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Twilight time in a big city along the beach
always seems to have its share of night people. The ones that come
out when the sun goes down, those that like to take long walks to
take in the evening air after a hard day’s work, decent folks
enjoying the night. Then there were the ones that we, meaning my
partner Jack Daniels and I, knew more about. We had been working
Vice together for five years. It was time for us to check on our
usual beat. Talk with the working girls. Make sure that their pimps
weren’t beating them up. They never tell, but after a while you can
judge just by the way they act when they see us driving by, like we
were doing tonight.

“Alex. You still dating that lawyer guy?”

“And what business is it of yours who I’m
dating?”

Jack kind of squirmed around in his seat.
“Not really any of my business, only I kind of look at you as I
would if you were my sister. You know I want you to be happy. Not
get hurt.”

“That’s really sweet of you, Jack. But don’t
worry. I am a big girl. I can take care of myself. You needn’t
concern yourself with my love life. Change the subject.”

“Not going so well, then.”

Just as I was about to tell him to shut up
about my love life I spotted Sylvia . She had stopped on the street
corner to adjust her one of her heels. I never was much of a
stiletto/clog type myself but they were more popular with the
working girls. Made their legs look longer.

I pulled the patrol car over to the curb.
Jack rolled down the window.

“Hey, Sylvia, come here. I want to talk with
ya a few minutes.”

She looked around, to see if anyone would see
her talking with two Vice detectives. The streets were almost bare.
The night had a chill in the air, and rain had been expected. She
sauntered over with a lot more hip action than was needed for our
benefit.

“What you two cops want, a little threesome
action?”

Jack blushed just a little around the ears.
Sylvia liked the reaction she got out of him. I could tell by the
smirk on her face.

“Don’t ask such things, there, Sweet Cheeks,”
he said. “I might have to run you in.”

She leaned over almost into the car window.
Her breasts came within inches of Jack’s face.

I leaned over in front of Jack, more to let
her know that I had not gone anywhere.

“Sylvia, what’s the word? Anything going down
tonight?”

“Yeah, there’s some young stuff that’s been
flooding the market. Bad juju though. Has to do with Beauregard le
Camus. You know, the Razor. Exclusive stuff not out in the streets.
I hear drugs are involved.”

“That right?” Jack pushed me back to my side
of the seat as he took back control of the conversation. He reached
inside his pocket and pulled out a twenty.

“Where? When?”

She looked around and, seeing no one, she
took the twenty and stuffed it down between her breasts.

“The Easy Inn.” Sylvia straightened up and
backed away from the car.

Before Jack rolled the window up he loudly
said, “It’s going to rain, Sweet Cheeks. Best get in where it’s
dry.”

 


* * *

 


My patrol car skidded on the wet pavement,
spewing up a rooster tail of water as it came to a halt outside the
Easy Inn, a rent by the hour hotel on the outside edge of
respectability and the sleazy side of the tracks.

Jack had his door open and his feet on the
sidewalk, gun drawn before the wheels stopped rolling.

I only took the time to shut the engine off
and pull the keys out of the ignition, before jumping out about two
seconds behind him.

“Jack! I got the alley. Give me a five count,
then go in.”

He nodded at me as I ran toward the alley. I
hesitated only briefly before heading in. The alley was dark except
for the faint streaks of light from the street lamp that cast
ominous shadows along the side wall of the decrepit hotel.

I crept into the darkness. My eyes swept
across the overflowing trash cans, along the walls and up into the
fire escapes. The iron landings and ladders took on unforgiving
silhouettes made the more threatening by the stray light beams that
filtered in. The effect made it difficult to see clearly.

When Jack entered the front lobby all hell
broke loose, and it distracted me for only a moment. It was in that
split second when my attention was drawn away that I had missed the
opening of an upper window.

Movement above me caught my attention. A dark
shadow had climbed out and onto the fire escape landing about
twenty feet above me and off to my right side. I pointed my gun at
it and shouted.

“Halt! Police!”

The shadow heard me because it crouched low.
Flashes of light emanated from it, and the loud bang of gunshots
filled my ears. I fired my gun up and into the dark shape.

Then something hot and deep penetrated my
chest and gut. I never heard anything. The saying that I had heard
ever since I had joined the force was that the one that gets you,
you never hear.

A red blanket from somewhere had been thrown
over my head, the blackness.

From somewhere I could hear a voice calling
me. It sounded as if it was far away. As it came closer I opened my
eyes. It was Jack. He was bending over me. I tried to speak to him
but my mouth made the motions with nothing coming out.

“Alex! Just lay still. Help is on the
way.”

His image turned to a fuzzy outline and
started to dim. I felt very tired. The dampness of the wet pavement
soaked into my bones, and I was cold all over. Finally I managed to
croak out, “Jack. Did we get him?”

He hesitated for a second. “No. But we will.
I promise you we will. Both of us, we will get the son of a bitch.
You just got to hang on. The ambulance will be here anytime
now.”

I could hear a tremble in his voice but my
vision started to get dimmer. Everything started to get darker.

“No time, Jack. No time…”

Everything went completely black. No
sound.

No pain.

I no longer felt tired or cold.

I’m not sure what I felt, maybe nothing at
all except a bit of curiosity. I could see everything as it
happened. Jack leaned up against the patrol car. His whole body
seemed to have melted into itself. The shoulders of his suit sagged
with the wetness of the misty rain. His hair was plastered to his
face from the moisture. Hair dripped down alongside his cheeks and
into his eyes. He didn’t seem to notice. His eyes were red rimmed
and his face contorted into a profound sadness. The detective that
stood with him dressed in rain gear was taking the customary notes.
Notes that would be used in the inquiry. An officer had been shot;
an automatic inquiry would be held to find out how and why.

My eyes were drawn over to the shape that lay
still and now covered in a sheet, waiting for the coroner to come
and place it into a body bag. The wetness caused the shroud to
conform to the contours of the body underneath it. I stared at it
in confusion and then I looked at Jack.

“Jack.”

He put his hands up to his face, and tears
streamed down his cheeks. The other detective closed his notebook
and patted him on the shoulder. I couldn’t hear what he said. I
only saw Jack nod his head.

“Jack! I’m here!”

He didn’t hear me.

I shouted at him. “Jack!”

Panic started to set in as I reached out for
him. I wanted to give him comfort and let him know that I was all
right. My hand passed right through him.

The translucent state of my hand brought home
the reality of it all.

I wasn’t all right.

I wasn’t all right at all. The body under the
sheet was mine.

I had been shot.

I was dead.

The whole scene played itself over like a
scene in a B movie. In flash forward time I could see what had
happened. I felt oddly detached, as if watching from a distance,
and from the outside I could see everything very clearly. The
black, white and gray shadings of the bizarre tableau that played
out in front of me; a shadow emerging from window onto the fire
escape.

I could see the gun, a foreboding image being
pointed at me, the bright flash as the bullet left the muzzle,
bearing down on me in slow motion. The whole sequence of events of
my being shot was surreal, evoking no emotional response from
me.

Jack heard the gunshot from where he was
inside the hotel and came urgently to my side. Too late, he was too
late to do anything. The shooter had gotten away down the back
alley.

I watched myself die.
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The next thing I knew was when I showed up at
Jack Daniels’s apartment.

I don’t really know how I got there. I just
sort of materialized right in the middle of the tidy living room.
As the objects shimmered into focus I could tell something was
wrong. It seemed that I was lying on the floor. Either that or I
had shrunk during the whole process.

Then the thought struck me. Oh my GAWD! I
came back as a dog. I quickly swept the room with my eyes,
everything seemed gigantic. Then I looked down. My lower half from
my waist down was missing. Okay. Calm down, I told myself. Don’t
panic, it’ll all work out. At least you look human. Just
concentrate, old girl, you made it this far. I remembered from the
Peter Pan stories that to be able to fly you had to think happy
thoughts, maybe it would work for levitating. I closed my eyes and
thought happy thoughts. When I opened my eyes, my head had gone up
into the next apartment. I could see an old man sitting there in
his dirty tee shirt, shorts and can of beer watching a re-run of
CSI on TV. I must have overdone the happy thought, but the sight of
the old man sticking his finger up his nose like he was digging for
gold jerked me back into reality and I closed my eyes immediately.
When I opened them I was standing on the floor of Jack’s
apartment.

Jack hadn’t come home yet so I wandered
around getting the hang of my new-found abilities. I had never been
past his living room or bathroom in the five years we had been
partners. Now was my chance to do a bit of snooping.

After work we would go have a beer together
and joke around but never any more than that. Jack always felt to
me like he was my big brother, always had my back. Built like the
proverbial “Mac truck “, but he had the softest brown eyes, and had
always been a good sport about his name. Being Jack Daniels was as
hard to deal with as me being a woman with the last name of Winter.
He had booze jokes to deal with; I had frigid jokes to deal with. I
don’t know, maybe that’s why we hit it off right away.

We worked well together. Always there for
each other, but I never really knew much else about him. As I
wandered about the two rooms, I found out that I could walk right
through the doors and walls. He made his bed when he got up and
left for work. I stuck my head through the refrigerator door and
found dried-up takeout pizza and an empty Merlot wine bottle. There
were only a few pictures; one of his mother and him and one of his
football squad from high school. He wasn’t hard to pick out from
the rest of his teammates. The square jaw and bushy brows made him
stand out even back then. I reached for the frame and my hand went
right through it. I tried to pick it up again, but I was unable to
grasp the picture frame.

I finished my tour of Jack’s apartment and
found out that I could go through solid objects and levitate but I
couldn’t grab, hold or move anything. I positioned myself in the
overstuffed leather chair and concentrated on the lamp that sat on
a little table next to it. I tried to switch it on. No dice.

“Damn it!”

The moment that I cursed the light came on. I
must say it startled me a bit, but then I got excited. Because that
meant I could do more things as I got stronger. I just needed to be
patient. I snapped my fingers and the light went out. I snapped
them again and it turned on. It was as if I had some sort of
connection to the light. The other thing I learned was everything
was easier when I didn’t think so hard on what I wanted to do.

I don’t know how long I played around with
the items in Jack’s apartment, finding out what I could and
couldn’t do right then. As I grew more confident I realized the
possibilities that I would have as a detective. It took a little
getting used to the idea, but it was kind of fun. I wasn’t so very
keen on the idea of me being dead. But once I came to terms with
being a spirit, I thought about what a marvelous team Jack and I
would make.

I heard the key as it entered the lock and I
watched the doorknob twist. The door swung open and Jack entered
the room, never looking up as he switched on the lights and pulled
the key out of the lock, pulled off his overcoat and hung it on the
coat rack next to the door.

“Hello, Jack.” I knew in an instant that he
heard me because he instinctively went for his gun and swung around
and into a crouched position. He dropped his keys at his feet in
the process.

His eyes went wide and his mouth gaped like a
large mouth bass on dry land.

“Hello Jack,” I spoke again. “It’s been only
a short while. Do I look all that different? Aren’t you glad to see
me?”

He never lowered the gun, but stood up.
“Alex?”

“Yes, Jack, it’s Alex. You can shoot me if
you want to. It won’t matter.”

He glanced down at his gun, still fixed on me
as he stood up and shuffled into the room like he was about to walk
a plank off into the briny deep. Self-consciously he holstered it.
In a very slow manner he came toward where I sat. He stuck out his
hand tentatively toward me, and his fingers twitched as if he was
sticking them toward a flame. He stuttered, “Al...Alex, you’re
dead.”

“Yeah, tell me something that I don’t
know.”

He had reached the chair where I sat and his
hand went right through my chest and to the chair back. He quickly
pulled it back.

“That’s right, check out the boobs first.
Just like a man.”

He closed his eyes and shook his head.

“You’re not real. I ‘m hallucinating.”

“Ah, come on, Jack, you know yourself better
than that.”

“No, no. You’re dead. You died in a back
alley three months ago.”

“Wow, has it been three months already? Goes
to show how time flies. But Jack, I’m not a hallucination. I am a
spirit, or a ghost if you prefer. But I am real.”

Jack stumbled backward and sank down onto the
worn corduroy couch with a thud. He couldn’t take his eyes off
me.

“There are no such things as ghosts,” were
the very next words out of his mouth.

His head was shaking. I must say, I hadn’t
really thought of what my just appearing in his apartment might do
to him. Oh, well, too late now.

“Look, Jack, I don’t know how I’m here, but I
am. So get a hold of yourself and just accept the fact that I am.
For whatever reason I am real and I am here.”

“You’re not real. I am having a relapse like
the precinct psychiatrist said to expect.”

I stood up and walked over to stand in front
of him. “First of all, you are not subject to making things up. No
offense, but you don’t have much of an imagination. In this case,
that is a plus. And second, what the hell are you listening to them
guys for anyway?”

I forgot for a moment and reached for his
hand. It went right through. He jumped back.

“Sorry. I forgot.” I gave him a weak grin.
“I’m still working on this ghost thing myself. It took me three
months just to figure out how to materialize and talk to you. I
guess it will take some more time for me to be able to get the hang
of it.” I shrugged my shoulders.

He stood up and sidled his way around me on
his way to a low credenza. He opened it and took out a bottle of
his namesake. He set the bottle on the credenza top and took out
two glasses, thought a minute and set one back. He held the glass
up and shrugged. “I forgot to ask. I don’t suppose that you...you
know, drink?”

“No, I don’t. And right now neither do
you.”

He cocked an eyebrow at the bottle, licked
his lips as he tilted the glass in his hand.

“Why not?”

“I want to talk about us. And I’m not sure
you believe I’m here. And if you get sloshed then you won’t believe
that I am.”

Ruefully he replaced the bottle back in the
cupboard and set the glass down.

“That’s better. I want you sober and sure of
yourself. Have you caught the SOB that cashed my chips?”

“No, but we have some leads.”

“Leads? That’s what we were following up when
I got whacked.”

Jack winced.

“Can you quit reminding me every other
sentence that you’re dead. You may not have noticed but I’m having
issues just sitting here with you. So please tone down the dead
part.”

“Oh, come on, Jack, you’ve seen hundreds of
dead bodies during your career. Why is mine any different?”

“That’s just it. It was you under that sheet.
It wasn’t some stranger, or a gang member. You were my partner and
I was there to watch you die. I couldn’t do anything to help you. I
just was there to watch you drift away.”

The man standing in front of me didn’t seem
like my partner from before. He was different, I hadn’t noticed the
dark circles under his eyes when I first materialized. I guess I
had been so glad to see him and that he could see me, it
overshadowed his looks. Lines streaked down his face. They gave him
a tired, almost used-up look.

“Jack, are you alright?”

“I haven’t slept very well lately. That’s why
I have been having a couple of drinks before turning in every
night.”

“Jack, you know that’s no good for you.”

He leaned on his fists on the credenza and
with eyes closed raised his chin toward the ceiling.

“I keep wondering if there was anything that
I could’ve done to save you that night.” His chin dropped and his
eyes opened, and he raised his hand up like he was going to make a
point. Then he let it drop.

“Well, was there? Anything that you could
have done that night that you didn’t?”

“That’s what the shrink keeps askin’ me.”

“What answer did you give him?”

“Look, Alex, you died in my arms. I let the
guy that did it get away. I never even saw who it was. I made a
promise to you that I can’t keep. How should I feel about
that?”

I didn’t have an answer for Jack at first, so
I just sat there and watched him. He was a guy in agony.

“Jack. I’m back with you.”

“What do you mean, back with me?”

“Just that. We can be partners again. That’s
what I came to discuss with you.”

“What you came to discuss with me?”

“Quit repeating me. Yes, we can be partners
again. We can get that SOB that we were after that night and nail
him. I have a few abilities that you live folk don’t have. There is
not a door or wall that can keep me out. I can hang out and listen
to conversations better than any old fly on the wall. And you! You
are the important one here. You are my go-between, Jack. You are
the only one that can see or hear me.”
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“Why am I the lucky one? The only one. The
only one that can see or hear you?”

“I can’t answer that. Maybe it has something
to do with the fact that we were partners and somehow that gave us
a special bond of some sort when I died in your arms. I don’t know.
But I can tell you that we can use this to our own advantage.”

“And pray tell how are WE going to use this
to our own advantage?”

“We can still be partners. I can go where no
man or woman, leastwise any live ones, can go. I can hear things
without anyone knowing that there is anyone listening. I can tell
you, and you can act on the information I give to you.”

“Yeah, right, and I can go around talking to
myself. Make everyone think I really have lost it.”

I thought a minute. “You can use one of those
ear clip things, what do they call them? Bluetooth, that way it
will look like you are talking hands free on your cell.”

“Okay, so you figured out how we can talk to
one another. Did it occur that they gave me another partner? I’m
not Dirty Harry, you know, the loner cop.”

“Actually, no, I didn’t think of that. Who is
it?”

“Bernie Blake.”

“Bernie Blake? For gosh sake, he’s older than
dirt. He should of retired years ago.”

“He will be in a year or so.”

Jack went to the refrigerator. “Alex, do you
mind if I get something to eat? If I can’t have a drink, I need
something to eat.”

“Sure, but you better call out. You don’t
have anything in there except some mummified pizza.”

“What are you doing snooping in my
refrigerator?”

“I wasn’t snooping! Well, maybe just a
little.”

He opened the door, took out the pizza and
tried to take a bite. His teeth sank into the cardboard-like crust,
and he twisted his head and mouth like a dog trying to tear off a
chunk of rawhide from a dried pig’s ear. He thought better of it,
gave it a disgusted look, threw it into the sink, and pulled out
his cell phone.

As he ordered Chinese to be delivered, I
pulled out a chair for practice and sat down.

When he finished on the phone, he pulled out
the chair across from me and sat down. “Okay, Wendy, what have you
got in mind for us to do and how do we get around Blake?”

“It’s Casper. Wendy was a little witch. And
Casper was a boy.”

“You got what I meant. Tell me what it is
that you want us to do.”

“First, do you have one of those Bluetooth
things?”

“No.”

“Then first thing tomorrow we visit a cell
phone store and get one for you. We can’t have ole Bernie telling
the Captain that you are going around talking to yourself, now, can
we?”

“Okay, then what?”

“I need you to sign out the files on the last
case we were working on and bring them home so I can go over them
and see if there is anything in them that we may have missed the
first run through.”

“It may be a little tricky. They took me off
the case after your deat...accident.”

“It’s okay, Jack, I know I am dead and I’m
truly okay with it. We will have to talk about that simple fact to
solve this thing.”

“What I am saying is that it might raise some
eyebrows, me asking for the files, is all.”

Jack let out a sigh. “The truth of the matter
is, Captain Saltzman gave the case to Rodrigo Balthazar and Jaime
Jung. I am ordered to not interfere in any way.”

“You’re kidding me! Balthazar and Jung? Those
two screw-ups? “ I could see the look on Jack’s face. He wasn’t
kidding, and my treating it lightly didn’t go over very well.
“Look, you’re a damn good detective. I am sure that you can figure
out a way to get a hold of a copy of those files.”

While we talked I noticed that my hands
seemed to become more solid. I tapped the table top. My fingers
didn’t go through.

The doorbell rang and Jack went to collect
his dinner. While he paid for it I rummaged around in his cupboard.
I found some teabags, and a cup from the dish drainer and put the
kettle on. Tea making was good practice for trying out my dexterity
in the manipulation of solid worldly objects. Slow going at first,
but I was picking it up fast. I laughed out loud.

Jack set the bags on the table. “What’s so
funny?”

“Well, you are the only one that can see me.
I just put on a pot of water, got tea bags and a cup out of the
cupboard and placed it on the table, all while you paid the
delivery boy at the door. What would you think? What I think is
that I am going to have a whole shitload of fun down at the
precinct.”
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Jack called Bernie up first thing in the
morning and told him that he was going to be a little late, that he
had an errand to run, which he did. We went down to the cell phone
store, and while the saleslady went over the new models of phones
and the Bluetooth accessories with Jack, I shopped around and found
out that I could actually manipulate the touch screen phones. So
while the cute young thing showed Jack all the new gadgets, I
worked on him from the other side. Together the two of us convinced
Jack that he needed a new phone.

An hour later Jack and I both emerged,
excited about the new phone and the apps that Jack put in it. Well,
maybe I was the excited one and Jack was in shock that his new
system ‘deal’ turned out to be around $600, with a two-year
contract.

“Aw, come on, Jack. You hadn’t gotten a new
phone in how long? Since they first came out.”

“My old phone was fine. It made phone calls,
didn’t it?”

“Yes, but this way I can send you texts. And
it has the GPS tracking system in it. You have to admit that will
come in handy. And you can take photos and videos with it, great
for surveillance...”

Jack just looked at me as he hung the
Bluetooth over his ear. He had gotten a large one so that it was
easily visible. Men are funny. I used to talk to myself all the
time and never thought anything of it.

Next stop was the precinct. It felt good to
walk through those doors again. I walked right down the middle of
the room and waved at everyone. Tipped over a pencil cup here and
dumped a file folder there. Right up to my old desk where Bernie
leaned back in my old, now his chair with a cup of coffee in one
hand and a manila folder in the other. He straightened up as Jack
approached.

“Hey, man!”

“Mornin’, Bernie.” Jack held up his new phone
so that Bernie could see it and the Bluetooth at the same time. I
swear that Bernie hadn’t changed too much in the three months I had
been gone, except gain another ten pounds. He still had the
ridiculous comb-over and the stains on his tie.

“Jack, don’t you ever do this.” With that I
fluffed up Bernie’s hair. He didn’t seem to notice too much
although he did absently wipe it back down with his hand, almost
spilling his coffee in the process.

“Got me a new phone, decided that I’d join
the twenty-first century. You know, get with the no-hands
talking.”

“Liar!” I said out loud to Jack. He gave me
an irritated look as I went around the back side of Bernie’s and
peeked at what he was reading. Bernie flopped the file down on his
desk and closed the folder cover, got up and went to get another
cup of coffee. I sat down in his chair and tried the computer.
“Hey! Maybe we’re in luck. This is my old computer.”

“Well, what did you think? That’s your old
desk, given to my ‘new’ partner.”

I ignored Jack and started to punch keys. All
my passcodes had been changed so I couldn’t get into any of the
precinct files. “Damn it. Jack, give me your pass code.”

“What do you need it for?”

“How else am I going to get into the case
files?”

“Are you sure that you ought to be doing that
here at the office?”

“Doing what?” Bernie had come up behind him.
Jack gave me an icy stare before answering.

“Drinking so much coffee. You know, sitting
all day and drinking so much liquid causes your ankles to
swell.”

Bernie gave Jack a funny look and walked
around the desk to his chair. I almost didn’t have time to get out
of it before he nearly sat on me.

I perched myself on the edge of Jack’s desk.
“You need to go over and ask Rodrigo and Jaime if they had anything
new about my case.”

“I can’t do that,” he whispered.

“Why not? It only seems natural that you
would be interested.”

“The Captain told me to lay off the case,
remember?”

Bernie peered over his monitor. “You say
something Jack?”

“Just talking on my phone here.” Jack pointed
his index finger at me and poked it toward the elevator. He
practically jumped up from his chair as he headed for the elevator
indicating that I was to follow him. I slid off the desk to follow
him and when I glanced back at Bernie, I could see him as he
watched us all the way to the elevator doors. When Jack and I got
to the elevator door he jabbed the down button.

The door slid into place and the cabin had
begun its descent when he hit the stop button and started in on
me.

“Look, this isn’t gonna work out unless you
behave yourself. Did you see the way ole Bernie in there was giving
me the fish eye? I just know that they gave me him as a partner for
two reasons.”

“What reasons would that be?”

“One, he is retiring in about a year at the
outside maybe two so he isn’t about to get into any scrapes that
will jeopardize that. Remember, I’m the cop that got his partner
killed. I am a bit of a pariah in the precinct. Two is that they
know if there is anything that I do that seems unusual, he’ll be
the first one in Captain Saltzman’s office to tell all about
it.”

With that said he jabbed the start button and
we continued the descent in silence. The elevator came to a stop
along with the outpouring of feelings. I hadn’t known that he had
been dealing with my death like that. Hell, I didn’t know the other
guys were dealing with Jack like that. I didn’t say anything on the
way to the car.

Once in the car we just sat there a minute. I
said, “Maybe you had better call Bernie or something. I don’t know,
maybe call the Captain and ask for the day off. Tell him before
Bernie decides to give his version of why you aren’t in the ready
room.”

Jack pulled his phone out and punched in a
number. “Hello, Captain Saltzman, this is Jack Daniels. I think I
have a small touch of food poisoning. I need to go home and sleep
it off.” He listened and replied, “Naw, I’ll be okay. See you
tomorrow.” Another pause. “No, I’ll be okay to drive. I’m sure I’ll
be in tomorrow. Bye.”

Jack turned toward me. “Now what?”

“What do you mean, now what?”

“Well, you seem to be calling the shots since
you showed up at my apartment.”

“I’m sorry, I truly am.” Neither one of us
said anything for a couple of minutes. Finally Jack leaned over and
started the car.

“Where to?”

“Well, since I can’t work on the computer at
the precinct, maybe we can get my stuff from my parents. I have a
desktop computer and a laptop that I used for my case files.”

“I’m not on real good terms with your parents
right now.”

“Really? Why?”

“Well, near as I can tell they also blame me
for your death.”

“That’s ridiculous. Why on earth would they
do that? They knew about the risk involved by my being a police
officer.”

 


 



Chapter Five
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“You’ve got some nerve coming around
here!”

When he started to close the door in Jack’s
face, Jack put his hand up to block the door from closing and
wrapped his fingers around the edge and held it.

“Look, Mister Winter, I know how you feel
about me right now, but please just let me come in for a minute. I
need to talk with you.”

Dad let his hand drop from the door and
stepped back. He turned, went back into the room and left us
standing on the porch. Jack quietly walked in and closed the door
after us and followed the old man in. Dad had gone over to the
shrouded window and did not face us. It saddened me to see that his
shoulders slumped as he wrapped his arms around himself.

Mom was seated in her old chintz-covered
wingback. Her eyes moved from her hands and the crumpled
handkerchief up to Jack’s face as we came in the room. They were
staring, red-rimmed eyes dry now that they had cried out all of
their tears leaving only the rawness of grief. My God, after three
months they both looked like wrecks. Jack stood in the center of
the room with me right beside him. I was both glad and saddened at
the same time that they could not see me.

Just as Jack started to tell my parents why
he was there, Andy, my German Shepard, started such a ruckus at the
back door with his barking and relentless scratching that Dad had
to let him in. Andy bounded straight toward me then stopped about
two feet away from me and sat down. He fidgeted as if he was
sitting on something very hot and whined, turning his head first
one way and then the other. I knelt down and reached out and
scratched him behind the ear and he came forward and licked my
face. Dad turned around at the ruckus the dog made.

“Hush! Andy, be quiet!”

It must have been very weird for the three
humans in the room to watch, a crazy dog licking the air.

“I miss you too, Andy. But you need to go lie
down and behave yourself.” I pointed toward his bed. “Go lie
down.”

Andy whined then went over to his bed beside
my dad’s recliner. He lay there and watched me.

Jack started in again. “Mister Winter, I have
told you before how sorry I am for your loss. I miss Alex too. More
than you will ever know. I am officially off of the case, but
privately I have vowed to find and bring her killer to
justice.”

“And how do you plan on doing that? It has
been three months and we have heard nothing from the police.
Nothing! What can you do that the rest can’t?”

Jack spread his hands out, pleading with the
old man, as he nervously glanced over at Mom then back at Dad.

“Recently I’ve come upon some new means that
will help me to track down Alex’s killer.” He gave a glance in my
direction. “But to follow up on the new leads, I must have her
computer and some of her personal effects.”

Dad started to object but before he could get
the words out mom got up out of her chair and came over to Jack and
took his hands in hers. She gripped them so tight I could see the
white marks in Jack’s skin. She got up close and with dagger eyes
she stabbed him directly in his. “Young man, do you really think
that you can bring her killer to justice?

“Yes, Missus Winter, I do, or I will die
trying. Alex meant a lot to me too.”

She let go of his hands and said, “Her
stuff’s in the garage. Take whatever you need.”

Mother immediately cut off any objections.
“Bradley, let him be! I want that son-of-a-bitch found and I want
him to pay for taking our little girl from us. So you just let him
have whatever he wants.”

I had never heard my mother curse before.

Dad silently showed Jack to the garage where
the boxes of my stuff sat piled up. When Dad went back into the
house I went to work, sorting through and pulling out the things
that I needed. I found an old family picture album and while Jack
pulled his car up, I came across a picture that showed me, Mom and
Dad. The caption under it read, “The day we brought Alexandra
home”. In the photo I was about two years old. I didn’t have time
to think about the strange caption because Jack had backed the car
up to the door and it was time to load the back seat and trunk of
the old Mustang. I replaced the album on the shelf in the garage
where I had found it. When we finished, there were five file boxes,
my computer and a few family photos so tightly packed in that the
trunk lid had to be held down with a bungee cord.

Jack said goodbye and thank you to Mom and
Dad, and I waved to them even though they couldn’t see or hear me.
I said, “Goodbye, Andy. You take care of Mom and Dad for me, you
hear?” I briefly thought about a way that Jack could bring Andy
home with us but decided against it. I gave the dog a last scratch
behind an ear and hugged him and we left.

Back at the apartment building it was decided
that I would stay with the car while Jack went upstairs to the
apartment maintenance department to get a hand truck to take the
boxes up.

As Jack walked down the parking garage and
turned into the elevator I felt a wave of nausea rush over me.
Almost dizzy, I put my hand out to steady myself on the car and it
went right through it. I stood up with a jerk. What the hell! My
hands. They were turning transparent. I reached out toward the
nearby garage support pylon and waved my hand right on through the
cement. I stood in the garage and watched as my body wavered back
and forth. Now I was transparent and now I wasn’t. Now you see me
now you don’t. I began to freak out when the elevator door opened
and the rumbling of the hand truck’s wheels on the concrete floor
echoed as Jack came nearer. My hands started to fill out again. I
couldn’t take my eyes off them.
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