It's a potential crime scene. 323
Lorentz Road.”

Harry hung up the phone and turned to face Patch and Arianna. “They
got a lead on the baby, I'm going to go.”

“Do you want me to come?” Patch asked.

“Only if you want to help,” Harry said as he dialled Charlie.

Charlie was sitting over an empty tray with Jennifer, scraps of
their meal remained between them. “What's up?” Charlie answered the
phone. They spoke for a brief moment then he hung up.

“I've got to go.”

“Of course you do,” she replied.

“What's with the tone?” Charlie asked as he threw on his
jacket.

“You've always got to go, at the drop of a hat. I never know when
you're going to be here or stay here.”

“Is this about me not wanting to move in together?”

“You had no issues moving in with Harry. Plus why else are we in a
relationship if not to progressively move things forward?”

“We've got a good thing going babe.”

“Me and you? Or you and Harry?”

“Really? You want to talk about this now? When I'm on my way out
the door?”

“Oh just go.”

“We'll talk later,” Charlie said as he kissed her on the cheek,
then made his way outside.

Aldo could smell it before he entered the apartment. The thick
stench of blood wafted into the eerily quiet hallway. This
neighbourhood was known for a few violent crimes a week, probably
why the odour would often go ignored.

“This is the place,” the officer accompanying him said. The
short-blonde haired Rick Randell was about as close to a partner as
Aldo was going to get.

“South-Ariel Police, open up,” Aldo said as he banged on the
door. Rick took a turn hollering when there was no response. He
tried the door handle, it came loose. Rick slowly pushed the door
forward with his foot. “We found it open,” he said.

“So wipe the handle,” Aldo replied as he stepped into the
apartment. “Hello? Police, we're coming in.”

The pair made their way into the house, the smell now was almost
overwhelming. “Jesus Christ,” Aldo said as he stepped into the
living room. A single female body lay in the middle of the room. If
she had eyes left they'd be facing the ceiling. Blood was dispersed
around the apartment in every direction. “Watch your step,” Aldo
said.

“I'll call it in,” Rick said.

“What did you do to deserve this?” Aldo asked the lifeless body as
he examined the gruesome scene. Her skull was cracked from several
wild swings, she had holes in her abdomen from a













pointed solid object being thrust into her repeatedly. Bruises
had formed in the shape of boot prints on her face and chest. Aldo
turned away, shaking his head in disgust. He began to examine the
rest of the room. Photo's of her and her child stood on the
shelves, the same baby that now rested in the police station
waiting to be picked up by child services.

“They're on their way,” Rick said as he crouched beside the
body, “it looks personal.”

“The messy ones usually are,” Aldo replied.

They turned around when they heard someone enter from behind. “Holy
shit,” Harry said. Charlie and Patch made their way in with
him.

“Don't touch anything,” Aldo said.

“Who would do something like this?” Patch asked.

“Same kind of person that would put out cigarettes on a baby's
back,” Aldo replied.

“She's got flesh under her fingernails, she put up a fight,” Rick
said as he used a pen to manoeuvre her hand into better
light.

“So whoever did this has probably got big bloody scratches on his
arms or back, if we're lucky maybe even his face. Why don't you see
what you can find out from the neighbours,” Aldo said. Rick got to
his feet and made his way out into the hallway.

“What's the next step?” Harry asked.

“Why do you need to be involved? You don't know this woman, you
don't owe her anything. Let the police do their job,” Patch
said.

Charlie and Harry gave Patch a look which said it all. Patch
returned a look which said 'sorry I asked.'

“I'm with you guys on this,” Aldo said. “If we find this guy he's
going into the system. Prison, for a long time. Whoever did this to
a woman and her baby, he deserves more than prison. But you guys
need to get out of here before anybody else shows up.”

“And what? Sit on our hands?” Harry argued.

“Yeah. The next step for you is to do nothing, wait for me to
contact you.”

“We're not good at doing nothing,” Charlie said.

“Well learn, and learn quick. Now get out of here.”

“Come on boys,” Patch said, “lookin' at this isn't good for the
heart.”













“You look… ”

“Tired?”

“I was going to say 'like shit' but 'tired' works,” Jake said as he
greeted Lewis with a handshake. “How are the cards treating
you?”

“If luck were a lady, I'd have lipstick on my junk,” Lewis said as
he handed over the keys to the taxi. “You can keep my days pay,
plus tips. I need you to cruise the shopping district and the
boulevard. Don't go past the river unless you get a call. And if
you do get a call only hold down the radio half way when you
respond, it'll cover your voice in snow. And keep it short.”

“Sure thing boss,” Jake winked.

“Appreciate it. I'll call you when I'm done,” Lewis said as he
turned and made his way back into the Green Door. Jake sat behind
the wheel of the aged taxi and started the engine.

“She's been acting weird lately. Seems I'm doing more and more
wrong,” Charlie said as he sat with Harry and Patch inside
Dempsey's.

“Are you?” Patch asked as he cradled his glass of scotch. Harry had
been silent since they arrived, his mind a frenzy of thoughts of
what he would do to the person responsible for the pain caused that
day.

“She wanted to move in together. I wasn't up for it though. I
like where I live, and now Jake's moved into the game room. Just
doesn't seem like the right time.”

“Sounds like you're trying to convince yourself instead of us,”
Patch said.

“You with your wisdom,” Charlie smirked.

“Grow a moustache like mine and you can talk wisdom too. For all
my years on this earth however, I think I understand least the
woman I love most. But I don't need to understand her, I just need
to remember that I'm crazy about her. Sometimes you can forget, for
a day or for a week.” Patch pulled up one of his sleeves, revealing
several tattoos decorating his forearm, with barely an inch of skin
showing between any two. He pointed to the aged ink in the shape of
a swallow. “This is the seventeenth tattoo I ever got, and it was
the first one she ever gave me. It was the first time we met. It
took about an hour longer than it should have but the conversation
didn't stop. When I look at it I remember every detail of that
experience, everything we talked about.” He pulled down his collar
and revealed a rose with a single fallen petal below his neck.
“That one she gave me after the first time we made love.”

Charlie and Harry had heard the stories a dozen times before,
but they listened anyway. “We get it, you and Arianna are in
love.”

“That's not my point. My point is that a relationship isn't based
on time spent together, but by memories made together. At the end
of your life, a two week fling with one girl might mean more to you
than a five year commitment to another. Make memories while you're
still young,” Patch said as he took his final sip of scotch.

Charlie nodded his head, as he always did when imprinting advice
into his brain. “I'll be right back. I've got to call a man about
some tickets,” Charlie stood up from the table.

“You're quiet,” Patch said to Harry once they were alone.

“You're talkative,” Harry replied as he played with his beer, which
grew warmer by the minute. “You think it's unfair Daniel and I are
keeping things from you?”

Harry's eyes were fixed on the scratched wooden table. “I
believe you're looking out for me. I honestly do, but it taunts the
mind. Stare at my arms long enough and you'll see the scars haven't
completely faded, they're faint but they're there. I don't remember
his face, or my mothers. I do remember the sharp pain of a belt,
the smell of a cigar, and the burn of it.”

“Time and circumstance make chumps of us all. If your father
wasn't who he was, we wouldn't have you in our lives. Selfishly,
I'm thankful,” Patch said.

His memories were disrupted when his phone vibrated in his pocket.
“Have you got something?” “Maybe,” Aldo said. “According to one of
her neighbours she had a boyfriend, goes by the name of Brad
Holden.”













“You got an address?”

“89 North Rocks Road, apartment 4. Hurry though, me and Rick got
stuck with canvas duty. Another pair will be heading over there,
not the kind of cops that will let you guys interfere.” “Alright,
thanks,” Harry said as he hung up. “We've got to go, now.”

Jake cruised the shopping district with his eyes peeled. He
pulled the car to a stop in front of a sweet old lady with her
fragile arm in the air. The car rocked as his passenger
entered.

“Where to?” Jake asked.

“Airport, quickly,” a male voice said. Jake turned around in
surprise. A man in a grey suit and a small travel bag had taken
place of the little old lady.

“Sorry buddy, I stopped for her.”

“Airport now! I'm late,” the man pressed.

“Find another cab,” Jake insisted.

“Put your foot on the gas asshole, I don't have time.”

Jake stepped out from behind the wheel and opened the back door. He
grabbed the man by the tie and dragged him out the car.

“I said find another cab,” Jake shoved him backwards and threw his
travel bag after him. “Ma'am,” he helped the old lady into the
backseat.

“Thank you,” she replied with a wrinkled smile.

“What are you going to do? Interrogate him?” Patch asked from
the backseat. “Something like that,” Harry replied as he navigated
his way through the traffic. “Is that how you would have done it
twenty years ago?” Charlie asked.

Patch chuckled. “Memories, memories. You're father was better at it
than I was.” “That's the place,” Harry said as he pulled over.

“Looks like we're too late,” Charlie said. Two police officers
stepped out of their car and made their way up the stairs of the
apartment building.

“Damn it,” Harry said. Minutes later the officers made their way
back to the car with a third man between them, Brad Holden.

“He's not in cuffs,” Charlie noted.

“Doesn't mean a thing. They're taking him in for questioning,”
Patch replied.

“So what now?”

Harry ignored the question and pulled out his phone. “Aldo, they
picked him up before we could get here.”

“Alright, not much you can do then. We'll find out if it was him.
If it was, hopefully he can post bail and you guys can pick him
up.”

“And if it wasn't him?”

“Then we see where he leads us.”

Jake was ferrying around his second customer for the day. He had
tried to start a conversation with the attractive older business
woman but quickly discovered they had very little to talk about
once the weather was off the table.

“You missed the turn,” the brunette said.

“I'm sorry,” Jake said as he fumbled with the GPS. Each button
he pushed seemed to be burrowing him further and further into
confusion. “God damn it. Sorry, it's my first day.”

“First day. So that license is brand new then?” she asked.

Jake glanced at Lewis' taxi license displayed on the dash.
“Yup.”

“So why does it look nothing like you?”

“I… just got a haircut.”

“Must have been some haircut. You look much better now,” her bright
red lips gave a wry smile. Jake continued to attempt to decode the
GPS. “You're not too good at this driving thing are you? You're
getting further and further away from where I need to be.”













“Again, sorry about that.” His forehead grew hot and his
heartbeat kicked up a gear. The presence of the beautiful and
powerful woman made his fingers tremble all the more.

“Well I hope it goes without saying that if this isn't even your
taxi and you're not getting me home at a reasonable time, I'm not
paying for this ride,” the woman said.

Jake shut off the GPS and exhaled in frustration. “I'll agree to
that if you agree to just give me directions.”

“Deal,” she said. “Turn around.”

A few hours later Brad Holden stepped out of South-Ariel police
station. He ran his hand through his thick black hair and set off
down the road. Like most people being followed, he didn't know he
had three sets of eyes on him. Harry trailed behind Charlie and
Patch, speaking to Aldo over the phone.

“He doesn't walk like someone that's mourning a dead lover,”
Patch said.

“If you asked me what it was, I couldn't answer you. But I see it
too,” Charlie replied.

“Alright,” Harry said as he hung up the phone. “Aldo said her time
of death was between eight and ten last night. Her boyfriend
alibied out, was with a friend apparently. He did however point
them in the direction of a certain local Haitian.” He shot Charlie
a look.

“Don't tell me,” Charlie said.

“Yup, Sloppy.”

“The man's name is Sloppy?” Patch asked.

“Yeah, I know. It's not a nickname either,” Harry replied. “I'll go
see what I can find out from him.” “You know him personally?”

“We've had a few run-ins.”

“To say the least,” Charlie added.

“Do you think he's capable of something like this?”

“Without a doubt,” Harry replied. “But contrary to his name, I
don't imagine he would have left such a mess.”

“Did you get the name of Mr. Holden's alibi?”

“Jeffrey Lombardi,” Harry said. “He should be leaving the station
soon as well.”

“Well I've got to go pick something up. See if I can smooth things
over with Jen,” Charlie said. “She still annoyed you don't want to
move in with her?” Harry asked.

“I think that's it. But seemed like there was something else this
time.”

Patch smirked. “A lover, the cause and relief of perpetual
heartache.”

“I ever tell you that you should be a poet?” Harry said.

“I doodle,” Patch replied. “What is your remedy Charlie?”

“Got some tickets for Jack the Tripper's show. Just need to go pick
them up.”

“Tickets to go see a guy you went to high school with? That's your
big solution?”

“Hoping it'll take her back to when we first started seeing each
other. I have been a bit distant lately, I want to start making
things better,” Charlie said as he broke away from the pair. “Keep
me updated, I'll see you guys later.”

“What's your next step?” Patch asked.

“I'll go see Sloppy. Probably better if I go alone, he doesn't like
new faces,” Harry said.

“Walking empty handed into a lion's den?”

“He might be crazy, but he's not crazy. Or at least that's how he
puts it. You should head back home,” Harry said.

“I feel I haven't achieved enough. I'll go visit Mr. Holden, see if
I believe his words myself,” Patch said.

“Alright, be careful,” Harry said as he started his walk. Patch
began a brisk pace after Brad. His height made it easy to spot him
in the distance, far down the long road scattered with
pedestrians.

A half hour walk and a ten minute conversation got Charlie his
concert tickets. On his way back to Jen's apartment he picked up a
box of seashell chocolates. If there was one thing Charlie was
good













at, it was making up for something. This time he wasn't entirely
sure what he was making up for, but he had a good enough idea to
string together a line of words that would resemble an apology. His
mind began to contemplate moving in with Jen. They spent most of
their time together anyway, what would be the big difference? Only
the place where he lay his head down at night. Now that Jake had
moved into their old game room, Harry would no longer be alone.
There would certainly be less late nights with the pair of them.
Less daily greasy meals. Less freedom? Is that the right way to
look at it?

He made it to her apartment building and rang the buzzer. There
was no response. After trying again with the same result he pulled
out his phone and dialled her. If she were going anywhere but home
she certainly would have told him earlier. Another quirk of hers,
always needing to know where he was, and making sure he always knew
where she was. The phone rang and rang to no answer.

The only reason that occurred to him would be that she was taking
one of her midday naps. And what better time to have this make-up
talk then during her drowsy state of semi-consciousness, in which
she was always more forgiving.

Charlie walked around the apartment building and found the door
leading to the small underground car park, the back entrance for
when keys were lost. He applied pressure to the aging lock and
pushed it through. Less than half the lights in the car park still
worked, but Charlie had taken this entrance enough times to do it
in the dark.

As he made his way to the crack of light shining under the
staircase door way, a car caught his eye: a dark-blue Jeep that
wouldn't usually be found there. He recognised the car, a glance at
the license plate confirmed the recognition. What would Anton
Hoover be doing here? Another face from high school so many years
ago. It was a rare occurrence to run into him in the streets.
Movement in the car took his attention. Charlie made his way
towards it.

He wasn't sure why, but his stomach tightened the same way it did
before a fight. As he got closer he saw two bodies in the car,
caressing and kissing each other passionately. The box of
chocolates fell to the ground when he realised one of them was
Jennifer. The girl he had given himself to for years. They didn't
notice him. Rage grew inside him as he continued to watch their
lust play out. He took a step towards the car, then stopped
himself. His fists were clenched so tightly that his knuckles
turned white. He took control of his actions and held back the fury
building up. He turned and slowly, with one foot in front of the
other began walking back the way he had come. Each step more
difficult than the last. Knowing the girl he had been seeing since
high school was taking pleasure from another man, someone he knew,
someone who knew him.

A single moan escaped Jennifer's lips. It passed through the glass
window of the Jeep and travelled through the still air until it
reached Charlie's ears. He froze. “Fuck it,” he said as he turned
around and furiously made his way towards the car.

Although Anton was entranced by Jen's soft, sexy body and her hips
thrusting backwards and forwards on his lap, the figure manifesting
in his peripherals caught his attention. He turned his head just in
time to see Charlie cock his right arm back and deliver a punch
through the passenger side window. The glass shattered over the
pair of them as a scream escaped Jen. The punch fractured a bone in
Charlie's hand but he ignored the pain. He shoved Jen into the
passenger seat. “Wait!” Anton yelled. Charlie ignored the plea. He
grabbed him by the collar and dragged him through the broken
window. Realising what was happening now, Jen rushed to put her
underwear back on and stepped out of the other side of the car.
Anton struggled to catch his footing as Charlie dragged him into
the open area of the car park and threw him to the ground. A solid
punch across the jaw sent Anton face down onto the concrete and
made the fracture in Charlie's hands a little bit bigger. Again he
ignored the pain and threw another punch when Anton turned his head
back up, then another and another. Jen wrapped herself around
Charlie's powerful arm and pulled him back. “Stop!” she
pleaded.

Charlie slipped his arm out of her grip and delivered another
thunderous blow. As soon as his fist connected, Charlie let out a
scream of pain. The bone in his hand snapped, the sound echoed
against the hard walls of the car park. Anton took the opportunity
to drag himself out of reach.













“Baby, please stop!” Jen pleaded. She placed her hands on either
side of Charlie's head and caught his gaze.

“Why?” was all he could ask as his eyes began to water, a mixture
of pain and betrayal.

“We need to get you to a hospital,” she said.

“Tell me why,” he repeated.

“We can talk about it later, your hand might be broken.”

With his right arm tucked into his chest for protection, Charlie
rose to his feet. “It is, and that's not all.”

“I'm sorry Charlie, this isn't how we wanted you to find out,”
Anton said through bloody teeth. Charlie ignored him. Jen rose to
her feet with him.

“Don't follow me,” Charlie said as he walked away.

Jake was driving a couple determined on driving him crazy with
their arguing. The woman only stayed off the phone long enough to
abuse her boyfriend, who was only paying enough attention to feebly
fight back. Jake did his best to ignore the heated words, but at
the same time was amused by what he pieced together. The woman was
berating the man for not having the impulse to make love to her for
over a week, until one of her more attractive friends spent the
night on the couch.

Jake felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. It was Charlie.

“I'll be there in five minutes,” Jake said after Charlie explained
what happened. “Get out,” he said as he pulled the car to the side
of the road.

“What do you mean get out?” the girl asked, “this isn't the
place.”

“I mean get out of my taxi, I need to go,” Jake pressed.

“Dude… ” the guy began.

“Dude! Get the hell out of this car before I come back there and
throw you both out! Go see a couples counciler!” Jake yelled.

He sped off, leaving the couple arguing on the side of the road.
“Why didn't you do something!” the girl yelled.

“What the hell did you want me to do!” he yelled back.

Patch had followed Brad Holden to his apartment building. He
knocked politely on the door and talked himself inside. Having a
closer look at Brad now, at his tough skin, dirty black hair and
grease stained fingers, he made an educated guess that whatever his
occupation seemed to be, it probably allowed access to several
tools which could have inflicted the types of wounds that Serena
bore.

“I already told the cops everything I have to say. Leave me
alone,” Brad said with irritation in his voice.

“Clearly, I'm not a police officer,” Patch replied. He ran his hand
through his almost greying hair and took a deep breath. “There's
two ways this goes. If you care about the murder of your
girlfriend, then you'll answer what few questions I have. If you
don't, one can assume you don't care. And if you don't care, well…
then I guess I'd have more than just a few questions to ask. So, as
trying a time as this may be, will you entertain me for some
minutes?” As Patch spoke his eyes surveyed the apartment, taking in
and making sense of as many details as he could. The smell and mess
of the living room told him it hadn't been cleaned in, most-likely,
as long as Brad had lived there. The first clue of a drug addicted
tenant. The second being the needle Patch spied among the clutter
on the coffee table.

“Who are you?” Brad asked.

“A concerned citizen, a vengeful uncle, an angry bystander.
Whichever makes more sense to you. I aim to see the man responsible
for this awful deed punished. That places us with equal goals,
yes?” “I guess,” Brad replied.

“What do you do for work?”

“I'm a mechanic.”

“And where were you last night?”













“I was with a friend.”

Patch raised an eyebrow to the simple response. “Mr. Holden, the
devil is in the details, and I intend to flush him out. So please
elaborate.”

Sweat began to accumulate on Brad's forehead and his hands trembled
ever so slightly as he tried to piece together the sentences that
didn't flow so naturally from his mouth. “My friend, Jeff. I hadn't
seen him in a long time, we met yesterday at noon. We spent the day
drinking, then we had lunch at a diner down by the river.”

“Which diner?”

“That one with the orange sign.”

“Was it busy?”

“Lunch rush.”

“Making it more difficult for any employees to recognise you, or
provide you with yet another alibi. That is unfortunate. What
happened then?”

“Then we went to the underpass. There's a group of drifters there,
kind of an open market for certain… things.”

“I'm familiar with it.”

“We bought some juice and… ”

“And by juice, you mean heroine?”

“… yes.”

“And the recently deceased, Miss Cawfley, was she also a
user?”

“Yes.”

“What happened next?”

“We passed out against a pillar of the highway, among the crowd. We
didn't come-to until night- time, must have been around midnight.
Then we came here and crashed.” Brad wrapped up his story.

“Where did you sleep?”

“In my bed.”

“And Jeff?”

“On the couch.”

Patch saw where the couch was, under the layers of newspapers and
old clothes. “Must have been comfortable,” he smiled.

“Why are you asking me all these questions anyway, you should be
looking at Sloppy. Him and Serena have been banging for months now,
I know it was him that did it.”

“She was cheating on you?”

“Yeah, she screwed him for a fix.”

“That must have made you angry.”

“Well… we were splittin' the dope. But we decided she would stop
doing it, we could afford it ourselves now that I was picking up
more shifts. She was going to tell him that she wouldn't be puttin'
out no more. Now she's dead.”

“A friend of mine is going to speak with 'Sloppy' now. We will find
out who's responsible. Before I go, as you probably know, Serena
was found with flesh under her fingernails. A lot of assaults, when
this is the case, it is due to scratching their attackers on the
arms or face. May I ask you to remove your shirt?”

“The police already checked,” Brad said.

“Well I'd love to double check,” Patch replied.

Brad removed his shirt and displayed himself for inspection. Patch
examined his arms, torso, neck and back and found no marks.

“Happy?” Brad asked.

“Just one more thing. Your friend Jeff, where does he live?”













Harry passed half a dozen dark-skinned and fierce looking men on
his way through Sloppy's office. The term 'office' is used lightly.
It was where Sloppy spent his days, hanging out on the dirty black
couch at the end of a long narrow space which used to be a nail
salon. Renovations were quick and messy. Most of his business was
conducted from the couch, across a low table usually with a
selection of Marijuana and Heroine hidden in small compartments
around the place. Harry was stopped and checked for weapons.

“Harold,” Sloppy said in this thick Haitian accent.

“Sloppy,” Harry replied.

“You come to give thanks for taking care those boys that mess up
your friend bar?”

“That was a long time ago, and we never did see them again. Not
sure if I should thank you for that.”

“So what you want then?”

“Serena Cawfley, you know her?” Harry asked as he took a seat in
one of the uncomfortable chairs opposite him.

“Name rings a bell,” he replied.

“Don't give me that vague shit, do you know her or not?”

“We are engaged in business transactions,” Sloppy chose his words
carefully.

“Sloppy, it's me, not the cops. What do you mean?”

“She sucks me for dope, bends over sometimes too. What you want me
to tell you huh?”

“She wasn't anyone of any importance?”

“No.”

“Would it shock you to find out that she's dead?”

“What?” his cool demeanour fractured for a moment. “She's
dead?”

“You didn't know anything about that?”

“How did she die!?” his voice grew angry.

“This is a bit of a reaction for someone that didn't mean anything
to you,” Harry said.

Sloppy snatched up a gun from between the cushions of the couch and
pointed it in Harry's face. “Answer me! Who done it?”

Harry remained silent. He stared at Sloppy, watched the gun in his
hand shake.

“You really didn't know?”

“I'm going to kill that mother fucker,” Sloppy said as he put the
gun in his pants and jumped to his feet.

“Easy. The cops are crawling over this, they're on their way here
now.”

Sloppy barked orders at the others in the bar. They all sprang into
action and packed away any and all illegal substances. One of the
younger men came and took Sloppy's gun and followed the rest out
through the back door. The furious Haitian dropped back into the
couch.

“Now tell me honestly, who was she to you?” Harry asked.

Patch had been questioning Jeffrey Lombardi for almost five
minutes. The man's apartment was quite the opposite of Brads. There
was no mess, no trash scattered through out. All the dishes were
clean and the smell was that of fresh Lemon Pledge.

“It's a shame what happened to her,” Jeff said.

“It is. If you don't mind me saying, you and Mr. Holden don't
seem the compatible type. Quite opposite actually,” Patch said,
referring to the cleanliness around him, to the neat haircut and
the ironed shirt.

Jeff smirked and took a sip of his coffee. “We were friends a long
time ago. Our lives took us in different directions, but every now
and then we still insist on meeting. Catch each other up on the
happenings.”

“And the heroine? You don't seem the type.”

“I use every now and then. I'm not ashamed of it. God blessed me
with the ability to stay strong. Brad however, went pretty far down
that particular rabbit hole. I only take a bump when I'm with













him, like the good old days.”

“Well thank you for your help Mr. Lombardi, and your honesty. I
think I can cross Brad's name off the list,” Patch said as he stood
up from the armchair.

“I hope you find the person responsible,” Jeff said.

“I had a feeling about him actually, I could tell he didn't do it.
Looking into his teary brown eyes, there was pain and loss in
them,” Patch said.

“He's a good soul with bad habits,” Jeff added.

This time it was Patch that smirked. Jeff opened the door for him
but Patch placed his foot in front of it and pushed it close. With
surprising speed he delivered a thunderous punch to Jeff's gut. He
doubled over and fell to the ground gasping for air. At that moment
Patch's phone rang.

“Hello Harry,” he said as he placed it to his ear.

“Looks like it was Brad after all,” Harry said as he made his way
through the streets of South-Ariel. “I'm starting to get that idea
myself. What did you learn from your Haitian friend?” Patch replied
as he placed his heavy foot down on the scrambling Jeff
Lombardi.

“Serena and Sloppy were an item. Started out as sex for drugs but
apparently it grew into a lot more than that. She was going to
leave Brad and shack up with her kid at one of Sloppy's places. I'm
guessing Brad didn't take too kindly to the idea. Where are
you?”

“I'm at Jeffrey's house. I'm about to ask him why he lied to the
police for someone he barely knows.”

“Barely knows?”

Patch spoke clearly to both Harry and Jeff. “You see, a real friend
to Mr. Holden would know his eyes are quite blue, not brown. Also
they both mentioned the same, unnecessary details in their accounts
of yesterdays events.”

Jeff clawed at Patch's powerful legs as he tried to scramble out of
from under, to allow himself some room to breathe.

“I'll meet you outside Mr. Holden's apartment in twenty minutes. I
think I know how we can find some definitive proof.”

“Roger,” Harry said before he hung up.

“Now tell me Jeff, who are you?” Patch asked.

“Alright, just get off me,” he gasped.

Patch removed his foot and took a step back. “Stay down.”

“I'm an alibi,” he coughed.

“An alibi?”

“We get hired out through a company, to study a case and then
provide a legitimate alibi,” Jeff caught his breath.

“Interesting. This company assigned you to Mr. Holden?”

“No, he's been a customer before. He contacted me directly this
time.”

“Doesn't seem like a man like him could afford such
services.”

“He said he was going to jack some guys stash, the guy we pinned
the murder on. Said he'd cut me in on the profits.”

“This company have a card?” Patch asked.

“They'll kill me, and you, if you try and expose them.”

“I won't. I might even need their services one day,” Patch
said.

Jeff took a card from his wallet and handed it over with a shaky
hand. The card read 'Rosa's Florist.' A chuckle escaped Patch.
“This is them?”

“Yeah.”

“I bought my wife flowers from this place,” Patch said.













Jake had been sitting in the hospital waiting room for an hour
when Charlie came back out to find him. By his side was their
friend and hospital intern Michael Impanelli. Jake stood to meet
his brother half way.

“How's it feel?” he asked.

“Better,” Charlie replied simply. “Thanks Mike.”

“Look after yourselves,” Michael said before he turned and
left.

The pair made their way back to Jake's temporary taxi.

“You want to talk about it?” Jake asked as they left the parking
structure.

“Not really,” Charlie replied as he searched out a pen somewhere in
the car. He found a marker in the glove compartment and popped the
lid off. He began to write something in large block letters on the
cast around his right hand.

“You're acting pretty calm. If my girlfriend cheated on me… ” Jake
stopped himself because he really didn't know what he would do.
“God damn Anton man. We'll get him.”

“Don't, it's not worth it,” Charlie said as he continued to
scribble.

“Well what do you want to do then?”

“Just take me home.”

“Should I call Harry?”

“No, he's got enough to deal with.”

The Winters brothers continued to drive in silence through the
calming streets of South-Ariel until Jake finally pulled over in
front of their apartment building. He glanced over and saw that
Charlie had written 'Don't Ask' in large letters on his cast.

“Thanks,” he said to his brother before he stepped out into the
street. He looked right towards Dempseys Pub, then left towards his
home. A moment of contemplation made him turn right.

“I'll be back soon, just going to drop off the taxi. Don't drink
too much,” Jake said before the door was closed in his face.

“What do you want to do with him?” Patch asked Harry. They both
stood outside Brad Holden's apartment with anticipation in their
stomachs.

“I don't know,” Harry said with deadly uncertainty. His mind
flashed back to the images of the tortured child, the cigarette
burns in its tiny body, the blood it had been practically painted
in. The poor child's mother, barely a face left to be recognised,
prodded and beaten to death.

“You remember what I taught you?” Patch said quietly.

“Yeah,” Harry replied as he bent down on one knee and removed a
lock-pick set from his pocket. He went to work on the door while
Patch kept an eye on the hallways and made sure the light behind
the peep-hole didn't disappear. A quiet 'click' told them he'd done
it right. Harry pushed the door forward slowly.

He rose to his feet and made his way inside with Patch behind him.
The sound of the television made its way down the hall. They saw
Brad sitting in his armchair with his back to them. Slowly and
patiently Harry made his way forwards. He silently removed the
leather belt from his pants. He held the ends tightly and quickly
snared Brad by the throat. Harry dragged him up and backwards, not
allowing him to gain his balance or any solid footing. Brad choked
as he was spun around to face the tattooed bear of a man that had
questioned him earlier. Patch delivered a solid blow to his ribs.
Harry released one end of the belt and let it slip through Brad's
feeble grip as he fell to the ground.

“Check his legs,” Patch said. Harry bent down on one knee and
forced Brad's pants up past his knees. His left leg was clean. His
right leg however had four deep red lines scratched out of it. “God
damn cops man, diaper wearing amateurs,” Harry said as he pulled
Brad up and threw him into the couch. He took a pack of cigarettes
from his back pocket and tapped them loose. He removed one between
his lips and offered one to Patch.

“When did you start smoking?” Patch asked as he took one.

“Today’s a special occasion,” Harry said as he gave a box of
matches a quick shake. He took out a













match and struck it. He flicked the match at Brad and then
struck another one for Patch.

“What do you want?” the terrified Brad asked.

“Nothing you can offer me,” Harry replied as he took a deep drag,
the glowing ember on the tip of cigarette glowed brightly. He took
the cigarette from his mouth and grabbed Brad by the hair. He
struggled but Harry overpowered him and pressed the tip of the
cigarette into his cheek. He placed his hand over the mouth of the
screaming man.

“How does it feel? This is what you did to that baby, a child too
young to even understand what this is!” he help up the
cigarette.

“Fuck that baby!” Brad spat. “It was a whore’s baby, would have
grown up just like her mother.” The anger that Harry had felt all
day finally had cause to vent. He tossed the cigarette and threw
Brad to the ground. He launched wild punches at his body and head.
The cowering man did his best to cover his face. Patch pulled Harry
off him with one hand and lifted Brad up with the other. He tossed
him into the chair with ease and pulled Harry aside.

“You're going to beat him to death?”

“No,” Harry said as stormed into the kitchen and found a steak
knife.

Patch stepped in front of Harry as he came back out.

“You really want to kill him Harry? Is that what you want to
be?”

“What did you think was going to happen?”

“We throw him a beating like the good old days then drop him off at
the station,” Patch said.

“Get out of my way,” Harry said as he gripped the knife.

“You don't want to do this.”

“He threw a baby in the trash Patch! You saw what he did to
her.”

“Someone you didn't know. You don't owe her this. She was a drug
user Harry. A god-damn smack addict.”

“So what? Her life has less worth?”

“You're not a killer.”

“Who are you to say! Don't tell me there isn't any blood on your
hands,” Harry shouted.

With his breath having finally returned, Brad jumped up with an aim
for the door. Patch grabbed him with lightning reflexes and threw
him back into the chair.

“Don't you move,” he stared fiercely at the man. He turned his
attention back to Harry. “What exactly is it you think I've
done?”

“You tell me. Now that I think about it, you and Daniel were the
last ones to see my parents alive. Why didn't you ever tell me what
happened to them? Anything you want to tell me there?”

“What exactly are you saying to me Harry,” Patch grew angry.

“Get out of the way!” Harry gripped the knife and forced his way
past him. Patch grabbed him by the arm and pulled him back. Harry
tried to fight his powerful grip but failed. He threw some punches
into the heavy man's torso, but they only caused Patch to
blink.

A series of knocks echoed down the hallway from the door. Brad
seized his opportunity while the pair were distracted and leapt
once again off the chair. Patch reached for him again. Brad's shirt
slipped between his fingertips, and he ran down the hall towards
his salvation. He swung the door open. Patch and Harry watched
helplessly from the living room.

Brad put his arms in the air and began walking backwards towards
the living room. Two dark- skinned men were goading him back with a
pair of handguns.

Harry recognised them instantly. One of them turned their guns
towards Patch and himself.

“Who are you?” one of them said.

“Easy,” Harry said as he put his hands in the air. “I'm a friend of
Sloppy's. I was there earlier, you remember me. He's with me,” he
nodded at Patch. “We're here for the same reason as you.”

“Well we're here now,” the man said as he used the gun to show them
the exit.

Harry began slowly making his way towards the door. Patch remained
still, his solid gaze not leaving the intruders.

“Patch… move,” Harry said with severity in his voice. Patch
loosened his tense body and let his arms fall to his side. He
followed Harry towards the door.













“Don't do this,” Brad begged. “Please.”

The other Haitian brought his gun closer with a smile on his face.
“You don't hurt the bosses girl without be hurt yourself. He's with
the police right now giving his testimony. He sends his regards.”
Patch closed the door behind them then wiped the door handle with
his shirt. “Let's get out of here.” “Wait,” Harry said as he stood
still by the door.

“We need to go now,” he insisted.

“Wait,” Harry repeated. Patch stood silently.

A drowned out scream followed by a muffled bang reached them. Harry
exhaled as he heard it. He nodded his head and followed Patch out
of the building.

Jake had returned to Dempseys after driving the Taxi back to its
rightful owner. He was leaning on the bar talking to beautiful and
brunette Becky, who was wiping down beer mugs. Charlie was sitting
at the table by himself, working on his fifth beer.

“Poor guy,” Becky said.

“He's a tough guy. He'll just put his armor back on,” Jake
replied.

“He'll find someone that'll treat him right,” she said.

“How about you? You looking at anybody that could treat you
right?”

She smirked. “I'm not sure if I'm looking. What about you Jackie?
When are you going to get a real job?”

“Way to change the subject.”

“Well you keep saying you're going to look for work.”

Jake turned his attention to Harvey – the owner of Dempseys – down
the end of the bar. “Hey Harv,” Jake caught his attention, “you
need another bartender?”

“Never hurts,” Harvey replied.

“Thanks,” Jake smiled as his gaze returned to Becky.

“How do you feel?” Patch asked as they walked the street, the
afternoon sun was all but gone. “Unsatisfied,” Harry replied.

“That's worrying.”

“If you or Daniel don't want to tell me who my parents were, if you
want to hide where I came from because you think it's better for
me, I understand. But understand, I'm not going to stop asking. I'm
not going to stop looking.”

“And that, I understand,” Patch replied.

“I'm going to go for a walk before I head home,” Harry said. He and
Patch embraced for a long moment before they parted ways.

It was dark when Harry reached the apartment building. He had
contemplated a lot on his walk and come to the conclusion that no
matter his past, he was lucky to have been raised by Daniel
Winters, to have brothers like Charlie and Jake. The thought
brought a smile to his face as he made it home. Before he entered
the building, he saw both Charlie and Jake through the large glass
windows of Dempseys Pub. He jogged across the street and took a
deep breath before pushing the door open. “Thanks Becky,” he said
as she handed him a beer on his way to them.

“Careful with him today. He's not doing too good,” she replied.
Harry's face turned curious. On his walk over he saw the cast on
Charlie's hand with the words 'Don't Ask' written across it. “What
the shit happened to you?” Harry asked.

Jake looked at him as if to say: 'should I tell him?'

“One of you, speak,” Harry said.

“Jen cheated on him,” Jake said.

“What the f… damn it man, are you alright?” Harry slowly sat
opposite. Charlie took a moment before responding. He explained
what had happened that day. Where and who he had caught Jennifer
with.

“What are we going to do about him?” Harry asked when silence
came.













“Nothing,” Charlie replied. “Leave him alone. I broke my hand on
his face, he's had enough. He can have her. Let him spend the next
years thinking if she'll do the same to him.”

“I can't do nothing,” Harry said.

“Well you have to. Promise me you won't hurt him,” Charlie
said.

“Charlie!”

“Harry… ”

“… alright, I promise.”

The three of them sat at the table and drank together until Charlie
felt it was time for bed. Harry gave Jake a signal to stay
behind.

“Goodnight guys,” he said as he turned.

“Goodnight,” they both replied as they watched him drag his feet to
the door.

“You'll feel better tomorrow, and even better the day after that,”
Harry yelled after him.

“Why are we staying?” Jake asked once Charlie was safely out the
door.

“You've got to ask? Anton is going to pay for this,” Harry said as
he pushed his beer away.

“You heard what he said. You promised.”

“I said I wouldn't hurt him. I didn't say shit about his car, put
your coat on,” Harry said as he stood up and made his way outside
into the dark with Jake.

END.

The Favour Men will return. 
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