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 CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    November in Vancouver was a cold, shivering month. Flurry of crisp, white snow twirled up the sky, capering like excited children. The greenery was suffused with white, and the air quality was fresh was humid.  
 
    In Kingsway, Vancouver, the sound of a mother’s singing voice permeated the ambiance of the neighborhood. The houses that ranged along the hilly, greenery landscape were scanty, and it was easy for this singing mother to hear her voice resonating through the house. The house was a duplex, and the woman was a tall, beautiful woman with an angular face. She had high cheekbones that gelled succinctly with her smile as she sang to her nine months old baby. Her long dark hair tapered off into a knot, and her baby's eyes were fixed on her face, smiling as she sang.  
 
    “You love your mommy, right?” she said, grazing the ball of her finger on the child’s puffy cheeks.  
 
    “My boy loves his mama. And his mama loves him too,” she said, smiling. The boy smiled with her, drawn to the cheerfulness that emanated from the face of his mother.  She was hunkered down on a long, black couch in the living room, and the frame of her baby was decorously sprawled on her laps. Her eyes were heavy from lack of sleep, and she silently wished her boy would let her sleep. She managed to feign cheerfulness, but she could see her child was wide awake, obliterating any sign of reprieve for the beleaguered mother. Elizabeth swiveled her eyes to the wall clock that dangled ever so slightly up the far wall. The time was edging past five forty three in the morning. It made her almost cry. She could feel the tears welling under her eyelids. It made her sad she would have to go through another day without sleep. And being an investment banker, it was hard to find any room for rest once she was in her workplace. More than ever, she wished Edmond, her husband, was around. He was a big time entrepreneur, and had travelled to Toronto to finalize a contract with a Chinese consortium. Perhaps, it was easy to think Elizabeth didn’t need to work. She could afford to remain at home, and immerse herself in the wealth of her husband. Only, that was the easy way. And perhaps, for a woman like Elizabeth, she preferred the wild, wild, eccentric dimension to life. She felt really lonely, and wished she could really navigate her way past the hindrance to a sustainably happy life. She wrung herself from the couch, and swooped her face down, so her eyes became locked with the eyes of her boy.  
 
    “Mommy is going to be back. Mommy needs to hydrate.” 
 
    The baby blinked, and it seemed like a less formal approval. She dawdled down to the refrigerator in the kitchen, and wrenched a plastic bottle of water from inside. She trudged back into the living room, making a stop at a wall cabinet below the wall clock. She pulled a drawer, and plopped down on the adjoining straight-back chair. There were piles of white envelopes in the drawer. One envelope was particularly shiny, and she raised it to her nose, inhaling the crisp smell, while sliding her eyes shut. Moments later she cocked her head sideways, pressing the side of her face against the envelope. There was the conceivable indication that the envelope meant so much to her. The tears that welled up her eyes had started to trickle down slowly, like abandoned droplets at the bottom of a bottle. For some reason, holding the envelope against the side of her face made her less lonely. The content of the envelope had become a patch of sunshine in her gloominess. For a moment, Elizabeth forgot she had left her baby in the couch. And as the silence of her expectant baby persisted, Elizabeth continued to luxuriate on the impalpable source of her pleasure. She remained there, lost, confined in the deliberation of her senses, closeted from the low twittering of birds that pervaded the quiet of the neighborhood. She had  become severely closeted in the loveliness of the envelope, allowing her head rest on the face of the cabinet, Elizabeth nodded off. She briefly found herself in an open tent at the top of a cliff. In her line of vision, she could see a waterfall, and the susurration of the water was ethereal and nostalgic. It reminded her of being in the Grand Canyon in Arizona. It was there she had her honeymoon, and it was one of the most wonderful moment of her life. In her dream, Elizabeth thought she heard a noise. The sound of boots crunching against sticks and brown leaves. She found her heart running up her chest. She ran out of the tent, and suddenly it was dark. There was someone in the dark.  
 
    “Who are you?” she screamed. There was no response. She was in disarray, and the thought of death capered through her mind. She was extremely fraught with fear. She pressed a hand against her brow, and squinted for a sign of the voice. It was absurd. Moments later, she felt a hand clutch against her arm. She screamed in fear and agony.  
 
    “Die,” the voice said, pushing her off the cliff. Elizabeth woke up suddenly, drenched in sweat amidst the cold atmosphere. The dream seemed so real to her, and a rash of gooseflesh rapped through her arms. There was the perceivable indication that there was something out to get her. She could feel it, and could almost taste it in her tongue. Her thoughts capered away nonsensically, and Elizabeth took a while to find herself again. She jolted herself from her mind when her eyes caught the crisp envelope on the floor. She was bending to pick it up, when it dawned on her that her baby was crying. And the sound of his blubbering indicated that he had been crying for a while. She pushed herself from the chair, reeling back to the couch. Phlegm dripped out of his nose as he cried, and his eyes gleamed with tears.  
 
    “I am so sorry, my baby. Mommy loves you. Mommy loves you more than anything in the world. Stop crying baby.” 
 
    She picked the baby up, and shook him vigorously. Moments later, she stood up, desperate to stave off his blubbering propensity. The sound of his blubbering died down. And Elizabeth continued to sing, shaking her baby slightly. She thought she heard a twittering sound of the door bell. But she impressed upon herself that the sound came from her head. There was no way someone could be at the door at this time of the day. She continued to rock her baby, and then the sound came again. This time it was loud and a voice came with it.  
 
    “Honey.” 
 
    Unthinking, Elizabeth dropped her baby back on the couch. Her husband had promised to return today, but she hadn’t envisaged an early return. She hurried down to the door, turned the keys, and unwound the knob. When the door creaked open, Elizabeth was horrified by what she saw outside. It was a man, but it wasn’t her husband. The man was donned in an all black suit, and a black mask shielded his face. Patches of tarpaulins were fastened around his feet, and the sight instantly sent grim flushes up her spine. She tried to slam the door close, but the man had had a few years of practice. He wedged the door with his full body frame, and pushed back as hard as he could. Elizabeth fell back, falling on her buttocks. The man was carrying a backpack, and he walked towards her stylishly, like a celebrity on the red carpet.  
 
    “Hi, my name is Nemesis,” he said, chuckling.  
 
    Elizabeth picked herself up, and bolted off. She ran as fast as she could, running to the top floor through the flight of stairs. She tripped herself on the stairs twice, but she was determined to get as far away from the man as possible. Surprisingly, Nemesis did not pursue her. Instead, he picked the baby up, and rocked him. He decorously clambered up the stairs with the baby in his arms. He unwound the knob of the door where Elizabeth had bolted into. It was locked.  
 
    “I know you can hear me, Elizabeth. You don’t have to make this any hard on yourself. I have your baby. And you know what that means, right?” Nemesis said, chuckling.  
 
    The faint sound of sobbing sifted out from the locked room, and it made Nemesis smile. The baby broke out a loud squeal that indicated his revulsion with being in the hand of a stranger. Nemesis rocked him, and even afforded the equanimity to sing to him.  
 
    “Oh little baby! Why do you cry? Never mind baby, mama is coming. Try to sleep, baby. Mama is coming.” 
 
    For some reason, his admonishment to the baby worked. He soon stooped crying, and kept a sober, curious look at the masked face 
 
    “Okay, Elizabeth. Come out now. I don’t have the strength to break the door.” 
 
    “I am going to call the cops,” Elizabeth bawled, and  soon started crying. 
 
    “I have done my research, Elizabeth. There is no way you can make a call from up there. Now here’s what is going to happen. You are going to come outside or I slit the throat of your baby. And I am going to count to ten.” 
 
    “Please don’t do it.” 
 
    “Ten…nine…eight…” 
 
    “Please. Please! If it is money you want, I can give it to you.” 
 
    “Seven…six…” 
 
    “How much do you want? You…don’t…you don’t have to do this,” she said, stuttering.  
 
    “Five…four…” 
 
    Elizabeth had descended into a full-hearted cry of agony. There was the conceivable indication that the man outside with her baby was the man from her dream. And it made her stomach become warm and sticky. Her heart throbbed. Elizabeth found herself encapsulated in an amalgam of fear, trepidation and suppressed despondence.  
 
    “Three…Two…” 
 
    The squeaky sound of key turning wafted out from the room. Elizabeth unwound the door, and came out as slowly as she can. The frame of the man stood firmly before her, her baby wrapped in one arm.  
 
    “Now, isn’t that easy?” 
 
    “Who are you?” she asked, exhaling loudly.  
 
    “I told you already. I am Nemesis.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “I will let you find out.” 
 
    The baby tried to push himself out of the grip of the man, seemingly desperate to be in the embrace of his mother.  
 
    “Shush, baby,” Nemesis said, dragging him back.  
 
    He brought an injection from his breast pocket.  
 
    “I am going to inject this in your arm. It is going to put you to sleep because I don’t want you disturbing me on the way,” Nemesis said, in a calm, patronizing tone. Elizabeth stretched her arms, quivering. Her body continued to tremble with fear. Nemesis pressed the injection against her shoulder in a quick, slightly painful shot. Elizabeth reeled backwards, slamming her frame against the door. Imperceptibly, she found her knees buckling below her. She slipped down, falling lightly on her buttocks, her legs splayed east and west. She managed to tilt her head up at the masked face of the stranger.  
 
    “What about my baby? What would you do to him?” 
 
    “He will be safe. I will put him to sleep,” Nemesis replied, chuckling. 
 
    “You are perverted,” Elizabeth whispered, weak and sleepy.  
 
    “Actually I am here because you are perverted,” Nemesis replied, softly.  
 
    “Fuck you,” Elizabeth retorted, and started snoring moments later, falling into a deep sleep. Her head was cocked sideways, and blobs of saliva dribbled down her mouth, landing noiselessly on the concrete floor. Moments later, her overwhelmed baby started a fresh dose of blubbering as he saw her mother on the floor, lying helplessly. Nemesis rocked him gently, shaking his head. Moments later, he held the baby aloft and whispered to him.  
 
    “Now is the time to sleep, child,” He said. Wrapping him in one arm, he pressed an injection in the crook of his left elbow. Moments later, the baby slipped into a deep, peaceful sleep in the arms of the stranger. 
 
    


 
   
  
 


 CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Edmond Riverstone was a paunchy, heavyset man. His stomach bulged and wobbled when he walked, and these days he walked in the gait of an old man. Half-limping, the hunk of flesh on his thighs stricken by arthritis. He had been informed by his family doctor that he could push himself into a heart attack if he continually declined the weight program he persistently prescribed for him. Edmond Riverstone was in his late forties, but he had the mind of an old man. He barely concerned himself with the continuous weight increase. He devoted his time to being a great building contractor. A devotion imbued with diligence, hard work, and the sheer desire to succeed. There was the indication that his penchant for focusing only on his job was detrimental to the harmony of his home and married life. He could not remember the last time he lay in this same bed with his wife. They hadn’t indulged in a romantic relationship for a long time. Perhaps, Riverstone was under the impression that a woman would remain in a home as long as the money continued to troop into her purse. Perhaps it was this impression that ensured his detachment from the gloom his wife had been deepened into. For the most part, he had the lucid intuition that Elizabeth understood the situational constraints on their love-life. Her silence and understanding of the nature of his job was one of the things he liked about her. And he was apt to buy her a gift whenever he returned from any of his numerous long trip. Today, he equally bought a gift for their young child, William. A teddy bear sat on the next seat, with button eyes cocked upward. Edmond Riverstone loved his boy. He loved him like every father would love a heir that came a little late. Elizabeth had only conceived after fifteen years of marriage. A feat that slapped his heart with pure, unadulterated joy. Edmond was driving a red salon car, whistling to himself. He had unconsciously started to him an old sing: The sound of silence by Simon and Garfunkel. Moments later, he was singing out loud.  
 
    “Hello darkness, my old friend. I have come to talk with you again…” 
 
    He stopped abruptly. A part of him thought the song was inappropriate for the condition he found himself. He had tried several times to put a call through to his wife, but somehow she had been unable to take his calls. It slightly troubled him. And he cursed himself when he discovered he was more concerned about the welfare of his boy than his wife. A part of him was desperate to do anything to save his heir, even if he would have to sacrifice Elizabeth. He dropped a steel door on this thought, heaving a deep sigh. He had the vivid feeling that the thought was eerily unusual. It was the first time he would find himself accommodating such cynical and thoughtless feeling. He hated himself for even mingling with this thought. Moments later, he compensated himself with the realization that this was not the first time his calls would be unanswered by Elizabeth. She was a strange woman sometimes, spending time in the mundane and clichéd adventure of letter writing. One time he asked her about the recipient of her letters. She hemmed and hammed about how she loved to write to her favorite authors. And since, he knew how much his wife loved to read, and how often she enveloped herself in a James Pattison book, he stopped worrying about her eccentric hobby. 
 
    He took a right onto E Broadway, driving through the calm, serene road. The time was edging past eight forty five in the evening. Once again, Edmond Riverstone found himself thinking about his wife. Once again, he had the compelled intuition that she was in trouble. For a man who had spent most of life carefree about things he had no control over, Edmond Riverstone surprised himself with the mild palpitation that swept through his heart. Inadvertently, he dialed her cellphone number, and when it went unanswered, he dialed the home number. Again there was no response. And he hated inputting himself in the boring task of talking into the voicemail. Beads of sweat stuck out on his brow, and Riverstone could feel how easily the fear in his heart gathered momentum. Even in this harried inconvenience, Edmond Riverstone hoped his boy would be fine. Silently, he prayed in his heart, begging God to save his son.  
 
    What about your wife, Edmond? What about your wife? A voice whispered in his head.  
 
    He dropped an axe on that voice, and swerved his car left onto Nanaimo street, going as fast as he could. His eyes caught the a gibbous moon through the side window moving just as fast, accompanying him every step of the way. He swiveled back, keeping his eyes on the road. Again, he found himself praying for his young son William. Again, he found himself shackled by the cynicism that was usually a feature of a desperate man. Briefly he convinced himself he would try to make it up to her. He would take a trip to the United States with her. Perhaps they could journey back to the Grand Canyon and luxuriate on the green landscape and ethereal waterfall. Although it seemed inappropriate, he told himself he would  even buy her another ring. Perhaps a diamond ring, reiterating his love for their union. There was a harried desperation in the way Edmond Riverstone mingled with this thought. There was a sickening devastation that flitted through his heart, clutching it. A rush of misery had found a bed on his heart, and the poor man had started to cry. She had failed to take his calls a few times, but she had always taken his call at night. The realization dawned on him with a thick, terrible blight of the bit of optimism he had desperately nurtured. He turned right into Kingsway, maintaining the speed of his car. A cold, chilly breeze twirled into the car, drying the beads of sweat that gleamed on his brow. 
 
    Moments later, he pulled up in the periphery of his duplex. Barely, stopping the car, he bolted off. He slammed his hand on the doorbell, and waited for a second. There was no reply. Edmond Riverstone unwound the door knob, and the door creaked open slowly, his heart beating away, running up his chest. He entered the house, calmly, in measured patter of feet, carful not to make a sound. Apparently, he felt there was someone else inside the house. The living room was well lit, and the silvery chandeliers sparkled above. Everything seemed normal. Only, Riverstone was in that mood of looking and not looking at the same time. William was sleeping on the couch, but his father had not seen him. Riverstone was looking everywhere except the couch and the wall cabinet. He trudged down to the concrete-wrought compartment beside the passageway to the stairs. There he kept his antique collection of wine, and a part of him wanted a drink. He stooped on his track, and decided to put a call through to her. He called her cellphone, and the phone rang, pervading the ambiance of the living room. Riverstone's eyes trailed the direction of the sound, and his caught the phone on the couch. William was sleeping beside it. His hands quivered in surprised fright. He could swear he had looked there, and had not seen anybody. He was suddenly afflicted with a mix of anger and trepidation. He was angry with her for leaving the baby alone on the couch, whilst leaving the door open. He wondered if she had busied herself with writing letters to her favorite authors. And he wondered how long she had been at it. Incidentally, William started to cry. A rush of tears that was sudden and terrible.  
 
    “Fuck you, Elizabeth,” Riverstone cursed in his breath. He dawdled down to the baby, picked him up, and rocked him. William continued to cry, inured to the effort of his father. Riverstone continued to curse in his breath as he rocked the boy, moving from the couch to the concrete-wrought compartment. Only, the blubbering of the boy intensified. His body was hot. Very hot, and he looked feverish. 
 
    “Where the fuck are you, Darling?” 
 
    Riverstone was losing his calm, and it was in this imperceptible moment, his eyes whirled towards the wall cabinet. At  first, he thought he was seeing things. He wiped his eyes with one hand and looked towards the wall again. A grim flush ran up his spine, and the man trembled ever so slightly. He could not take his eyes off the wall. His limpid eyes were locked to a stretch of scribbles on the wall. Written in Crimson red, it said: 
 
    Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! The thing you love is a killer 
 
    Sometimes, fear take the shape of darkness. And sometimes, a man walks in darkness for so long he starts to see through the thick void that presents itself on his path. Perhaps, Edmond Riverstone was shocked beyond the limit of his mind. Perhaps, inside his tired, affrighted heart, he was starting to gain control of himself. Tears dribbled down his eyes, but he was severely unaware that he was crying. Also, he was completely oblivious of the pause in the blubbering of William, who now looked into the eyes of his father studiously. His eyes was still fixed on the writing on the wall. And his mind’s voice yammered away, reading it again and again. It was as if he was preparing for some strange exam, and he needed to cram his head with some important information. Moments later, he started to laugh. The rush of laughter was bizarrely juxtaposed with the trickle of tears from his eyes. Even William was surprised at the rush of insanity that capered through the mind of his father. He slapped his face lightly as if trying to slap him back to the real world. Only, the beleaguered man continued to laugh, scuffing away towards the wall.  
 
    “That is not blood. That can’t be blood,” he chuckled. “Elizabeth is just trying an old trick with me.” He tried to convince himself.   
 
    “Okay, Darling, you have made your point. I am really scared now. I am going to pee on myself,” he laughed.  
 
    When he closed in on the wall, he touched it, and smelled his finger. There was a certainty in that smell. A suggestion that was horribly glaring. It was the smell of blood. He staggered backward, suddenly drawn back to the misery he had so unwittingly tried to escape from. The laughter disappeared from his lips, and his chest tightened. There was the detectable indication that he was licking close to a heart attack. He reeled backward, and dropped William on the couch. For some eerie reason, William understood the plight of his father. He had dropped him a tad heavily, but he refused to cry. Perhaps he was shocked as his father. He just kept his eyes on him, wide-eyed. Riverstone clutched a hand to his chest, and found himself struggling to move. His eyes caught an envelope on the floor. It was painted red and white. Riverstone was torn between checking the envelope and calling the cops. He knew he was licking closer and closer to a heart attack. He wrenched his phone from his breast pocket, and fell on his buttocks. His chest upped the amplitude of its tightness. He dialed one…one…two. A voice came on the speaker: 
 
    “Hello, what is your emergency?” Riverstone exhaled loudly, trying to find his breath.  
 
    “I think my wife has been murdered….there is blood everywhere,” he whispered, weakly.  
 
    “What is location?” 
 
    “1064, Kingsway, Vancouver. I think…I think…I am having a heart…attack. Hel…hel…” 
 
    Edmond Riverstone dropped the phone on the floor, huffing and puffing. Inconspicuously, his eyes slid shut, and he passed out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 


 CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Detective Richard Lands stood inches away from the venetian blind in his room, uttering a squint look through the openings, introspective. He was a tall, sinewy man, and had dark, combed-back hair. He was clad in a white singlet and pant, and there was a strictness about him as he looked out into the world. There was the conceivable trace of tiredness with the insanity that trailed the minds of some of the cold killers he had brought to justice. He had become detective constable simply because of his sheer tenacity and devotion to creating a crime free world. More than ever, he could see that the prospect of a crime free world was an impossibility, and it succinctly made him sad. He had become one of the most decorated officer in Vancouver, and somehow, he had a crestfallen outlook on the situation of things. He had severely concerned himself with deciphering the attitudinal inclination of serial killers, and in his years of being especially immersed in this craft, he had observed it was often a distorted, stupid mindset that led to the senseless killings. These days, he had started to accommodate the feeling that some persons would rather watch the world burn, and if the world refused to burn on its own trajectory, they could devote their lives in helping it burn. He had had to contend with a few serial killers, who surprisingly decided to embark on a killing spree after reading a serial killer book. It was as terrifying as it was disturbing. Some of the serial killers usually had a prior clean slate, and seven months ago, Detective Lands had taken his time to particularly read a Stephen King book named Apt Pupil. He had just arrested a young boy, no more than twenty one years, who surprisingly had a wicked urge to kill Winos. He would lure them away from the decrepitude they languished in, and offer to give them some money and a few new cloths before slitting their throats off when they were barely aware. The case of this boy was particularly disturbing because he had the perfect upbringing. He was the son of a popular preacher, Pastor John Menon, and he had constantly been the best student in all science projects he had been involved in. He had been a valedictorian, and was earmarked for great things. There was no indication he could turn out the way he did. There was no trace of a distortion in his upbringing. In any case, the boy had given the simple excuse that he aspired to become like the apt pupil in the Stephen King book. It was surprising that a simple and innocuous task such as reading a normal book, could elicit such dramatic change in the countenance of Andrew Menon.  Defective Lands could not cut a swathe through the sudden insanity that gripped Andrew Menon. And he was the first case that adequately bothered him because he personally knew the boy. His wife, Rosaline, had in fact tutored him in Ambleside High school. And there was a time he had a conversation with the boy while visiting his wife in school. He could still remember how the boy captured his attention with his ingenuity. How he held forth about the theory of time by Stephen Hawking, and how he almost schooled him in the subtleties of science. It had been seven months, but the situation of Andrew Menon continually worried him. There was the perceptible hint that if a boy like Andrew Menon could turn out to become a serial killer, then there was the faintest trace of such a disposition in the most gentle men. And perhaps more disturbing was the sense of justification Andrew Menon gave for killing over twenty seven Winos. He had held forth in an awkward preachment about the theory of survival of the fittest. Detective Lands knew he was an opinionated boy, but perhaps it was the first time he had seen him lend a blatant and compassionless opinion. He indicated that the contrivances of men had distorted the theory of natural selection, where weak and habitual drunks would be naturally exterminated. He thought the reification of such stance was the reason why weak men and women trailed the earth. And that even if nature had the propensity of allowing deformed and weak men enter the earth, it was the responsibility of man, through the device of natural selection, to cleanse the earth and make it safe. Andrew Menon had prated about this with a determination that extremely troubled his father, John Menon. And when his father started to cry, embittered and devastated with the content of his thought, Andrew told him to man up. He told his father the world did not deserve a boy like him. A boy equipped with the determination to rid the world of its shame.  
 
    Detective Lands drew closer to the venetian, so his body grazed it ever so slightly. It was baffling how Andrew Menon could succumb to accommodating such stupid and illogical idea, but perhaps it was more horrifying how the young man was supported on social media by socially awkward folks. The police department had had to pay a visit to some of his advocates to ensure they were not nurturing the thought that turned Andrew Menon into a cold and terrible human being. Of course, there was no indication that these folks were enchanted by the escapade of Andrew Menon. They were normal kids, desperate to lend an opinion. And that was the problem. There was the detectable hint that some of these good kids only needed a perfect situation, the wrong impulses, and the wrong association to become like Andrew Menon. A month after he was arrested, Andrew Menon had become one of the most popular persons in Vancouver. People were desperate to read about him. The media exploited the desire of the young folks, who had surprisingly taken an interest in the young man. People quoted him on social media with a sense of justification. After all, he only killed Winos. And Winos were disturbed men, who had lost it. He was simply doing them a favor. This was perhaps the part that troubled Detective Lands the most. He had since written a recommendation to the Ministry of Education, detailing the removal of all crime and horror books from high school curriculum. He had even advised parents to ensure the detachment of their kids from such books until there were of age. Of course, his recommendations were overlooked, because it was easy to think the nature of his job had made him paranoid. He was awarded for solving the case of Andrew Menon, but it was an award he wished he didn’t have to earn. He monitored the situation of Andrew Menon in prison, and he had been overwhelmed with information about the situation of the boy. He had been told that he sometimes received love letter from women suffering from hybristophilia. It was easy for Lands to think the world was changing for the worst. It was easy for him to fear for the sustained sanity of young men, exposed to some of the inadequacies of the world through social media. He shook his head, and gravitated slowly from the blinds. He tilted his head upward, and glimpsed at the wall clock in his room. The time was drifting past eight in the evening. He plopped down on his neatly arranged bed, still absorbed in the damning trajectory of the life of Andrew Menon.  
 
    Rosaline Lands slipped into the room moments later, and she had an exciting, romantic look about her. Her eyes searched for the eyes of her husband, a gesture that facilitated a sobriety that gelled with the countenance of her husband. She plopped down beside him, her blonde hair cascading down the nape of her neck. She uttered a sober smile, curling a hand around his neck.  
 
    “Are you still thinking about him?” she asked.  
 
    “Who? Andrew Menon?” 
 
    She nodded. Lands exhaled loudly, swiveling at his wife.  
 
    “It is surprises me that such a fine, young man could end up the way he did. His life deserved better.” 
 
    “Everyone in his life did everything they could possibly do. He had the right upbringing, but I guess some kids just turn out bad,” Rosaline replied, somberly.  
 
    “Do you have a theory for that?” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “Why some kids turn out bad in spite of having all the right things.” 
 
    “I think it is a simple case of the mind interpreting information differently. Sometimes it is no one’s fault. I see a Wino and think that guy needs help. Andrew sees a Wino and think he needs to help him by killing him. At the end of the day the two of us have different interpretation for help.” 
 
    Detective Lands sighed, and dragged himself to the straight-back of the bed propped to the wall. He pulled Rosaline, and allowed her rest her head on his chest. He kissed her upturned face, and his mood brightened.  
 
    “I know I can be obsessed with my job at times, but I want you to know I love you so much like always,” he said, his eyes constricted amorously. Rosaline smiled a big, cheerful smile and kissed his bellybutton.  
 
    “I know you love me. And I understand that you have to do your job. I love you too, Honey. I just wish we could have moments like this more often.” 
 
    He nodded and weaved his hand around her.  
 
    “I will retire in three years. I am putting things in place for that. And once I do, we would spend enough time together. We would be like the young, loving birds we were in our youth.” 
 
    “Do you remember what you said on our honeymoon at the Santa Monica beach?” she asked.  
 
    “Hmm. I think I said a lot of things.” 
 
    “Oh! Come on. You said one thing in particular that stood out.” 
 
    “That I would love you as long as there is life in my heart?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “That you are the best thing that ever happened to me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What is it then?” 
 
    “No matter how bad things get, because things would get really bad, we cannot afford to forget the promises of our love life. It is the remembrance of these promises that would keep our hearts burning for each other.” 
 
    “Wow! I said that?’ 
 
    “Yeah, you did,” Rosaline replied, giggling.  
 
    “I think I remember now,” Lands replied, quietly.  
 
    “I remember saying this while we were walking through Santa Monica beach. I remember how you kissed me for ten minutes straight. You were crazy,” Lands chuckled.  
 
    “No! I was in love. I still am.” 
 
    Rosaline pushed herself up, and pressed her lips against his, kissing him intensely, her eyes shut from the world around her. Detective Lands kept his eyes open for a while, clearly not giving the kiss the attention it needed. Moments later, his eyes were slid shut, and sensual flushes ran through his body. Rosaline spread her legs apart, and sat on his thighs, her hands locked at the nape of his neck. Detective Lands, infected by a commensurate dose of amorousness, gripped her night gown, and pulled it off her body. He gripped her perky breasts, and sucked the nipples. Rosaline moaned full-heartedly, pushing her chest to his face. She moved her hand in his pants, and gripped his privates, fondling it. Detective Lands turned her, and dropped her on the bed, lying face down, his lips meeting her lips, they embarked on another round of kissing. Lands meandered down her thighs, dragging his tongue down her clits. He kept them there, reliving the scenes of their young romance. Rosaline moaned loudly, her voice pervading the ambiance. Her legs trembled. A rush of warm fluids coursed through her body. Detective Lands was not just a good detective, he was essentially good where it mattered. He wiggled his tongue as fast as he could afford, sending cold, overwhelming rush of sensual pleasure through her brain. A feat that thoroughly gripped her, and pushed her to spew a litany of profanities.  
 
    “You are god, Honey. Oh! You are the true god.” 
 
    Her eyes remained shut. Her senses heightened, her legs had grown weaker and weaker. She was licking close to an orgasm. And when it finally came, the muscles on her thighs tightened, and she moaned like a woman about to breathe her last. She said other things she wouldn’t say in normal circumstances, and she made sounds she never knew she was capable of making. It was a recipe of pleasure, cooked by the finest cook Rosaline Lands had set her eyes on. The love of her life. It was in this breathtaking rush of orgasm, hallmarked by the intensity of detective Lands' wiggling tongue, that his mobile phone blared away. It was a sound they did not accommodate at first, choosing instead to continue on the things that really mattered in their love life. When the phone rang again, Detective Lands auditory sense was still deafened from the disturbing sound of his ringtone. All his senses conspired together to ensure the satisfaction of Rosaline. However, it seemed pleasure could reach an overdose, because Rosaline’s shaking legs had become light like paper. It seemed the orgasm was gradually turning out to be a route to an untimely death. Unthinking, she folded her legs together, dragging them away from the menacing tongue of her husband. Detective Lands went after her, clearly harboring the intention to pull her legs apart, and continue from where he left off. Rosaline rolled over, weakly, making a run from the sweetness that had started to purge her of her stability. She fell lightly on the floor, face down, legs tightened together, trying to find her breath. Detective Lands edged his head out slightly from the corner of the bed, infected with the impetus to laugh at the charade of his wife. He managed to hold himself, and instead focused on staring at her long, beautiful blonde hair. Her tiny, sexy frame, and her slightly meaty buttocks. Moments later, his hands were on the side of his face, staring in excitement. He had never done it as intensely since their honeymoon, and to his credit, it was not the first time Rosaline had tried to escape from the sweetened sensation from his tongue.  
 
    The phone rang again, and this time Detective Lands could hear it, and he reached out to it on the wall cabinet at the side of the bed. It was from the Police Captain, Edward Berkeley. It was easy for Lands to think there was trouble brewing somewhere. He settled for murder before he took the call.  
 
    “Hello Captain.” 
 
    “A woman has been kidnapped in Kingsway, there is blood everywhere. Get your ass down here.” 
 
    “Can’t this wait till tomorrow?” 
 
    “Bloody hell. It can’t. What are you doing? Fucking your wife?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    A transitory silence sat between them. Captain Edward Berkeley sighed.  
 
    “We think a serial killer is on the loose. And yes, we all know you are the best for things like this. Please be here in forty minutes before the crime scene gets distorted.” 
 
    “Alright then. I’ll try to make it in forty.” 
 
    Detective Lands turned and met Rosaline staring at him with leered, disgruntled eyes. She had taken her time to come up in the bed, and sat with her legs crisscrossed. Detective Lands pushed himself close to her.  
 
    “That was the Captain.” 
 
    “I know. I heard you call him Captain. Let me guess there has been a murder.” 
 
    “Not sure exactly. But it seems the forensic team thinks there is a serial killer on the loose.” 
 
    “Yet another one? I have a bad feeling about this.” 
 
    “Everything will be alright, honey.” 
 
    “I just hope you will be right as always.” 
 
    Rosaline wrung herself from the bed, and walked limply into the bathroom.  
 
    “I’ll be waiting for you. I am not sleeping without you by my side,” she said, before the bathroom door slammed shut. Detective Lands smiled a knowing smile. He sat back for a few seconds, reliving how funnily Rosaline had jumped down from the bed. It was not the first time, but it was funny every time.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    Detective Richard Lands pulled up outside the yellow ribbons taped around the periphery of the duplex. He was donned in a white long sleeves shirt and black pants. The usually scant neighborhood had a few neighbors shuffled to one side beside the line of ribbons, engaged in a muffled up chatter. Detective Lands took a glimpse at the faces of the neighbors shuffled together, and he could see they were mostly elderly folks. It was easy for him to think the serial killer took his time as he swiveled at the large range of greenfield that separated each apartment. A man walked up to him as he pulled the ribbon up for an entry into the crime scene proper. He was holding a microphone, and a cameraman reeled inordinately beside him. 
 
    “Could you tell us what happened here, Detective?” he asked, breathing loudly.  
 
    “I am just coming in.” 
 
    “Is it true that Elizabeth Riverstone has been murdered?” 
 
    “I am just coming in,” Lands repeated, and walked away.  
 
    He met Todd Brewster at the small flight of stairs that led to the balcony. Todd was part of the Forensic team, and he was a tiny, ginger-haired man, easily detected by the red-rimmed spectacles he always wore to work. He was usually quiet, but Lands felt he was the best in the Forensic team. And being only twenty five years, he had enough time to walk his way up the Forensic department.  
 
    “You have to put this on, Sir,” Todd said, handing him a special cellophane-socks for his feet, and gloves for his hands.  
 
    “We think every possible print matters in a crime like this.” 
 
    “Taken the blood sample?” 
 
    “Yes, and properly labeled. Want to hear a  secret?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I think the kidnapper wants us to look at the places he has designed for us.” 
 
    They walked inside the house together, standing side by side.  
 
    “You think this one is clever?” 
 
    “He has to be. And I think he might be sympathetic too.” 
 
    “Why do you think so?” 
 
    “He put the baby to sleep before he left.” 
 
    “Oh! That must have been really difficult.” 
 
    “No. He gave the child a dose of Propofol.” 
 
    Detective Lands uttered a puzzled look.  
 
    “It is a sleeping drug,” Todd added.  
 
    “I know.” 
 
    Detective Lands swiveled at the couch, and saw Edmond Riverstone sitting up with his baby boy beside him, sleeping. He had a somber, despondent look.  
 
    “That’s the husband. He thought he had a heart attack. But he actually tried to suffocate himself out of fear. Before today, I didn’t think that was possible. 
 
    A forensic expert was still taking photograph of the writing on the wall when Detective Lands closed in on the wall cabinet.  
 
    “Do you know any hobby of the victim?” 
 
    “The husband said she liked writing letters to her favorite authors.” 
 
    “Love letters?” 
 
    “He didn’t say.  But we found a bunch of envelopes in the wall cabinet, and we found a shinier one on the floor.” 
 
    “Can I take a look at that one?” 
 
    “Everything will be ready after we analyze the DNA prints.” 
 
    Todd Brewster slipped away, and Detective Lands stood still, eyes fixed on the writings on the wall.  
 
    Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! The thing you love is a killer 
 
    Detective Lands had a strong precognitive skills, and somehow, he allowed his mind's voice continue to recite the writing on the wall. Moments later, he became absorbed in the sound of his mind’s voice, listening attentively to the implication of the writing on the wall. His mind found nothing. Moments later, he wondered why the kidnapper wrote about the thing she loved. He took special attention to the singularity of the love the kidnapper had alluded to. In his head, it was easy to think the kidnapper was not referring to a person or a lot of things. He was particular about a thing. A particular thing Elizabeth loved.  
 
    Is it her penchant to write to her favorite authors? He thought, tapping the side of his head with his forefinger. Lands was grinning, his eyes remaining fixed on the wall. He felt a slightly painful nudge from behind. He turned.  
 
    “If it isn’t the spectacular Detective Lands,” a voice said, smiling at him. Lands smiled a halfhearted smile as his eyes caught the frame of Detective Tom Gibbs.  
 
    “Detective Gibbs. I knew I would see you around,” Lands replied smiling back, theatrically.  
 
    “You know how it goes right? All the Detectives come around and try to solve the case, and then you save us the burden at last. “ 
 
    “Stop kidding yourself,” Lands replied, soberly.  
 
    “Whoever the kidnapper is, he hates something the victim loves,” Gibbs replied, calmly.  
 
    “So everyone is settling for a male serial killer, huh?” 
 
    “They are always male, aren’t they?” Gibbs replied, and walked away. 
 
    Lands stood still, wondering how everyone easily thought the woman had been kidnapped and still alive. There was the perceptible hint that everyone thought the blood on the wall did not belong to the woman. It was at this moment, a thought occurred to him. An unsolved case that involved blood on the wall and a kidnapped woman who was never found. It happened almost two years ago, and the realization made Detective Lands lumber off in search for Todd. He bumped into two patrol policemen.  
 
    “Where the fuck is Todd?” he asked.  
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Oh! Christ,” he said, hurrying to the threshold of the house. He met Gibbs at the door.  
 
    “Has something popped up in that genius brain of yours?” 
 
    “Do you remember a similar case of a kidnapped woman almost two years ago in Burnaby?” 
 
    Gibbs thought for a while, and nodded.  
 
    “The woman was never found,” Gibbs replied, scratching his brow.  
 
    “I took charge of that investigation,” he added.  
 
    “As far as I can remember, there was blood on the wall as well, right?” 
 
    “Yes. But it was the blood of a bear.” 
 
    “What did the writing say?” Lands asked, curiously.  
 
    Gibbs raised his eyebrows up, racking his brain.  
 
    “I can’t really remember. But it is on the case file. We would take a look at it later.” 
 
    “Okay. Have you seen Todd?” 
 
    “He went that way,” Gibbs said, pointing to a green, brushy route.  
 
    Detective Lands charged down, lurched left, and caught a semblance of Todd pointing a really bright torch on the field.  
 
    “Todd! What are you doing there?” He asked.  
 
    “Come on,” Todd said, gesturing to him  
 
    Lands traipsed through the brushy path, and when he edged closer to him, Todd raised his hand up.  
 
    “Stop,” he said. Detective Lands stood still.  
 
    “I need to talk to you, Todd. I think I found something.” 
 
    “Don’t you always do?” 
 
    “Was the envelope on the floor open?” 
 
    “I didn’t take notice of it.” 
 
    “The kidnapper has done this before. And the last time the woman’s body wasn’t found.” 
 
    “I know. I was there. It is a pity you were too busy solving the case of Andrew Menon.” 
 
    “And it was a  pretty, important case,” Lands added.  
 
    “This guy is sneaky. The last time we could not get a single print. Not even one. And there was no sign of struggle with the victim.” 
 
    “So you think…” 
 
    “I think he is a very careful guy. And he takes his time to know the victim and the structure of her house.” 
 
    “Okay. That explains why you are here.” 
 
    “Exactly. And look, Sir,” Todd said raising a small canister to his face.  
 
    “I found a strand of hair in here.” 
 
    “Maybe it is from a neighbor. “ 
 
    “I found it on top of a blade of grass. This place has not been tended to in weeks. If it belonged to a neighbor, it would be underneath the grass.” 
 
    “That sounds exciting. Do you remember what he wrote on the wall the last time?” 
 
    “I think it was something about helping the woman.” 
 
    “The last woman had a child?” 
 
    “Yes, she did,” Todd replied, interested. “What does that matter?” 
 
    “It does, Todd. It explains the lack of struggle. He used the children as bargaining chips. And I think it wasn’t only the child that got a shot of Propofol. Come walk with me,” Lands said, hurrying out of the field. Todd followed behind slowly. Moments later, Detective Lands reached the threshold of the house, and found Gibbs holding a funny conversation with a patrol officer. He slid past them, but felt a soft tug on his cuff.  
 
    “Funny I just remembered the writing on the wall just now.” 
 
    “What was it?” Lands asked, inquisitively.  
 
    “I am the truth. And the truth will set her free.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah. I just thought about the Bible, and then I remembered.” 
 
    “Impressive.” 
 
    “So you think he wants to set them free from the things they love?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “What could one possibly love that is a killer?” 
 
    “A killer,” Lands replied, glibly.  
 
    “But it is too simple,” Gibbs retorted.  
 
    “The solutions are like that sometimes. We need to read the content of that envelope.” 
 
    “That would be tomorrow,” Todd cut in, whispering.  
 
    “The blood sample is out. Where is Detective Lands?” A voice bawled from the far wall. Gibbs and Lands gave themselves a perfunctory look, and turned towards the man.  
 
    Oliver Fish was the head of the Forensic team.  He was a diminutive, bald man that only said as much as he was needed to say.  
 
    “Is it her blood?” Gibbs asked, moments later.  
 
    “No it isn’t,” Fish replied, curtly. He shook his head, and tucked in his shirt ever so slightly.  
 
    “I think we have a serial killer on our hands for sure. The blood belongs to Sarah Vardy.” 
 
    “The lost woman from Burnaby,” Gibbs reiterated, glancing at Lands.  
 
    “Congratulations Lands. You got your first prediction right. If the two murders are connected, then Sarah Vardy was the first victim. I suppose it was why he used the blood of a bear the last time,” Gibbs said, with raised eyebrows. 
 
    The three men  gave him a silent, studious look. It seemed to unsettle Detective Gibbs, and inadvertently, he started scratching the back of his head.  
 
    “I may be wrong, but…” 
 
    “I don’t think you are wrong, Detective,” Lands cut in, intercepting him. “If anything, I think you just made an important point. “ 
 
    “Thank you,” Gibbs replied, sincerely.  
 
    “I guess we would have to wait until tomorrow to get a full analysis of the evidence. For now, I’ll have to go home. I have a wife waiting for me to return before she sleeps,” Lands said, scuffing away.  
 
    “And Todd,” He said, turning back.  
 
    “Don’t keep me waiting.” 
 
    Todd nodded, subserviently. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    The room was as dark as death, like waking up in the beginning of the earth when it was dark and void. The void came as an assault to her sensibilities. Her mind was on an inordinate rampage, sweeping through the aspects of her life she held dear. It was this inordinate spell of thought that gave her hope that she was alive. She was not dead, and it was perhaps something to be thankful for. When her thoughts became congruent, she discovered she was hanging on a wall. And her hands and legs were spread wide, bound in wall-chains. She moved her left hand slightly, and held the hushed clattering of the chains. A rush of pain pulsed through her body, weakening her. As she drifted longer on the path of recovery from the longest sleep of her life, Elizabeth had started to expect the worst. A feeling that accentuated the strain on her arms and thighs. Her sense of horror was glaring in the thick darkness, and she spared a moment to think about her son, William. She wondered if he was here with her. If his mouth was gagged up to muffle up any intended rush of cry. The thought alone heightened her sense of devastation. And silently, she hoped her kidnapper had been merciful to her child. Moments later, she moved both her hands. And the resulting sound was a sibilant, whispering clink. It was easy for her to the think the chains had been tightened to the wall. It was easy for her to expect the worst. She knew she could mingle with thought of an escape, of police storming into the room and setting her free. Of the rarity of the kidnapper changing his mind and letting her go free. She could, but she decided to hold a more pessimistic dimension to her suffering. And as a result, she nurtured the possibility of being tortured to death. She hoped when the kidnapper finally decided to kill her, it would be a quick slit of her throat. She thought about this with some sense of fulfilment, like being slit on the throat was one of the best things one could take from the decrepitude she had found herself. It was an uninspiring thought process facilitated by her desire to hinder the pangs of surprise and heartbreak. She thought about death and hoped when it finally came, she would be able to look it straight in the eye, with boldness and a sense of relief. And on this, she was very wrong. She moved her lips, and noticed for the first time that she hadn't been gagged up as she so unwittingly thought. There was a paper gum at the top of her upper lip, and she barely knew why it was there. She mingled with the thought of shouting for help, but she was wary about the response of the kidnapper to such a rebellious stance.  
 
    What does he really need from me? She thought briefly.   
 
    Thinking was perhaps the only luxury she could afford in such a devastating state. She could not conjure up a theory that thoroughly explained the ambition of her kidnapper.  
 
    “Is anybody there?” She asked, in a calm, quiet voice. There was no reply.  
 
    “Is anybody there?” This time, her voice was normal. Again there was no reply.  
 
    What if he has left you here to die? A voice whispered in her head.  She dropped a steel door on this thought.  
 
    “Is anybody there?” This time she was shouting. 
 
    “Is anybody there?” she repeated, shouting.  
 
    “Is anybody there? Is anybody  there? Is anybody there?” 
 
    The shrill sound of her voice pealed through the room and when she heard no response, she started to cry. A loud, horrified rush of blubbering. Moments later, she pulled her hands and feet as strong as she could, splintering them. Elizabeth did not mind, she went about this routine, hoping she could set herself free. She was crying and pulling. Crying and pulling. Hoping this was some test. Some reality TV show gone wrong. As her horror intensified, Elizabeth found herself dropping back to an optimistic domain. Clearly, she knew too little to really have a practical experience of what a horrible death looked like. She pulled and cried. Pulled and cried. Her wrists felt numbed with pain. Her heart throbbed with a headache. Her feet trembled in a concatenation of trepidation and despondence. Her stomach had become sticky from the smell that oozed around her. It was the smell of blood, and more specifically, it was the smell of the blood that usually expatiated the location of a slaughterhouse. This gripped her heart. Gripped her voice so hard she could no longer hear herself cry. Her auditory perception had become deadened, and her fear plumbed new depths. She found herself once again mingling with an easy death. She hoped the sick man would not butcher her to death. She hoped her olfactory sense was just playing tricks with her brain. She trailed through a sequence of unnamed hopes, and Elizabeth suddenly eschewed the thought of William from her mind. She had not even thought about Edmond Riverstone, her husband. His plight did not concern her. In this new state she found herself, she was afflicted with thoughts of the transience of life. Deep inside of her, she decided she would live each day like her last if she was able to escape from the lair of her kidnapper. Also, she nurtured the thought of divorcing Edmond Riverstone. He had long since stopped playing the role of a true husband, and Elizabeth thought she was misguided by her sense of entitlement to a long life. She thought time was all she had, and her husband would come around once he had made enough money. Now, she hated him. She despised him for leaving her alone for too long in the house. She hated him for prioritizing work over family. She hated him for being too fat. She hated him for the countless time he farted when they slept together. She hated him for not being able to satisfy her amorous urges. She hated him for snoring, and moments later, her disgust for her husband splintered to the trivial, irrelevant things. Like how he talked. Oh! How she hated how his lips moved. How she hated the way his stomach wobbled after eating. How she hated the way he walked in gait of an old man. It was a rush of insanity that ended with a loud, horrified sigh. Elizabeth thought her life had always been a prison. She had always been chained. She had always desired the wild, wild things because of her invisible chains. Her life had always been miserable, and perhaps her present shackled state was just an overt manifestation of the imprisonment she had always condoned in her mind. This spell of thought started to calm her. In her plight, she had started to think about the things that never occurred to her while she lived in the big house. She started to think about how her husband always asked about the welfare of William when he called. How he barely ever cared for her welfare since the birth of the boy. How he gave her gifts from his trips. Gifts that served as bribes to accommodate his inadequacies. Now everything had become clearer. She had barely used her head while she was free. She had been stupid. She had taken up a job as an investment banker because she simply wanted to meet other people. Nice, fun-filled people that would temporarily make her forget about her husband, who treated their love-life with severe nonchalance. She tried to suppress a lingering thought. She was unwilling to let it jump up to the surface of her mind. It was bad. It was a damning indication of how she licked closer and closer to infidelity. It almost made her cry. Every thought eerily carried an extra burden since she had been in this desolate place. The thought sneaked in anyway. The realization that every single time she was at the bank, she wished she could meet a man, who would finally treat her amorous needs. She looked up at the faces of the men, hoping one would approach her. Elizabeth was a very beautiful woman, and it was perhaps why nobody fancied their chances with her. Dating a beautiful, single woman was hard. Dating a beautiful, married woman was harder. Dating a beautiful married woman, who computed herself with high dignity and spoke formally every time she needed to talk, was perhaps the hardest task for philandering men. It especially surprised Elizabeth how everything became clearer to her. And now she wished she had cut a swathe through the hard, un-patronizing demeanor she exuded in her workplace. She wished she smiled more often and complimented the few handsome men, who tagged along to have a business conversation with her. She wished she spoke to more people at the cafeteria where she spent her lunch break drinking from a cup of black, bitter coffee and eating pancakes. Elizabeth could see how easily life could superimpose a person on a damning trajectory, and how life was essentially short and unpredictable. She simply wished she had more fun.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Detective Lands was driving through Exit 27 toward First Avenue E when he discovered he was feeling really hungry. He pulled at the parking lot of a restaurant named: EDEN DOME. He had not used the restaurant before now, but he was attracted by the resplendence of its lighting, and how the tables were neatly arranged. The top glass walls were transparent, accentuating the beauty of the restaurant. Lands wrenched himself from his car, tired, and slightly sleepy. He took a glimpse at his wristwatch, and saw that the time was edging past nine forty five. He briefly wondered whether Rosaline was still awake, waiting for him to return. She had her busiest school schedule on Wednesday, which was tomorrow, and as he drifted inside the restaurant, Lands hoped she would go against her own suggestion and sleep. The restaurant was scanty. It only took a few seconds for him to scan the place. A young couple sat towards the far wall, smiling sheepishly at themselves, obviously thrilled by their union. An elderly couple sat at the table nearest to the door, silent, and nibbling off potato chips. It was easy to think about the cycle of love. The transcendence from an exciting, noisy, I-can't-do-without-you dimension to a steeper, silent, I-am-just-glad-we-can-get-along dimension. And Lands briefly thought about the darkest dimension of the cycle. The part that hallmarked tiredness, boredom, and the sheer desire to be detached from the person that used to make life worthwhile. An innocuous introspection gradually pushed him to consider where his love life with Rosaline was placed in the cycle. Sometimes they went a day without really having a conversation. There was a time, during the investigation of the deaths of Winos, when he went a week without having a meaningful conversation with Rosaline. Times when they simply stopped at the I-hope-you-are-fine question, and even though she always said yes, he knew she wasn’t really fine. He could see the slacks of sleeplessness on her lower eyelids. He could see the bleariness in her eyes. And in those moments, he had restrained himself from communicating his observation because it would only make things worse. He observed, felt really bad and went ahead with his investigation. Now, there was the indication that he was gradually licking close to rekindling the fire that encapsulated their love life. They had had a really great moment earlier today, and perhaps it was easy to think that for the most part, most relationship sequined by love usually drifted back and forth from I-can’t-do-without-you and I-am-just-glad-we-can-get-along dimensions.  
 
    “May I offer you anything, Sir?”  
 
    Lands looked up, and caught the limpid eyes of a young boy, whose blonde hair seeped off the corners of a red face cap. He smiled, and caught the boy’s eyes drifting to the police badge that looped down from his neck.  
 
    “I want to try your chips. Could you add a cup a coffee?” 
 
    “Of course, Sir. Would you like me to add chicken to your chips. It is usually chicken and chips for the folks that come around here.” 
 
    Lands gave him an impressed look.  
 
    “Alright then.”  
 
    The boy drifted away to an embankment adjacent the entrance door to get his order. Lands quickly chivvied his badge into his left pocket, and drifted inside the restaurant. He had scanned the scanty restaurant, but somehow he had missed out on one other person. A young man, donned in an all gray Armani suit. He had dark, combed-back hair, and an angular, beautiful face. He was the definition of a Hollywood beauty, and his head was loomed down on a book. His black, shiny briefcase was placed on his table, beside a cup of coffee. He was sitting alone, and Lands plopped down on the adjoining table. The young man took his face from the book, and swiveled at Lands with a bright, catching smile, before closing the book altogether, and picking up his cup of coffee, he took a sip. Lands waited his order, and once again his mind drifted to Rosaline. He had the strong craving to call her. And moments later, he dipped his hand into his pocket, and brought out his phone. The battery was flat.  
 
    “Damn,” he said, silently. There was the sudden perception that Rosaline might have tried to reach him. And it was crazy how he didn’t know his battery was flat. Moments later, the waiter came along, and dropped a tray on his table. He nodded and left. Lands swiveled at the man sitting beside him. Their eyes locked. Lands thought he had brown, piercing eyes.  
 
    “Hey,” the man said, waving.  
 
    “Hey,” Lands replied.  
 
    “Need to call someone? You could use my phone if it is urgent,” he said, smiling at Lands.  
 
    Lands thought about it for a while, his eyes locked to the eyes of the man, unblinkingly, gauging the wet gleam on his eyes, the quiet, patronizing look that sifted from them. He smiled.  
 
    “It is okay if you don’t feel comfortable using my phone,” the man said, taking his eyes from his.  
 
    “No! No! No! Not at all. I was just wondering if I really need to make the call. It is my wife,” Lands replied, smiling theatrically.  
 
    “Women put their heart in mostly intangible things. I think putting a call to your wife if you are staying late is kinda the norm,” the man said.  
 
    “Yeah. My place is just a few minutes, but I think I should probably call her.” 
 
    “Great,” the man replied, and took a sip of coffee, handing his phone to Lands. Lands took it, and called his wife. She picked on the third ring. 
 
    “Hello. Who is this?” 
 
    “It is me, honey.” 
 
    “God! Darling. What happened to your phone? I have been trying to reach you.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize my battery was flat. I am sorry. And it is exactly why I had to borrow a phone.” 
 
    “Where are you?” 
 
    “I am at restaurant eating chips. I’ll be home in minutes. And honey, I think you should go to sleep. You have a busy schedule tomorrow. I took my keys, and I will find my way in.” 
 
    “I am not exactly feeling sleepy. Just try and get home as fast as you can. “ 
 
    “Alright then. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    Lands handed the phone to the man, who had started reading from his book again.  
 
    “Thank you,” he said.  
 
    “It is my pleasure,” the man replied.  
 
    Lands took a sip of coffee, and nibbled off a potato chip, adding a slice of chicken to the combination. He was really hungry, and he tried to eat as decorously as he could afford in this circumstance. He kept his eyes on the man, uttering infrequent looks. He had started reading from his book again. Moments later, he brought a laptop out from his briefcase, and typed away, obviously busy. Lands concentrated on his meal, and he thought it was really delicious. Only, sometimes any meal is delicious to a hungry man. Lands thought he would start frequenting the restaurant. The coffee was great, and he felt the greatness of the coffee had nothing to do with his hunger. Moments later, the man slapped his laptop close, and placed it back in his briefcase. He swiveled at Lands. Their eyes met.  
 
    “I haven’t really introduced myself. I am Brian Sanders,” he said, stretching a hand. Lands clasped his hand. The two of them doing their best to smile.  
 
    “I am Detective Richard Lands,” Lands replied, slowly.  
 
    “Oh! You are a detective. That nice. I think it really suits you.” 
 
    “Why do you say that?” Lands asked, curiously.  
 
    “I know you have been giving me a side look. So obviously you have an investigative mind,” Brian replied, grinning. Lands smiled, shaking his head.  
 
    “And you figured that out simply by just looking at me.” 
 
    “I figure a lot of things out simply by looking at them,” Brian replied, confidently.  
 
    “Oh! So you are a psychologist?” 
 
    “No and yes. A man is only truly a psychologist once he becomes an object to his own self. The ability to hold an unbiased perception of your personality is important in having a concrete perception of someone else.” 
 
    “That sounds nice. So what explanation do you have for saying no?” 
 
    Brian Sanders smiled, and took a another sip from his coffee.  
 
    “In this world, you can’t be something if an institution does not give you a certification to become that thing. When you think certification, I am an Economist.” 
 
    “Demand and supply?” Lands chuckled.  
 
    “Exactly demand and supply.” 
 
    Detective Lands chewed a slice of chicken, and took small draughts from his coffee. He swiveled at Brian Sanders, he was looking back at him.  
 
    “I feel a little comfortable talking to you, Detective. That is rare. I am a usually private man.” 
 
    “Maybe you should go out more often,” Lands replied. 
 
    “I do travel a lot, Detective. I just returned from Paris today.” 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I am a business man. And other than being a great FOREX expert, I have a blog. A really successful blog. I also collect esoteric artifacts and antique drawings. Have you heard of the Silent Museum?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I own the place.” 
 
    “Wow! So you are a rich man?” 
 
    “I became an object to myself.” 
 
    “Whatever that means, I think you have done pretty good for yourself.” 
 
    “People say that about me. But I am a very curious man, Detective. I am desperately curious.” 
 
    “Talking about curious, Mister Sanders. What do you blog about?” 
 
    “I am a writer, and I have always wanted to cover an obvious lacuna in written pieces. People like to write about things that people are expected to understand. But I have taken an interest in writing about things that people do not really understand. Everyday things.” 
 
    “Hmm. What kind of writing would that be?” 
 
    “Recently, I have been collecting letters written by women and secret admirers of criminals. I have specially decided to focus on hybristophilia. And my viewings has more than doubled since I ventured into this writing two years ago.” 
 
    “How do you get the letters? Or are they fictional?” 
 
    “How do people get anything, Detective? It is always a case of demand and supply.” 
 
    “For a young man, you seem to have an old soul,” Lands complimented.  
 
    “Again, people tell me that.” 
 
    “Do you find it pleasurable reading those letters? I have heard people say writers usually write about the things they have an interest in.” 
 
    “Some are pleasurable. A woman from North Carolina wrote to a burglar, and she wanted the burglar to come kill her husband, so they could abscond without anyone getting on their way.” 
 
    “Oh! Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. And here’s the best part. The burglar wrote back to the woman advising her to remember her vows. And how marriage is for better for worst. He continued to write to the woman, almost becoming a makeshift therapist to her. Months later, the woman resolved her misunderstanding with her husband and thanked the burglar.” 
 
    “Happily ever after.” 
 
    “Exactly. And trust me, happily ever after stories in this genre are really hard to come by.” 
 
    “I can imagine. I mean how many criminals out there would be so diplomatic and kind. It might not be the same story if she wrote to a serial killer, “ Detective Lands trilled, and felt a cold rush of fluid up his stomach. It felt something about what they were saying struck a chord, but he could not place his hand on it.  
 
    I am having a déjà vu feeling? He thought.  
 
    “Actually, I think you are right, Detective. Letters to serial killers are usually interspersed with dangerous love with a propensity to spill over. There is even a chance the serial killers could actually instigate their lovers to carry out killings on their behalf.” 
 
    Detective Lands squinted his eyes, and could only think about Andrew Menon. He slumped into his mind, and remembered the smile on Andrew Menon face when he was given a life sentence. It was almost as if he savored it, and for a moment, Lands briefly wondered if Andrew Menon was capable of instigating murders by influencing people from inside prison. There was the perceptible representation of the cleverness of the boy. His propensity to subliminally alter the trajectory of a man’s thought. Detective Lands could remember how meticulously he dissected the justification of his actions. How he wondered if he was doing the world a favor by ridding it of its shame. How it was unlikely anyone would take a wino in. How they were mostly retarded and perverted by their chronic propensity to stay drunk. Wouldn’t he be doing the world a favor? 
 
    These were deliberations that kept him up at night. Mostly fastened by the nice words everyone had to say about him. Every single person that knew him had something good to say about him. And perhaps he exemplified his truthfulness and sincerity by stating the numbers of Winos he had killed. In any case, Detective Lands felt it would be almost impossible for the Andrew Menon to kill obviously normal people. His targets had always been Winos. Not just drunks. Homeless, decrepit drunks. And it would be an indictment on his supposed integrity to facilitate the killing of helpless women, who simply led a simple life.  
 
    But what if there is a connection? What if Andrew Menon has seen a new justification for carrying out his actions? 
 
    When Detective Lands swiveled back at Brian Sanders, he was circling a paragraph on his book. Brian swiveled at him almost immediately.  
 
    “Seemed something about my writing rubbed off on you.” 
 
    “Like you said, Mister Sanders. I am a detective. Want to hear a secret?” 
 
    “If you want to share, then why not,” Brian replied, smiling.  
 
    “I am just coming from a crime scene. A woman was murdered. She has been writing letters to her favorite authors. At least it was what her husband thought. We haven’t looked at the letters yet, but I am starting to think she could have written to a criminal. Maybe even a serial killer. “ 
 
    “The thing about women, who write to criminals is that they are usually the least you would expect to do such. They are usually nice and beautiful women. They are usually bored. They have an absent husband or parents. They are usually lonely,” Brian trilled.  
 
    “I’ll have to be on my way now, Mister Sanders. My wife wouldn’t sleep without me,” Lands said, wringing himself from his chair.  
 
    “I have had an incredible time talking to you, Detective. I am really glad I met you. Please let me take your bill.” 
 
    Lands smiled, and shook his outstretched hand, which he had not noticed.  
 
    “It is a pleasure talking to you too, Mister Sanders. You made me understand certain things better,” Lands replied, sincerely.  
 
    “I hope I would meet you again, Detective. I live in 12th street, and I will be around for a month or so. I am usually here if you want to meet.” 
 
    “I would really love to,” Lands replied.  
 
    “Alright then. Here’s my card. Feel free to call me anytime.” 
 
    “That’s really nice, thank you. And thank you for the bill.” 
 
    “It is my pleasure.” 
 
    Detective Lands drove home, introspective, ruminating on the soundness of the relationship he shared with his wife. He wondered if he had been mostly impervious to understanding how she felt for the most part. How she resigned herself to the perceptible danger he mingled with at the workplace. There were times she had urged him to remember he was not truly indispensable to the police department, and there was no way they would not find a replacement if he were to die on a mission. She had oftentimes been saddened by the interminable devotion of her husband to the police, and it almost suggested he cared less about the sorrow she could mingle with if something were to happen to him. Detective Lands wondered if his wife was truly lonely. He wondered if there were things going on in her  mind that she was unwilling to share with him. In any case, something about what Brian Sanders said at the restaurant had rubbed off on him. Something about how his wife could actually be the kind of women who wrote to criminals because of the despondence and loneliness that sifted out from their married life. Detective Lands was strongly optimistic, fostering the narrative that his wife wouldn’t stoop to writing to criminals. But that was exactly the problem, if he took the suggestion of Brian Sanders seriously.  
 
    Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! The thing you love is a killer 
 
    The words flashed on his mind as he turned onto Marine DR and into Ambleside street, where he lived with his wife in a bungalow.  
 
    The thing you love is a killer 
 
    As Detective Lands pulled up in the periphery of his house, he had a stronger intuition Elizabeth was actually writing to a serial killer. It was the thing she loved. A killer. And someone had kidnapped her because of that. It made more sense, and he wondered if Andrew Menon could somehow pull such a stunt in order to punish Elizabeth for writing to a serial killer. Lands thought it seemed likely, and as he deliberated on this, a black SUV lurched out from the road at the back of his apartment, swerved straight, and drove north, speeding away. The road at the back of his apartment led to a dead end. It essentially led to the small overgrowth that was not motor-able.  
 
    “Rosaline,” he screamed, and flew out of his car. He opened the door, and ran inside the bedroom. Rosaline was sitting up on the bed, wide awake. She was surprised to see him scurrying inside like a mad man chasing his shadow. Lands huffed and puffed in relief, fastening the sudden loose ends of his mind together.  
 
    “Are you okay, Honey?” he asked.  
 
    “Of course. What happened down there?” 
 
    “Nothing really serious. I love you so much, Darling,” Lands cried.  
 
    “I love you so much too. Are you alright?” 
 
    “Yeah. I love you. I just realized I haven’t shown you enough.” 
 
    “It is okay. You are a Detective…” 
 
    “No! It is not okay,” Lands bawled. 
 
    “Being Detective means nothing if I am unable to be with the one I love as much as I should.” 
 
    “What really happened there, honey?” 
 
    “Nothing serious. We might have another serial killer in town. But it is nothing.” 
 
    Lands drew close to Rosaline, and kissed her. Rosaline drew her lips away.  
 
    “Was anybody killed?” 
 
    “A woman was kidnapped, and the blood of a woman from a previous kidnap was found at the crime scene. Honey, it is nothing,” Lands replied, kissing her again. This time Rosaline was  more involved in the kissing, pushing her tongue into his mouth. Lands pushed his head apart moments later.  
 
    “You know you can tell me anything, right?” He asked, seriously.  
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to hide things from me. I want us to communicate our issues and resolve them.” 
 
    “You are certainly acting weird tonight. Are you sure nothing else happened at the crime scene?” 
 
    “Honey, I realized I have been crazy busy with work and I usually don’t give our marriage the attention it needs. I am so sorry.” 
 
    Rosaline was quiet, her eyes fixed on the lips of her husband as they moved, and said the things they were usually not inclined to say. Detective Lands took his time to talk about their honeymoon at the Santa Monica beach, and how he had the intention of reliving their romance at the beach in December. How he would be very much inclined to go out on a vacation with her so they cover the schism that had perpetuated itself in their marriage. Lands held forth about this with a vigor and passion that usually surrounded his mien at the workplace. There was a thimbleful of tears in his eyes buttressing how passionately he steeled himself in reconfiguring the exciting romance he shared with Rosaline. Rosaline kept mute, eyes wet with a healthy sheen. Something about the passion of her husband had imposed her in a mesmerism she could not resist. And surprisingly, it came at the right moment. It was hard to forget how she went a month without hearing from Lands because he was disguising as a Wino. He had willingly decided to go undercover even though there were other undercover agents suited for that purpose. He had done that in spite of the fact it was their anniversary month. She could never forget how his blatant disregard for their marriage had elicited such sorrow and loneliness from her. She had mingled with getting separated from him. She was still mingling with that up till this very moment. It was a part of her she had kept hidden for the most part. And now, looking into the eyes of Detective Lands, she could see the man she was extremely fond of. The love of her life. The man of her dreams. And in this unexpected rush of emotion, she started to cry. Sobbing. No sound. Just tears dripping down from her eyes. Tears that silently communicated the blight in her heart. And as Lands persisted, talking about how they would visit the Hollywood cemetery in Los Angeles, and watch some of those old movies she particularly loved, Rosaline started to smile amidst the tears. She placed her two hands on his face, and steadied her wet, keen eyes on him, crying and smiling. Crying and smiling. Even the Detective was not left out in the rush of emotion, he found himself mingling with a cold sensation throughout his body. His eyes were wet. Not crying, but wet. His face had become florid, and there was a genuineness in his promises that made him realize how stupid and carefree he had been. Looking at the face of Rosaline, how it spat out her deep-rooted sadness, every fragment of her body conspiring to set her free, Lands could see how right Brian Sanders had been. How he might have inadvertently inspired their current rush of emotion. And although he didn’t mingle too much with this thought, he felt Brian Sanders could have saved his marriage.  
 
    “I have been waiting for when you would say this. I have been waiting for when I would have my lover back,” she cried, exhaling loudly.  
 
    “I have been stupid. I am sorry.” 
 
    “What really happened there?” 
 
    Lands swiveled away from her, and smiled.  
 
    “What would happen to my job if I have no wife to come back to?” 
 
    “Was that why you rushed in the way you did?” 
 
    “I thought you were in trouble.” 
 
    “Why would I be in trouble?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Have you ever imagined writing a love letter to a serial killer?” 
 
    “How can I imagine such a stupid thing?” Rosaline said, surprised. She gave Detective Lands a side look.  
 
    “Was the woman writing to a serial killer?” 
 
    “I don’t know for sure. Baby forget about this.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Rosaline smiled, and drew closer to him. They kissed intensely, venturing into an escapade that spanned a few minutes. Moments later, afflicted by a high dose of lasciviousness, Rosaline unbuttoned the shirt of her husband, with fiery, love-struck hands, ripping most of the buttons apart. He  went for his trousers, unzipped him, maintaining the fieriness. She pulled the trousers to his knees, and Lands pushed her on the bed, dragging her nightgown up. Moments later, they embarked on a fast paced, ferocious sex-escapade that spanned six minutes.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth thought she heard a sound of footsteps. A sound that seemed to disappear once she strained her ears to get an auditory perception of what she thought she heard. She wondered if she had dosed off in this perilous state, because it was hard to tell what she did moments ago. It was easy to think she had dreamed about hearing footsteps moving. She squinted her eyes in the dark, trying to catch a dot of yellow light in the offing. Something about the light lighted up her mood, and she channeled all the strength she could muster to release a loud peal of anguish. She shouted again and again, and she noticed as she did, she light seemed to draw closer to her. The dot of yellow light seemed like help, a rare, improbable change in the dynamics of her life. As the light dragged nearer, she did her best to continue to scream, hoping her voice would be a form of navigation for the dot of light. Inside her, she nurtured the suppressed feeling that fate had given her a chance to live right. Perhaps something in the blue row of clouds had heard her, an angel had heard the introspective anguish she had mingled with, and perhaps arrested by her desire to live according to her own terms, fate had decided to send help. Elizabeth was not much of a believer. In fact, she  had a habit of skipping Sunday School when she was little, choosing instead to sit at the back of the church, kissing a boy she thought she loved so deeply. In any case, she allowed this apprehension grow inside of her. There was the quiet reconsideration of her religious belief. So much had changed for her in such a short spell of time. So much, and she had started to cry again, screaming as the dot of light drew closer and closer. It was like the light at the end of the tunnel. It was what she thought, and as the light became closer and closer, she was able to scan the faint semblance of her prison. She could see a dirty table in the near distance, and she could see there were things on top of the table. Her eyes could not really see what the things were, but they looked like instruments. The kind one would find in a mechanic shop. Perhaps it was a mechanic shop. She raised her eyes up, and could see that the person holding the flash of light had stopped moving.  
 
    “Over here,” she screamed, trying to remind him why he had embarked on the journey in the first place. The frame remained rooted to the spot like a petrified object. The torch exuding the light tilted slowly downward. Her eyes followed the trail of the torch, floundered, strapped in a cocoon of confusion.  
 
    Why has he stopped? She thought.  
 
    The light danced a little, and Elizabeth could see it was the frame of a man. It had to be.  
 
    “Over here. Help me,” she cried.  
 
    Moments later, she heard a click, and the light went off. Quickly, it reinforced the fear she had struggled to push down from the fore of her mind. Now, in the constellation of her life, a deep, dark revulsion was closely juxtaposed with fear, trepidation and sadness. She had started to feel the strain on her shoulder and feet.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” she screamed, angrily. Silence. A transitory silence that made her understand the man could be her kidnapper. He had to be. She heard the sound of feet moving in a controlled, measured patter. She was straining her ears for the movement of the sound when the room lit up. A flash of blinding, white light encapsulated the entirety of her cell. Elizabeth could not see immediately. Her eyes had gotten so used to the darkness, the flash of light came as an assault to their functionality. Gradually the blurry vision of the man before her became clear. It was exactly who she thought it was. Seeing the appearance of her kidnapper made her weak. It made her so weak she tried to suffocate herself. It was impossible. She kept her eyes on him, rudely, stupidly, uttering the I-no-longer-give-a-fuck stare. There was a glare in her eyes, and it seemed the kidnapper noticed, and shifted back clapping his hands.  
 
    “Nice one, Elizabeth. Seriously, nice one.” 
 
    “You stupid son of a bitch. You bloody Coward. Take the mask off your face,” she shouted, angrily.  
 
    “Save your strength. You might need it,” he replied, clapping. He walked down to the table, and plopped down. A transitory silence pervaded the ambiance. The man sat still, shaking his head as if a song was blaring away inside of it.  
 
    “I am thirsty,” Elizabeth said, sincerely.  
 
    “I thought we got on a good foot, Elizabeth. I even told you my name. I hardly tell people my name.” 
 
    “Your name is not Nemesis. No one names their kid Nemesis.” 
 
    “It is what you think, but it doesn’t mean it is true. A name is simply a means of identification. Let’s say you escape, what are you going to tell the cops about the man who kidnapped you?” 
 
    Elizabeth spat a mouthful of Saliva towards him.  
 
    “Fuck you,” she said, faintly.  
 
    “See, Elizabeth. You will tell them exactly what I have told you and they would walk their way down from there.” 
 
    “What do you really want?” 
 
    “I want to set you free?” he replied, confidently.  
 
    “What? What does that even mean, asshole?” 
 
    “I like your temerity, Elizabeth. It doesn’t sound nice, but I like it. When the time comes, you will beg me to set you free. It would be the only thing you want,” he replied, coldly.  
 
    Elizabeth swallowed, her fear heightened by the mien of the man. It wasn’t necessary because of what he said. It was how he said it. Like he had been in this situation before, and had had to set a few persons free, indicating he had enough experience to know that Elizabeth would become humble at last. There was a sense of assurance in the tone of his voice that was dark and wicked.  
 
    “What exactly are you setting me free from?” Elizabeth asked, suddenly willing to flow along.  
 
    Nemesis stood up, and cocked his head sideways, in a silent show of surprise.  
 
    “I thought you will never ask. I will set you free from your sin and perversion?” 
 
    “What sins? Who set you up as a judge of truth?” she replied, sobbing, clearly immersed in the realization she was dealing with a psycho. An intelligently stupid psycho.  
 
    “That is not the point, Elizabeth. Your sin is…” 
 
    “What sin? What fucking sin?” Tears streamed down from her eyes.  
 
    “Did you consider you were trying to make a killer happy?” 
 
    Elizabeth was quiet, a scrim of resignation etched on her face.  
 
    “When you wrote to that serial killer for the very first time, what was your motive, Elizabeth? What was your motive?” 
 
    Elizabeth remained quiet, swimming deeper in guilt.  
 
    “You wrote love letters to him. You gave him hope when he was supposed to be hopeless. You made him feel important when he was supposed to feel worthless. You had a total disregard for the number of people he has killed. People who simply wanted to stay alive. You  gave such a man hope, Elizabeth? How does that make you feel?" 
 
    It was easy to see how easily Elizabeth felt guilty. And in her defense, she felt writing to her serial lover was a prophylactic to the sadness and despondence she contended with day and night. She loomed her head down in shame, and felt even more miserable. Somehow she had avoided this section of her life when she ruminated on the subtleties of her existence, because it was thoroughly a segment that shamed her. And it was a slow, accretive process. First, when she saw him on the news, watched him talk in the courtroom, going against established court orders, it was indicative of the wildness she was desperate to accommodate in her life. His physique and bright, blue eyes were antithetical to the bloated, heavyset frame of her husband. And he was a charming, young man. His charm and impeccable vocabulary was hard to resist, and she had gone online, watched viral videos of Andrew Menon. She was enamored with his athletic skills, his firm built, his intellect, virtually every physical and mental trait of the young man. Even though she conceded she was perhaps too old for him, there was the firm insistence of the fibers of her being to instigate a relationship with him. Elizabeth had not lied to her husband when she told him she wrote letters to her favorite authors. She actually did, but as soon as she set her eyes on Andrew Menon, she felt his beauty embodied a beautiful book with endless pages. She fell in love. And even though she had written almost six letter to him, Andrew Menon had not replied until yesterday. For the first time in months, he wrote back, and he essentially made her realize her letters had been appreciated. It made her feel infinite. It made her feel alive again.  
 
    “Don’t you have anything to say in your defense?” Nemesis asked, in a calm tone. Elizabeth remained quiet, ignoring him. Her eyes were slid shut, and it seemed her mind was a country away.  
 
    “I am glad you understand that you have been a very, very perverted woman. And gradually I will purge you of your perversions. I will make you acquire some of the feelings your lover inflicted on others. I will make you pay with blood.” 
 
    Nemesis drifted back to the table. He picked a chisel and a small dagger. He clinked them together, and she raised her face up. Tears continued to dribble down her face, landing with a plop on the floor.  
 
    “And what does that make you, Nemesis?” her voice had a dead softness. Nemesis turned and faced her.  
 
    “How does your punishment reduce the number of perverse people in the world? How do you not look in a mirror to see you are also perverted? Maybe even the biggest pervert in the world. Her voice had a calm, bitter clarity, like the voice of a mother talking sense into her daughter at the dead of night.  
 
    “How many women have you punished? How many more will you punish? Does it make you feel better, knowing you hide your perversion in the perversion of others?” 
 
    “Keep quiet. Shut up this minute,” Nemesis barked.  
 
    “Did the woman you love leave you for some criminal? Is that the problem, Nemesis?” 
 
    “Shut up. I said…” 
 
    “When will you stop. You can’t, can you?” 
 
    Nemesis stretched his hands down in fury, and the pulses on his wrists tapped away, trembling. There was the avowed sign of madness in how he trembled like a little child. He suddenly looked panicky. He picked a long, whip from the table. The whip was sequined with sharp spikes. And he flung it on her arm, ripping out a piece of her flesh. Blood flowed in a small basin which had been placed below her, making a ding ding sound. He flung the whip on her other arm, splintering that side. He was merciless, and he continually whipped her limbs, purposely avoiding her face and stomach. Elizabeth was silent as the whip lashed on her, making her ugly and red. It was as if she wasn’t there. Her head loomed down, looking half-dead. Blood seeped out nonsensically from her body, splashing on the basin. The whip had become festooned with slices of her flesh. Perhaps it was at this moment Elizabeth felt she would not survive this. Perhaps it was at this moment, she knew she could either die begging or look in the eyes of her killer and tell him to fuck off. Nemesis stopped moments later, exhaling. Huffing and puffing like an endangered animal. It was a cue for Elizabeth to raise her head up.  
 
    “Who will be your Nemesis? Someone has to be,” she said, weakly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    Detective Lands embarked on the two minutes drive from Ambleside to the police department in 16th street, reserved, patient, and less curious. He had suddenly taken up the mindset of every decent looking man that hated his job. He even afforded the luxury of spending an early morning bonding time with his wife. The time was edging past nine fifteen in the morning when Lands drove himself to the police department. He hadn’t placed his routine call to Todd Brewster. He hadn’t exhibited any of the traces of obsession that had been a common feature of his job.  
 
    When he entered the examination room, Edward Berkeley and Oliver Fish were both standing close to the white, stretching board, addressing Five officers. Virtually everyone looked over their shoulders when he walked in. His eyes were fixed on Todd Brewster, who smiled a big smile. It was an indication he had something big for him.  
 
    “Finally. Thank you for taking your time to join us so early, Detective,” Berkeley said, sarcastically.  
 
    Detective Lands grimaced, and plopped down on a back chair. Surprisingly, Detective Gibbs was sitting next to him. 
 
    “Hey! Mate,” he said.  
 
    “Hey,” Lands replied.  
 
    “We were just telling the officers that there seem to be a connection between the two murders as Detective Gibbs had indicated last night,” Fish said, waving a small sheaf of paper he was reading from.  
 
    “Sarah Vardy and Elizabeth Riverstone were both beautiful women…” Oliver continued, pointing to their pictures pinned to the white board.  
 
    “And unfortunately, they were both eccentric. While analyzing the case of Sarah Vardy three years ago, we did not consider an important variable. Before she was kidnapped, she had been writing to a serial killer. Perhaps because of the Andrew Menon pandemonium, we were unable to establish the connection.” 
 
    “Who was she writing to?” an officer asked.  
 
    Oliver scratched his moustache.  
 
    “She was writing to Nick Lincoln. The notorious serial killer, who was finally caught and indicted for killing the renowned lawyer, Harry Sanders. Before his death, Harry Sanders had successfully defended Nick Lincoln and was acquitted from fifteen count charges of murder, rape and larceny.  
 
    “Did he give a reason for killing his lawyer?” Gibbs asked.  
 
    “This happened twenty seven years ago. And it was reported at the time that Nick Lincoln killed his lawyer because something in his head wanted him to do it.” 
 
    “I think I am going to come in here,” Berkeley said, pushing himself ahead of Oliver.  
 
    “I think this issue is pretty serious because I was a young officer at the time Nick Lincoln was on a killing spree. He was blatant, perhaps the most blatant man I have ever seen. Sarah Vardy was only eleven years old when Nick Lincoln was indicted for killing the renowned lawyer, Harry Sanders. What does this tell you, Detective Gibbs?” 
 
    “I don’t know. She had a trauma from watching him? A trauma that turned into admiration?” 
 
    “Of course. But Sarah Vardy was writing to the same man, who had killed her stepmother. So there is an indication she was abused as a kid. And she had nothing but love for her step mom’s killer.” 
 
    “Would you say the same thing about Elizabeth Riverstone?” 
 
    “Elizabeth Riverstone does not have a history of trauma or molestation as a child, but her husband had been stopped twice for drink driving. If her husband was a chronic drunk, it could explain why Elizabeth was writing to Andrew Menon.” 
 
    The officers chattered and the examination room had suddenly become occupied by a gaggle of officers, who were astonished at the Elizabeth’s choice of serial killer. 
 
    Detective Lands was quiet, inured to the rush of surprise and disbelief that encapsulated the room. He maintained eye contact with Edward Berkeley, who gave the officers a moment to pour out their hearts.  
 
    “Okay. Calm down, everyone,” Berkeley said, moments later.  
 
    “We think we have a serial killer, who is after women who write to other serial killers. Maybe he thinks of himself as a sort of Karma. Last night, he left an important message. What was the message, Oliver?” 
 
    “The thing you love is a killer,” Fish replied, calmly.  
 
    “And this was after he wrote Elizabeth’s name four times,” Fish added.   
 
    “Did the serial killers write back?” Gibbs asked, interested.  
 
    “As far as we know, Nick Lincoln never wrote back to Sarah Vardy. But Andrew Menon wrote to Elizabeth Riverstone two days ago. Can you read us the letter?” Berkeley asked, looking at Fish.  
 
    Oliver Fish brought out an envelope, and slipped a letter from it. He folded and read.  
 
    “Dear Elizabeth, 
 
     I have received the few letters you sent to me complaining about the world around you. I have read with amazement how you are able to synch the attitudes of the world to their pronounced ignorance. I think we are like minds. Maybe I have done a few indecent things, but I have done it with the welfare of the world in mind. I am glad there is someone out there that understands and loves me for what I have become. I have thought it is erroneous to divide the world into good and evil, because it negates the importance of necessary evil. 
 
    You have to understand I have been meaning to write back to you for a long time. But I have been desperate to get a link to the outside world that does not involve any of the prison guard. Also I have been afraid I could jinx your writing back to me as you have always done. 
 
    With love, 
 
    Andrew Menon.” 
 
    A transitory silence ushered into the room, with the officers suddenly becoming introspective. Something about Andrew Menon desperation to find a link to the outside world had rubbed off on them, and whether his letter to Elizabeth succinctly buttressed his success. Perhaps it was why Edward Berkeley continued to look at Detective Lands, who was starting to get increasingly convicted. Lands was licking close to becoming his curious, investigative self. And it seemed no matter how skewed the rendition, Detective Lands always found an interest in issues involving Andrew Menon. He sat up on his chair, keen as always, wearing his investigative cloak.  
 
    “Andrew Menon thought he could jinx her writing back to him. Could he know about our new serial killer?” Gibbs asked.  
 
    “It is hard to tell. If Elizabeth Riverstone was the first woman to be kidnapped it would make Andrew Menon an important witness. But the killing started while he was still very much in the society.” 
 
    “I am thinking conversation. What if they had a conversation? What if we have not been able to establish how easily a boy like Andrew Menon became evil because we haven’t looked at the people that might have engaged him in a conversation? Someone might have talked him into becoming a serial killer,” Gibbs suggested.  
 
    “What if it is the other way around?” Todd said, speaking for the first time.  
 
    “What if Andrew Menon talked our new serial killer into becoming one? What if it is the reason he was afraid he could jinx it? Because he knows there is someone else out there looking for women like Elizabeth?” 
 
    “Okay, that is clever thinking,” Berkeley said.  
 
    “So it seems we have our first lead. We have to pay Andrew Menon a little visit.” 
 
    “I don’t think it is the other way around,” Lands said, swiveling.  
 
    “Innocence needs a trigger to become evil. Andrew couldn’t have talked a calculated serial killer into doing something that happened three years ago. His first killing was only two years ago. I think if he met this serial killer, it would be around the period between the killing of Sarah Vardy and Andrew Menon's first killing. “ 
 
    “Conjectures are great, but so far it hasn’t led us anywhere,” Berkeley said, sighing.  
 
    “I am sorry Captain. I think this killer is more experienced. He left no single print in both murder scenes unlike Andrew Menon.” 
 
    “Exactly. And I want to see that Andrew Menon is well interrogated, Detective Lands.” 
 
    “You don’t have to send me,” Lands replied.  
 
    “I saw the way Andrew Menon looked at you when you came into the courtroom. The boy is afraid of you. Maybe you are the only one he is afraid of.” 
 
    “Alright then. I would go with Detective Gibbs,” Lands replied. Gibbs smiled, nudging him excitedly.  
 
    “Do you have any information on Harry Sanders? The defense lawyer of Nick Lincoln?” Lands asked.   
 
    “You don’t need any document, Detective Lands. I can never forget about that horrible man. Yes! He was such a horrible man. He embodied the reason why ordinary people hate the law profession. I was a young Detective, still learning my craft, but I am not sure there has ever been a lawyer that undermined the police department as much as Harry Sanders. He was a torn in our flesh. Every time the police indicted a suspected serial killer, he always came to their defense, giving atrocious reason why they were innocent. As much as he was a horrible man, Harry Sanders was also a very sound lawyer, and he considered the smallest details. It was his selling point. He became the richest lawyer in Vancouver in his time. He was that popular. He ended up freeing fifteen criminals and serial killers. He was the defense lawyer for Richard Spillbeans, a rich man who murdered all six of the women he married in a period that spanned eight years. Every time Richard Spillbeans killed a wife, Harry Sanders would come to his defense. He was a horrible man…”  Captain Edward Berkeley was livid. His face suddenly became flushed as if he was reliving the horror Harry Sanders meted out on the police department. 
 
    “This horrible man successfully defended Richard Spillbeans five times. Five times Richard Spillbeans murdered his wives. Five times Harry Sanders defended him. When He murdered his sixth wife, Harry Sanders had a two year old boy at the time. The boy was terribly sick. And because of his love for his son, he decided to retire from active duty until his boy was fine. It is sad to say, but Richard Spillbeans was only successfully prosecuted because Harry Sanders wasn’t the one handling the case. Years later, the then police chief, George Roswell, had his daughter murdered by a serial killer in the nineties. The serial killer was named Jack Pierce. He was suspected of the murder of six other young girls, who were all virgins at the time. Obviously, he was seeking the virgins out, and killing them. Jack Pierce was abused as a child by his uncle, who died when he was sixteen. Harry Sanders somehow successfully defended him. But the police department was not having it. Jack Pierce was killed on his way home, and although I wouldn’t like to delve on how he died, it was rumored the police took matters into their own hands.  Subsequently, six other serial killers successfully defended by Harry Sanders were killed barely a month after their acquittals. Like I said, it became a popular rumor the police department was the serial killer of serial killers. I cannot forget that popular headline in the nineties. Because of the consistent death of  the men successfully defended by Harry Sanders, suspected killers started distancing themselves from him. It was better to go to prison than suffer the justice of the jungle. For three years, Harry Sanders was not in the news for defending a suspected killer. The man resigned himself to a farm house extricated from everyone. He was really an eccentric man. In the nineties, every police officer hated him. He was thoroughly placed under surveillance. You see, we thought he could be a serial killer because it takes a really good serial killer to successful defend another. It was what we thought. We did everything we could to find a dirt on him. Everything. George Roswell was obsessed with him. He never forgave him for defending his daughter’s murderer. The police Chief had two officer designated for observing Harry Sanders every single day.  I was once one of the men designated for the job, when we found him at the farm house, he was spending time with his boy. He was reading him a book close to a small river. For three years we were unable to find a dirt on this man. To be honest, I didn’t think he had any dirt. He didn’t seem like that kind of man. And did I mention he was divorced at the time? His wife left him after becoming overwhelmed with the controversies that followed him. She died in a plane crash two months later,” Berkeley sighed, and tried to catch his breath. He had been speaking for too long.  
 
    “I mean what kind of man could not see he was giving himself a bad reputation by continually defending men, who were clearly guilty? He was the devil’s advocate. It was certainly what we called him at the time. But you see, Harry Sanders did not care. Apart from being in the court and defending criminals, he was hardly seen on the streets. He was not a smoker or a drinker. You won’t see him moving around with women. You won’t see him gambling. The man had no real vice apart from doing his job. He was an enigma. Very reserved. After successfully defending Nick Lincoln, it seemed he knew what was coming for the heavyset man. Somehow he tried to protect him by hiding him in his own house, paving the way for Nick Lincoln to kill him.” Captain Berkeley became quiet and shook his head as if he had traveled up in reverie back to the nineties. He brought a hanky from his pocket and wiped his face.  
 
    “Harry Sanders died a horrible death. Nick Lincoln ripped his head off with an axe. It was the first time I saw George Roswell cry in his office. Somehow, in the three years of investigating Harry Sanders, we had come to respect him. Nick Lincoln would have been killed the next day, but the stupid man turned himself in, confessing to the crime, and insisting he wants to be taken to prison. He did his confession after tipping the Media Houses. He knew what was coming for him. Because I was curious about Harry Sanders, I did an investigation on his early life. You see, his father was sentenced to death for killing three girls in a room. His father was a flirt and a drunk. But after the execution of his father, new reports came about a man who had confessed to killing the three girls. The father of Harry Sanders was innocent even though at the time all the evidence pointed to him. It made me really pity Harry Sanders. I got to know where his rationale came from. But I thought he could have found a middle point. I am sure everyone thought he could have found a middle ground. When I told George Roswell about my investigation, he simply smiled and told me he got the same information a day before the day of his death. It was why he cried. I still remember what he told me afterwards: ‘the lack of justice has a way kindling the fury of the just.’” 
 
    “This is maybe the saddest history of a family I have heard,” Gibbs muttered, sympathetically.  
 
    “Does the name of Harry Sanders son happen to be Brian Sanders?” Lands asked, curiously.  
 
    “Exactly. That is his name. Brian. I remember paying him a visit along with George Roswell. We just wanted to make sure he would be okay. And he seemed like a really good kid at the time. Last I heard, he is a very rich, young man. He traveled to Paris three weeks ago, I think. And before then, he was in Madrid,” Berkeley retorted.  
 
    “You still keep an eye out on him?” Gibbs asked, soberly. 
 
    “Yeah. A little. Old habits die hard.” 
 
    “Do you think he would turn out bad?” Gibbs returned.  
 
    “I don’t know what I think about him at this point. I think some of us feel we owe his father a little effort to see his son grow.” 
 
    “I saw Brian Sanders yesterday at a restaurant,” Lands said, calmly.  
 
    “Oh! So he is back in town. Great,” Berkeley replied.  
 
    “Yes he is. Now who would have a better reason to hate serial killers than Brian Sanders?” Lands asked.  
 
    “He is really a busy man. I mean I can’t imagine him venturing into an apartment and kidnapping a woman the same day he returned from Paris,” Berkeley retorted. 
 
    “Then, maybe he had help,” Gibbs added, seemingly agreeing with Lands.  
 
    “You really think he could be responsible for kidnapping the two women?” Berkeley asked.  
 
    “And killing them. I think he is going to kill Elizabeth Riverstone. That is if he hasn’t done it already. And he keeps their blood. He saves the blood. It is why Sarah Vardy's blood was still fresh after three years.” 
 
    “That is crazy. Why would he be a serial killer when his father was killed by one?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “He is not being a serial killer. He is being the karma for those who love serial killers because he has not recovered from what happened to his father.” 
 
    “You are so sure about this, aren’t you?” Berkeley asked, rhetorically.  
 
    “I think he knows I would find out. He told me about owning a blog where he writes about letters of women suffering from hybristophilia. He seemed like a really good guy, I have to be honest. But I have a deep conviction he is our man.” 
 
    “We can’t arrest him based on your deep conviction. We need evidence,” Berkeley said, sadly.  
 
    “And if there is any new development, keep me informed,” he replied, and walked out of the room. Cynthia Noah bumped into him at the threshold of the entrance door. She was an angular-framed  woman, who was part of the Forensic team. She was wearing gray spectacles that made her eyes bigger than they actually were. She was panting, and the sheaves of paper she held on her hands spilled over the entrance door. Huffing and puffing, she went down on her knees, picking the papers.  
 
    “One of the evidence matched a person in the national database,” she said, her voice unclear.  
 
    “What?” Berkeley asked, head loomed down towards her.  
 
    She breathed in and out, this time taking her time.  
 
    “Todd gave me a strand of hair. And I have found a match.” 
 
    The officers had been attracted to the small commotion, but Todd Brewster was the first to make an effort towards getting a first hand information. Seeing Cynthia Noah engulfed in such immense nerviness had always been a sign of good news. Without saying much, he took the clip of papers from her.  
 
    “What is she on about?” Berkeley asked, concerned. 
 
    “I will explain,” Todd said, excitedly. 
 
    The officers were already on their feet, and had edged close to the door when Todd chivvied back inside, and stood before the white board. Oliver Fish was as puzzled as the rest of the officers. Lands was the first with the equanimity to sit back down. And his little gesture easily infected the rest. They walked back to their seats and sat down. Oliver Fish, Cynthia Noah, and Captain Berkeley stood at the small space at the entrance door with eyes keenly fixed on Todd Brewster. Todd was a little nervous. It was the first time he was going to address the highest ranking officers in the police department. He took a perfunctory look at the papers, and smiled.  
 
    “Thank you, Miss Noah,” Todd said, his smile resplendent.  
 
    “Son, this better be good,” Fish said, inquisitively.  
 
    “While the forensic team sourced for evidence at the crime scene, I was a little proactive because I was able to glean from the environment that the crime scene was similar to the one we had when Sarah Vardy was kidnapped. And you know how that one turned out. We didn’t get a match. I have always thought that for a man to be that careful he must have done a little surveillance of the area before the eventual kidnap…” 
 
    “Son, cut to the chase,” Berkeley said, seriously.  
 
    “Okay. Okay. I went around Elizabeth Riverstone's home to scavenge for a sample. While scavenging, I found a small strand of hair and sent it to Cynthia Noah to analyze since I would be busy with the primary evidence.” 
 
    “It could have been a sample of anyone, son,” Berkeley said, disappointed.  
 
    “Lots of people go through the neighborhood. Did you honestly think this would be enough to indict the suspect?” 
 
    “Luckily for us, the path was brushy and I thought if anyone would want to go through here instead of the actual pathway, he must have a pretty serious reason,” Todd said, ignoring Berkeley.  
 
    “And we have found a match.” 
 
    “Who is the match?” 
 
    “Samuel Nigel. A black man. He lives in Ambleside and works as a sales manager at the Jones Mall. He is single and his extended family are mostly in Toronto…” Todd swooped his face down, reading from the papers.  
 
    “Now here’s is the best part. He has no family in Vancouver. So what would a man like that be doing in a brushy pathway in Kingsway?’ 
 
    “Motherfucker. Get the nearest patrol officers to secure his place,” Berkeley said, perceptibly convicted. 
 
    “What’s his address?” Berkeley asked.  
 
    “2045 Ambleside street. He works at the Jones Mall,” Todd replied, quickly.  
 
    Moments later, three sergeants had a talkie pressed on the side of their faces, speaking as fast as they could.  
 
    “Suspect is likely armed…” one was saying.  
 
    Detective Lands sprang up on his feet, and made for the door. He was intercepted by Captain Berkeley, who pushed him to a corner.  
 
    “I need to speak with you,” he said.  
 
    Gibbs stood at the entrance door, expectant. He felt he was going to be in the same car with Lands now that they were starting to get along pretty well. Moments later, he shook his head wistfully, and joined the rest of the officers.  
 
    “I don’t want you to go there just yet,” Berkeley said, emotionally.  
 
    “Why? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Let some of the other officers do it. Being the face of all criminal investigations easily makes you a target. I am sure you haven’t considered that.” 
 
    “I have, Sir. But I won’t be a target if we get them first,” Lands replied, confidently. 
 
    “I have a bad feeling about this one. It is too…” Berkeley took a moment to find the word.  
 
    “Funny,” he said, finally.  
 
    “Funny? Really?” Lands was genuinely surprised.  
 
    “Are you fond of Brian Sanders?” Lands asked, soberly.  
 
    “What? Damn it!” 
 
    “I am fond of you, Asshole. Brain Sanders is a powerful man. If he met you at the restaurant, then it simply means he wanted to meet you. If he told you about his eccentric blogging, it is because he is trying to bait you. I will let you talk to Andrew Menon at the penitentiary and that’s about it. We will let Gibbs lead this investigation,” Berkeley said, somberly.  
 
    Detective Lands was quiet, and his eyes were fixed on the captain, speechless as could be.  
 
    “When you told me you were with your wife last night, I realized our best Detective actually has a family. It was the first time you ever talked about your wife and it touched me. Once we get a response from the team you can go take a look. I want you to be an observer on this one. I hope you understand?” 
 
    “I do and thank you.” 
 
    Captain Berkeley nodded and tapped him on the shoulder and dawdled away. He swiveled at Todd. 
 
    “Good job, Kid,” he said, as he dawdled out of the examination room. Todd smiled sheepishly, nodding. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Detective Gibbs drifted into his car with a sense of purpose. It was barely a minute journey, but he had become infected with an immense inclination to change the trajectory of his life as ‘just another detective'. His brow was furrowed, and his eyes menacing, as he turned the steering, conceivably ambitious as ever. He had a strong intuition he was the detective best equipped with the ability to ditch out spontaneous solutions, and although he had always been overshadowed by the silence intimidation of Detective Lands and the Captain, he thought it was high time to respect his intuition. It was perhaps the variable that separated great Detectives from ordinary ones. He could not forget the look in Detective Lands eyes when he insisted that Brian Sanders was their man. He could remember how he had steeled himself, and such a niche was incapable of being broken apart by the silence intimidation of leery eyes. It was exactly the change he needed in his life in order make the great leap from being ordinary to extraordinary. Moments later when he pulled up in the neighborhood of Samuel Nigel, he found a few patrol cars shuffled around the perimeter. He trudged down to a patrol car.  
 
    “What is the situation?” he asked, curiously.  
 
    “We have the place surrounded. Any moment, a few police officers would try to force him out.” 
 
    “So you think he is inside?” 
 
    “He is not at his workplace. So he has to be inside and the door is locked. We are trying to be careful because the suspect might be armed, “ the officer replied, eyes fixed at the door of Samuel Nigel.  
 
    Detective Gibbs had a strong feeling that Samuel Nigel was not armed. It was one of those spontaneous, tentative intuition that was too unclear to act upon. And for a moment, he wondered what Detective Lands would do if he were the one in his position. It was easy for him to imagine Lands acting on it. He was essentially a brave, pertinacious man, who did things the way he wanted them done. Gibbs mingled with the feeling of walking down to the door and breaking it , imbued with a viciousness that would instantly make him a darling to the young officers stationed outside.  
 
    A patrol officer soon started talking into a speaker.  
 
    “You are surrounded Samuel Nigel. I repeat you are surrounded. Walk outside with your hands on your head. I repeat, walk outside with your hands on your head.” 
 
    The feeling came to Detective Gibbs again. This time it was stronger and compelling. There was the conceivable hint that something inside of him thought the coast was clear. He could walk there, break in, and ultimately end the wasting of these officers time. Only, as he mingled with this feeling, there was the indication that the voice in his head could be the death of him. There was no way he could entirely stave  off the possibility of having a bullet in his head if he broke inside the house. A sense of resignation had started to build up in his mind, fostering the conception that Lands was unique. It was a small, tiny attribute that set him apart. And gradually this perception dawned on him. The understanding that unlike him, Lands believed in his instinct and respected it. The difference had always been belief, and as Gibbs stood beside the officer, he watched as three officers gradually closed in on the door, edging slightly behind one another in a horizontal file. When they reached the door, one placed an explosive beside it, and joined the other two that had now drifted to the side. After the explosion, an officer drifted to the side frame and shot two bullets of teargas inside. Three other officer were stationed at the back door, and they did exactly the same thing. Masked, with keen eyes, they edged inside, seeing through the plumes of smoke that swirled through the apartment. The room was quiet, and essentially reeked of abandonment. Several officers had closed in on the apartment, but Detective Gibbs stood beside the patrol officer, waiting out the storm.  
 
    One of the first three officers walked into a room, and found the body of Samuel Nigel hanging from the ceiling.  
 
    “What the fuck,” he shouted, attracting the other officers.  
 
    Moments later, the news got out that the body of Samuel Nigel had been found. Detective Gibbs edged closer to the door, screaming at the top of his voice. 
 
    “Don’t touch anything!” 
 
    He walked in with a commensurate swagger, exemplifying a proud detective. 
 
    “Sir, the first officer seemed to bump into the body because his vision was blurry,” one officer said, as Gibbs came into the room.  
 
    “From the look of things, this man probably killed himself last night,” another officer said.  
 
    “Or maybe someone killed him last night.” 
 
    Gibbs looked at the brawny frame of Samuel Nigel hanging from the ceiling with his shoes on.  
 
    “Of course someone killed him. The evidence is clear isn’t it?” Gibbs said, authoritatively.  
 
    “What evidence?” the first officer asked.  
 
    “What kind of man would hang himself with his shoes on?” 
 
    The officers uttered a puzzled look. 
 
    “With his shoes on in his own room,” Gibb reiterated.  
 
    “Okay, I am out of here,” the first officer said.  
 
    Moments later, Oliver Fish, Todd Brewster, and the rest of the forensic team came inside. Quickly, they started their own examination, taking samples for DNA testing, trying to find prints they could use to effect the next investigation.  
 
    “You think this was preplanned or rushed?” Fish asked, standing close to Gibbs.  
 
    “Has to be rushed. If it was preplanned, the room wouldn’t be as untidy as it is. I think we would find a few prints on this one,” Gibbs replied.  
 
    “They could still try to hide their prints even if it was rushed,” Fish corrected.  
 
    “Let’s hope Mister Brewster has another ace up his sleeves,” Gibbs said, smiling.  
 
    Fish frowned, and joined the rest of the forensic team.  
 
    Detective Lands drove down to the scene of Samuel Nigel's supposed suicide, driving as slowly as he could. He had taken a long moment to ponder on the reservations of Captain Berkeley, and it was the first time he had seen the old man so emotional about something. He could see he had a point, and could not wean himself from the devastation he would be submerged in if anything happened to Rosaline. Apparently, she had become his only weakness. They hadn’t had a child together. Not that it bothered Lands. For some reason, he was in fact happy that Rosaline was the only loved one a criminal might use against him. And for the first time since he became a detective, Lands was scared. He was really scared, and he could see Captain Berkeley was scared on his behalf. The trajectory of Brian Sanders history suggested he had equipped himself with enough experience. And when Lands spoke to him at the restaurant, he didn’t look like a man that was used to being afraid. While at the office, he took a moment to go through the profile of Brian Sanders. And it was scary and unbelievable how the man was able to extricate himself from the world around him. Of course he had no parents, but in addition to that, Brian had no love in his life. Somehow he had gone through life extremely detached from a loving relationship. Like his father, he was not an alcoholic or a smoker. He had never been charged for a crime, and he had made several donations to different institutions. It was perhaps the silent allusion of these attributes that scared Detective Lands. The realization that Brian Sanders was a lot like his father. And if his father had gone through his life, vehemently holding on to the principle of standing as defense counsel for serial killers, what would Brian Sanders result to if he had inherited the same coldness and obsession? He didn’t have to look too far. Captain Berkeley was afraid. A man who hadn’t shown any sign of weakness since he knew him was desperately afraid on his behalf. It was perhaps all the signs he needed to ensure he was as meticulous as he could afford.  
 
    Driving through the Ambleside street suddenly seemed therapeutic for him, he made a stop at the periphery of his house, and looked at it from his car window. It was easy for him to remember how Rosaline had picked out this house, and how she had said it had a great view of sunset from the master’s bedroom window. It was the intangible things that made Rosaline tick. The sound of crickets chirping, neatly juxtaposed with the twittering of nocturnal birds. Lands recalled how she called it ‘the voice of nature singing'. Lands impressed upon himself that he would take her out for dinner in the evening or tomorrow evening. A resolution borne out of a disturbed, fearful mind. He turned around, embarked on the small journey to the residence of Samuel Nigel. There was more traffic on the road now, and it took him about three minutes to get there. The place had become scanty, a handful of police cars still shuffled in one corner by the side of the door. Lands pulled up right at the spot where Gibbs drenched himself in the dilemma of being like Lands.  
 
    Todd Brewster had a worried, disgruntled look as he fetched for evidence in the small room of Samuel Nigel. His body had now  been draped over with a white cloth ad taken to the morgue. Essentially, Lands missed out on the vital information, and Gibbs made an effort to brief him on how they entered and how he was hanged to the roof with his shoes on. Lands sighed, and shook his head. The apprehension that clutched him when Berkeley communicated his reservation to him had come again. This time, a fieriness had reinforced himself in the mind of Lands. He accommodated his clichéd principle, and it resonated in his head. 
 
    Always get to the criminals first before they get to you. It is the best way to stay out of harm’s way, he thought. And drifted towards Oliver Fish. 
 
    “What’s the progress?” he asked, in a hushed tone. 
 
    “Gibbs thinks the man was murdered. He was hanged with his shoes on,” Fish replied.  
 
    Lands took a perfunctory look at Detective Gibbs. He was having a conversation with Todd Brewster.  
 
    “If Gibbs said it, then we have to respect it. The man’s instinct is hardly wrong,” Lands trilled, keeping an eyes on Gibbs.  
 
    Fish nodded.  
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Hey! Gibbs. Let’s take a stroll,” Lands said, beckoning him. Gibbs took a moment to talk to Todd, tapped him on the shoulder, and joined Lands outside.  
 
    “When do you think we should pay Andrew Menon a visit?” 
 
    “I would say this week. Possibly tomorrow,” Gibbs replied, interestedly.  
 
    “You really prefer tomorrow?” Lands asked, quietly.  
 
    “Not really. But I think if he is that important we should be meeting him this week.” 
 
    “How about Saturday?”  
 
    “Sounds great,” Gibbs replied, smiling. 
 
    “How is your family, Detective?” 
 
    “Well, what can I say? We are just trying to get used to having a baby in the house. It means I can’t access Margaret as I used to, but I have never seen her so happy. The baby means a lot to her.” 
 
    “Have you thought about going out on a dinner date with her and the baby?” 
 
    “Honestly, I can’t remember the last time I went out for dinner with her.” 
 
    “I think you should,” Lands replied, curling a hand around his neck.  
 
    “If the baby makes her so happy, Detective, it means something had been missing in your married life,” Lands trilled, giving Gibbs a side look. Gibbs took a moment to ponder on it.  
 
    “I think you have made a really point. Thank you,” Gibbs said, finally. Only as he uttered this word, he discovered Lands had edged slightly ahead. He stood still, his eyes fixed on a black SUV. Gibbs walked up to him, surprised, apprehended.  
 
    “Those guys didn’t have enough time to carry out the murder,” Lands said, keeping his eyes on the SUV.  
 
    Gibbs kept quiet, expectant. 
 
    “This car drove off the side of my window as soon as I got home from Kingsway, last night.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    Rosaline wore a beautiful, red gown to school. Her blonde hair was neatly arranged into a knot towards the nape of her neck, accentuating her high cheek bones that seemed to have experienced the touch of a Surgeon. Her bright, cheerful smile seemed to follow the undulation of her beauty. And when she thought her students Literature at the Ambleside high school, she put in her very best. There was the conceivable acceptance of the finest moment of her married life after a few years of loneliness and concealed despondence. She was apt to keep a smile on her face, buttressing the joy that radiated through her heart. Rosaline was extremely happy, and even her teaching colleagues noticed, top amongst them was Principal Crane.  
 
    “You certainly look happy today, Mrs. Lands,” he said, when he walked into her office.  
 
    “Oh! Thank you. Have I been looking sad these while?” 
 
    “I can’t really tell, but this is the first time I have seen you like this. And now that I have seen you like this, it is easy to wonder if everything have always been fine at home.” 
 
    “You know marriage with its ups and downs.” 
 
    “Yeah I do,” Crane said, nodding. His gray-speckled eye brows raised up ever so slightly.  
 
    “I have something urgent I need to tell you, Rosaline.” 
 
    “Okay, shoot.” 
 
    Principal Crane looked at through window, and saw a blue salon car stumbling to a halt in the parking lot. Brian Sanders alighted from the car, donning an all blue suit and dark glasses.  
 
    “Speaking of the devil,” Crane said, and swiveled back to Rosaline.  
 
    “What devil?” Rosaline replied, smiling. 
 
    “I got a call from the biggest donor to this school. His contributions have gone a long way in restructuring our dilapidated sports center and other essential needs. He is a blessing to Ambleside High.” 
 
    “Okay. What’s the call about?” 
 
    “Normally, he doesn’t call. He just gives out his money for specific projects. So it seems a little strange when he called me moments ago and specifically asked to talk to the literature teacher.” 
 
    “Oh! Is there a problem with that?” 
 
    “It is the first time he would come to the school to just talk. I have my reservations for first time. And he is here already.” 
 
    “Okay. I will just go talk to him.” 
 
    “I want to be there when you talk to him. So let’s do it in my office?” 
 
    “Alright then.” 
 
    Moments later, Rosaline walked into the office of Principal Crane in measured patter of feet. Brian Sanders swiveled at her, his handsomeness radiating in the smile that touched the corners of his lips.  
 
    “Mister Sanders, meet our Literature teacher, Rosaline Lands,” Crane said, gesticulating.  
 
    Brian Sanders sprang up to his feet and stretched a hand towards her. Rosaline shook his outstretched hands and they both sat together, facing the Principal.  
 
    “She is as beautiful as her craft,” Brian complimented, eliciting a decorous smile from Rosaline.  
 
    “Well, Mister Brian Sanders has been a big contributor to the growth of Ambleside High. And he once attended this school as a boy.” 
 
    “Thank you for your contributions, Mister Sanders,” Rosaline said, in stilted, business tone. 
 
    “Blessed is the hand that gives,” Brian said, smiling.  
 
    “I have always had a picture of Ambleside high in my head. It is certainly a school I am desperate to see progress and meet every standard of education.” 
 
    “Mister Sanders is also a creative and he has a special interest in literature,” Crane added, smiling.  
 
    “It would essentially be daft of anyone not to appreciate the voice of nature,” Brian trilled, swiveling at Rosaline. She nodded, impressed. It was exactly what she thought about literature.  
 
    “Who is your favorite poet, Mrs. Lands?” Brian asked.  
 
    “Wait! Hold that thought. Let me tell you mine first,” Brian added, almost turning his entire frame towards Rosaline.  
 
    “Okay. Who is your favorite?” Rosaline asked, halfheartedly. 
 
    “Robert Frost,” Brian said, in a hushed, sibilant voice.  
 
    Rosaline eyebrows were raised in an amalgam of surprise, delight and concealed awe.  
 
    “You snatched that right out of my mind,” Rosaline replied, composing herself.  
 
    “Don’t tell me he is also your favorite poet.” 
 
    “Actually he is.” 
 
    “What can I say, great minds think alike?” 
 
    Rosaline nodded, almost giggling.  
 
    “My favorite poem is The Road…” 
 
    “Not taken,” Brian cut in, interrupting her.  
 
    “It is my favorite poem too,” Brian said, smiling.  
 
    “If I heard you correctly, you made mention of a business proposition for Mrs. Lands,” Crane said, hindering the prospective romance that brewed between them.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” Brian said, facing the Principal.  
 
    “I have a blog. Albeit a successful one. But I don’t usually have enough time because I have other business I have to attend to. So I want to make you an offer to be a Contributor and Editor in my blog.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can…” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry about your day job. You would only spend a few hours every week,” Brian said, in a patronizing tone.  
 
    “Surely you could have hired a Freelancer to do the job for you,” Crane said, concerned.  
 
    “I know I could, but I want my contributor to be from Ambleside High,” he replied.  
 
    “I will pay you as much as you a re paid in this school. I could even pay you double. This is a chance to let out the suppressed voices of nature inside of you, Mrs. Lands. And I think you are very well suited for this task.” 
 
    “What is the focus of your blog?” Rosaline asked, interestedly.  
 
    “Letters. We write stories from the letters of women suffering from hybristophilia. I am desperate to make the world understand that hybristophilia is a serious, deadly sickness.” 
 
    Rosaline nodded. She took a glimpse at Principal Crane. Crane was grimacing.  
 
    “Okay then. I will think about it and possibly discuss it with my husband,” she replied, smiling.  
 
    “Fair enough. That will be all for now, Principal Crane.” Brian Sanders stood up and shook the hand of the Principal.  
 
    “And Mrs. Lands,” he said, turning to her, and shaking her hand.  
 
    “You don’t want to miss out on this opportunity,” he concluded. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    In the examination room, a scrim of worry curled around the face of Detective Lands, like scummy water on a potholed road. He had sadness, annoyance and extreme anger etched on his face like a bizarre makeover. Seeing that SUV outside the house of Samuel Nigel had become an overt manifestation of the fear that had punctuated his day and that of Captain Berkeley. It concretized the previously vague perception that Brian Sanders was coming at them with all he got. Of course it had to be Brian Sanders. It had to be him, with his beautifully devilish look. It was what Detective Lands thought as he sat down, hands folded around his stomach, cutting a dejected, lonely figure. The appearances of extreme evil had always taken a beautiful dimension. And Detective Lands was as disturbed as ever. He had put a call through to Rosaline, gauging her safety, unwilling to divulge the fragility of their current investigation. As he heard her voice through the phone, a voice interspersed with calm, gentility and cheerfulness, tears welled up in his eyes. There was no way he was ready to miss this aspect of Rosaline. The therapeutic lucidity in her voice. The way it arrested every debilitating fragments of his mind. There was the perceptible portrayal of her safety. Somehow, Lands thought, the elements of Brian Sanders' wickedness had not gotten to her. Rosaline had sensed the stuttering, stammered propensity in his voice. She had asked him if he was okay, and when he said he was, se had asked him if he was sure. And when he said he was, she asked him again and again. Lands knew that Rosaline knew everything wasn’t okay. And rather than insist, Rosaline had always had the penchant to cut a swathe through a direct inquiry by taking shortcuts into the darkness of his mind. And when he was not forthcoming with the problem at his workplace, she had digressed by reminding him how much she loved him, and how more than anything, she would rather have a normal husband than a spectacular Detective. This part of her preachment touched him. It pierced at him perfectly and made him feel guilty. He was adequately immersed in the realization that harmony at home superseded his penchant to be extra at his workplace. In any case, Rosaline had suggested she had a good news for him. Only, as he sat there, somber, he wondered if he could do what Captain Berkeley and his crew did to sneaky serial killers in the nineties. Perhaps, he could find a way to take Brian Sanders out before he got to someone else. Perhaps, it might be the perfect amelioration to the fear that suddenly weaved itself to his heart. He swiveled at Gibbs, who was sitting close to the door, silent as can be. The two of them were alone in the examination room. Looking at Gibbs, Lands resolved to be more diplomatic about it. There was really no clear evidence that Brian Sanders was the killer. Lands realized it would ruin his legacy. Everything he had built in his life would be put to waste because of his desperate paranoia. Captain Berkeley walked into the examination room. His face was flushed and he was breathing fast. Gibbs got up to meet him.  
 
    “Do we have any new lead?” Berkeley asked, inquisitively.  
 
    “The forensic team are still trying to find a match in the DNA prints found in SUV.” 
 
    Berkeley glanced at Lands.  
 
    “Is it true he saw the SUV in his backyard last night?” he whispered.  
 
    “It was exactly what he said,” Gibbs muttered.  
 
    Berkeley trudged down to meet Lands. For a moment, a transient silence stood beside them. And Berkeley walked around the area desultorily, introspective. He turned back at Lands, and could almost perceive the anger that sifted out from him.  
 
    “How are you holding up, son?” he asked, breaking the silence.  
 
    “How am I holding up? Really? It think I am right about Brian Sanders. Gibbs seems to agree with me. Don’t you, Gibbs?” 
 
    Gibbs nodded.  
 
    “Brian has a disturbing history. It would be difficult for a child to go through what he went through and have a distorted view of reality. The signs are there. Why don’t we arrest him on suspicion of murder? It would buy us enough time to really make a mark on this investigation. The man is subtly threatening me. He is daring me. He is…” 
 
    “Baiting you, Lands. He is baiting you, and so far he has gotten into your head. You know I would really love to arrest him. I really want your family to be safe. But things don’t work like that around here. Brian Sanders has a clean slate. A very clean one at that. None of the killings has been drawn to him. There is really no single evidence to pin him down. I trust your instinct, Detective, but it is not enough. In as much as we would love to do things in the best interest of everyone, we have to draw the line between oppression and arrest. And trust me, Richard, you cannot oppress a rich man. And worse, you cannot oppress a rich man who is good to the community.” 
 
    “I am going to kill him if he gets his hands on Rosaline. I am not going to fucking care about the outlook of society.” 
 
    Captain Berkeley shook his head, and plopped  down beside him.  
 
    “Let’s hope things don’t escalate to that point. You have to remember why your family is a target. He knows you are the best we have in this department. If he gets into your head, he knows he would make us miserable. Don’t let him succeed,” Berkeley whispered.  
 
    “What if Andrew Menon says something we can use against him?” Lands asked. 
 
    “What could Andrew possibly say? He is a convict. Convicts lie all the time. And there is no way he would rat on Brian even if they have a connection,” Berkeley replied, dismissively.  
 
    “Andrew Menon may be many things but he hasn’t lied when he had to speak. He always said the truth, and speaking about connection, Andrew seems to have a connection with Elizabeth Riverstone. All we need to do is tell him we think Brian Sanders had killed her.” 
 
    “Let’s hope he says something worthwhile. It could be enough to arrest him for leading the boy astray. But Brian Sanders is rich enough to set himself  free if we don’t find a concrete evidence to nail him,” Berkeley replied.  
 
    Oliver Fish walked into the room, and Detective Lands and the rest of the men wrung themselves off their seats in anticipation. 
 
    “We found a match,” he said, unexcitedly. Todd trailed behind him, as unexcited as could be.  
 
    “So who is the match?” 
 
    “Actually we found matches for two brothers. Phillip and Joshua Clark.” 
 
    “And where do live?” Lands asked.  
 
    “They are the next door neighbors of Samuel Nigel.” 
 
    “Oh! Fuck. So that car is supposed to be exactly where it is?” Gibbs said, wistfully.  
 
    “Of course,” Fish said, disappointedly.  
 
    “So it is a dead end then. Andrew Menon is our last option,” Berkeley said, Turning to Lands.  
 
    Lands nodded, closeted in his mind. He was there and not there at the same time.  
 
    “Let’s look at the bright side, we can still get vital information from Andrew Menon,” Gibbs added, consolatory, with eyes gleaming at Detective Lands.  
 
    “Have you examined all the evidence from Nigel’s room?” Berkeley asked, turning to Fish.  
 
    “We have, Sir. We got nothing. Nothing at all. Whoever is behind this is one clever son of a bitch,” Fish replied, disconcertedly.  
 
    “Where do they work?” Lands whispered, inaudibly.  
 
    “Where do they work?” He asked again, audibly. 
 
    “They both work in Regent Automobile company in Kingsway,” Fish replied, seriously.  
 
    “They would need their car for the journey to Kingsway, won’t they?” Lands asked.  
 
    “They might be trying to save fuel by using the bus,” Gibbs defended.  
 
    “Todd, call the automobile office and enquire whether the two brothers work there and whether they are right there, right now,” Lands said, somberly.  
 
    Moments later, Todd dialed the number of the company. He placed it on loudspeaker.  
 
    “Hello, this is Regent Automobile. How may will help you?” A female voice said.  
 
    “I am calling from the Vancouver Police department. I would like to enquire about two brothers, Edward and Joshua Clark. We learnt they are in your employ. Is that right?” 
 
    “I will need a moment to go check,” the voice replied, stiltedly.  
 
    “It is alright,” Todd said.  
 
    Moments later, the voice came back on.  
 
    “They were both relieved of their duty a year ago. I am sorry. Any other problem?” 
 
    “That will be all, thank you.” 
 
    All the eyes in the examination room whirled towards Detective Lands. He was smiling.  
 
    “The SUV is new. If they were sacked a year ago, how did they get a new car without a new job?” 
 
    “Maybe Savings. It is only a year ago,” Fish said.  
 
    “They did not have an educational qualification,” Todd reminded.  
 
    “Yeah. It would be stupid to save for an SUV when you are not earning much. Unless of course…”  
 
    “They got access to new money,” Lands cut in, interrupting Gibbs.  
 
    “We need to search their place. And we need to do it quick.” 
 
    “Okay. Go ahead. I will just call judge Margaret and get another warrant,” Berkeley said.  
 
    The journey to the residence of Phillip and Joshua Clark was slightly delayed by the high traffic on Ambleside street. The time was edging past six in the evening, and a lot of the locals were on their way from work. Detective Lands and Gibbs were in the same car, and it elicited a suppressed excitement from Gibbs. They had informed the patrol officers at Ambleside street to seal the entire building. When they arrived, they found two patrol cars and six officers outside the apartment.  
 
    “So you didn’t get all the evidence the last time,” one asked, annoyingly.  
 
    Lands ignored him. He looked over his shoulder, and found Oliver Fish wrenching himself from his car. Gibbs trailed slightly behind Lands, swiveling left and right, with a pistol clasped between his hands. When Lands reached the door, he turned the knob. The door was locked. He brought a tiny piece of iron from his pocket, bent it forth and back in the keyhole, and the door creaked open. Oliver Fish, Todd Brewster and Cynthia Noah waited at the periphery of the building along with other patrol officers, waiting for the signal to join in. Lands walked in, unimpressed by the neatness that ranged along the living room. His eyes caught a picture of the two men wearing baseball caps. He was also not interested in that. He walked into the first room. It was equally neat, with the bed well arranged. He sighed and stormed out almost bumping into Detective Gibbs. When they reached the door of the other room, it was locked. Lands gave Gibbs a signal to stand towards the right of the door, blindsiding the main entrance. Lands did his magic with his magical iron, and edged to the left frame. He brought out his gun, and turned the knob. The door creaked open slowly. He peeped from the frame, and found no one in his line of vision. Gibbs peeped from his side, and what he saw made him gape in surprised agony.  
 
    “Jesus Christ,” he said, astonished. 
 
    Lands walked inside the room and found the two brothers hanging from the roof. One was hanging from the ceiling fan, while the other was hanging from an iron-wrought stave by the side wall.  Lands saw something that sent his heart speeding up his chest. Something had been written on the bodies of the brothers. Something that made his fear plumb new depths. It said: 
 
    THE JOB YOU LOVE IS A KILLER, DETECTIVE LANDS 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    A rare coldness afflicted the mind of Detective Lands, making his face pale and sickly. His hands trembled on the steering, and his mind flitted through dimensions his brain could barely harness. It was as if inside of him, a ticking, disastrous time bomb counted down slowly. Andrew Menon had been a compelling, mysterious character, and everyone agreed with him on this. Only, perhaps for the first time ever, a serial killer was taunting him. A serial killer got inside his mind, and owned it. It was what Detective Lands thought, and he had captured the look on the face of Gibbs when they saw the inscriptions of the bodies of the two brothers. His face gelled conspicuously with the faces of the other officers in the room. It was a pitiable, sorry look that exemplified the enormity of the puzzle he had been confined in. Detective Gibbs had grabbed his arm, uttering words that seemed like blabbering to the ears of Lands. The entire team were huddled up empathetically with him, trying to cut a swathe through the sudden turn of events. How the killer had purposely decided to single him out and haunt him. Gibbs had tried to make him understand he needed to be composed and focused, and he was quite emotional as he tried to make the beleaguered Detective understand the game Brian Sanders was playing with him. For the most part, Lands was quiet. A pulse tapped off on his wrists, a rash of gooseflesh rapped through his arms, his eyes became red and bleary with rage, but he was quiet. His breathing was fast, his eyes were fixed on the inscriptions, but he was quiet. Moments later, his mind had narrowed down to only accommodate the welfare of Rosaline. It was at this moment he stormed off, and wrenched himself into his car, driving off.  
 
    Lands pulled up at the periphery of his house, huffing and puffing, taking his time to stave off any perceptible show of disgruntlement and anger. He pressed his hands on the steering, his face cocked sideways to his apartment. The image of the inscriptions continued to flash on his mental frame. It was as if it had been stamped in there. There was the quick conception that Brian Sanders had succinctly succeeded in dragging and owning the mind of Lands. He was thinking exactly what he needed him to think. He was accommodating the fears and trepidation he had conceived in his sneaky, wicked mind. Lands felt he needed to set himself free. He felt he needed to be proactive. He was still thinking when he got out of his car, and dawdled to the door. He knocked, and turned the knob. The door was locked. He had not called Rosaline before coming home. He was afraid she would thoroughly capture the fear that inflicted his mind. He was knocking again, when he remembered he had his own key, and it was in fact in his pocket.  
 
    You are losing it Lands. You are fucking losing it. Put yourself together, he thought.  
 
    He rummaged through his pocket, and with a bit of difficulty, brought out the key. He swiped in, turned, and as the door creaked open, he suddenly felt he was going to lose Rosaline. It was a strong, vivid feeling that felt like a precognition. He reeled inside, drunk with fear and uncertainty. Rosaline was not in the living room, but he was not in a haste to check the bedroom. He plopped down on a couch, reclining and splaying his legs east and west. This new feeling was impossible, and for the first time in his life as a detective, he accepted the realization he would need to get Rosaline out of Vancouver. His stomach was cold and sticky, nauseating him. He had been unable to wean himself from his mental image of the two brothers. How their bodies dangled ever so slightly. How their tongues popped out in eerie similarity, and of course, the damning inscription. Lands phone buzzed in his pocket. He picked it out, and saw it was from Captain Berkeley. He refused to take it. The last thing he needed was some consolatory preachment from him. Berkeley called again, and when Lands refused to take his call on the fifth attempt, he stopped calling. Lands flung his phone to the next couch, and tried to steel himself. He reminded himself of his ability. How he was the best in Vancouver. How he had essentially made the most vicious criminals shit their pants. If there was a righteous devil in Vancouver, it was him. It was the reason why Brian Sanders had chosen him. He knew he would be the only one in his way. This thought process brought a calmness to his mind, and as he lingered in this equanimity, he nurtured the thought of visiting Brian Sanders. Perhaps he could congratulate him for being a menacing, desperate killer. Perhaps he could try to get into his head. Perhaps he could devise a cunny phrase like the one he had inscribed on the bodies of the brothers. The thought made him smile. Moments later, Rosaline walked into the living room with a distraught, surprised look.  
 
    “I just got off the phone with your Captain. He was really worried about you. He said you were not picking your calls and that something…” 
 
    “It is okay, honey. I am fine. I just needed a moment to myself,” Lands cut in, interrupting her.  
 
    “Don’t interrupt me…” 
 
    “Honey, it is…” 
 
    “Don’t interrupt me,” Rosaline bawled, angrily, her eyes uttering a wet glint. Lands kept quiet, like a child sitting before an admonishing mother. The amplification of her voice had instantly wiped out the yammering that pervaded his mind. His entire being was quiet, attentive to her.  
 
    “You don’t interrupt me. You have been doing that since we got married. And I have been patient. I have been patient because I believe in what we share…” Rosaline’s started to stutter. Her voice breaking to accommodate the rush of emotions juxtaposed with her anger.  
 
    “Honey, it is not something I can’t…” 
 
    “Don’t interrupt me,” Rosaline barked. Lands kept quiet, shaking his head.  
 
    “Remember how you basically hid everything from me when you were trying to get Andrew Menon? Remember how you kept me in the dark? How you made me irrelevant? Remember?” Rosaline’s voice was still loud and her anger was perceptible. Lands was torn between answering her question and not answering. He had never seen her so angry.  
 
    “I went a month without seeing you. For a whole month I was kept in the dark. I thought about getting separated from you. I thought about a lot of things…” 
 
    She cupped a hand on her mouth, muffling herself up. Dribbles of tears drifted down her eyes, and the muffled sound of blubbering pervaded the living room.  
 
    “I was only trying to protect you. I thought you were better off not knowing,” Lands defended. Rosaline wiped the tears from her eyes, and shook her head.  
 
    “You made it worse. You made everything worse. Not knowing at all made it easy for me to accommodate sick thoughts. I thought you were critically ill. I thought of so many things. Nothing kills more than uncertainty. And that was what you made me go through,” Rosaline trilled. 
 
    “I am sorry,” Lands said, apologetically.  
 
    “No. No. Don’t say that. You are not sorry. Listening to you today made me realize you are not sorry. I know something is wrong. And once again you are keeping me in the dark. You are hiding stuff…” 
 
    “It is just a difficult day at work…” 
 
    “You know the last time your captain called me?” 
 
    Lands was quiet.  
 
    “The last time he called me and told me to be strong for you, I didn’t see you for four weeks. Why is he worried about you this time?” 
 
    Lands stared at her expressionlessly. He wrung himself from the couch, and walked towards her.  
 
    “Don’t come near me,” Rosaline said, glibly.  
 
    Lands stopped abruptly, wrapped his hands on his waist, and shook his head.  
 
    “Why was the captain worried about you?” Rosaline asked again.  
 
    Lands exhaled deeply.  
 
    “You know how I told you we might have another Serial Killer on the loose?” 
 
    Rosaline nodded.  
 
    “This one is complicated and clever.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “He knows me. The psycho knows me. And emm…he is trying to make me know he knows me.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “We found two bodies today. The men were hanged in their own apartment…” Lands exhaled loudly.  
 
    “The killer left a note on their bodies for me.” 
 
    “For you?” Rosaline exclaimed. 
 
    Lands nodded. “The job you love is a killer, Detective Lands.” 
 
    Rosaline’s eyes dilated in sudden astonishment.  
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “This is fucking risky and scary.” 
 
    “I know honey. I have never seen anything like it before. I am thinking you should leave town for some time. Maybe a few weeks. Maybe a few days. I don’t think I will be able to focus on this case if I have you around. “ 
 
    Rosaline drifted off to a couch and plop down, keeping her hands on her face. Lands stood still, his eyes fixed on her. The wall clock dangled up the side wall. The time was edging past seven fifty in the evening. Rosaline was still sobbing, conceivably fraught with fright. Seeing her exude weakness and pain made Lands angry. Inadvertently, he tightened his hands into a clump. He drifted towards her and sat on the side of the couch, curling his hands on her back. Moments later, Rosaline pushed her face up, emboldened by her moment of grief. Perhaps the boldness that seeped out of her face was a reflection of her getting used to grieving. Either way, it was sad to see. Lands wished he could afford to make her live normally without having to be strong or fearful. It was the first time he had adequately captured the vulnerability that came with his job. The tears in her eyes had dried out. Her face was still dull and morose, but there was a strength in sadness and grief that imperceptibly dawned on her. She attempted a smile. It was a sad, meaningless smile.  
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “No. But I understand the situation. I will leave for Victoria on Sunday if that is fine by you.” 
 
    “Yeah. I am totally fine with that. I just wish things were different.” 
 
    Rosaline grinned and smiled a wry smile. She gave Lands a side look and shook her head.  
 
    “When I saw how you chased after Andrew Menon. How you were basically obsessed with catching the kid, I knew things would never be different as long as you remain a Detective.” She stood up, left a kiss on his cheek, and dawdled away.  
 
    “I am going to retire after this mission,” Lands blurted, drifting towards her.  
 
    Rosaline turned towards him. His utterance had left a mix of surprise, relief and concealed joy on her face.  
 
    “Are you sure you can do that? You are made for this job.” 
 
    “I am made for you. I am made for our relationship.” 
 
    They embraced tightly, and kept their hands weaved around each other for a long while. 
 
    “There is something I need to do tonight. I will back before nine thirty,” Lands said, and pulled away from her. He picked his phone and drifted off.  
 
    “Honey,” Rosaline called as he reached the door. He looked over his shoulder.  
 
    “Please be safe.” 
 
    “I will be.” 
 
    Detective Lands strode down to his car, and turned on the ignition. He had not really decided in his heart if he should embark on the journey he was gradually setting himself for. He picked his phone, and called Captain Berkeley. He answered on the second ring.  
 
    “Where the fuck have you been, Richard?” He asked, his voice sprinkled with worry.  
 
    “You shouldn’t have called Rosaline,” Lands replied, soberly.  
 
    “I had to. I needed to get in touch with you,” Berkeley retorted.  
 
    “We all saw what he wrote. We all understand the message. What are we going to do, Captain?” 
 
    “Don’t do anything stupid, Detective. Don’t let him get into you.” 
 
    “Two can play the game, Captain. You are the only one stopping me,” Lands replied, confidently.  
 
    “What do you mean? Don’t fucking do anything stupid. You could lose your badge,” Berkeley replied, his voice a little loud.  
 
    “My badge? Really Captain? What use would it be if he beats me to it?” 
 
    “We would solve this together,” Berkeley replied, calmly. 
 
    “I am not sure about that. This battle is gradually becoming personal. But don’t worry Captain. I would never forget that I am a cop,” he said, and hung up.  
 
    He dropped the phone on the next seat, and smiled an ambiguous smile. He turned right onto Fulton Avenue, still smiling. The thought of Brian Sanders trailed a section of his mind, the way he talked, the confidence he exuded, Lands could remember the encounter at the restaurant. It was perhaps unfortunate he hadn’t prepared himself for it. Brian Sanders had always been a step ahead, but he was inclined to put a clog in his wheel. He turned left onto 12th street. He had done a little research on the apartment of Brian Sanders. He knew where he lived, and perhaps he could walk into something. Perhaps he could meet him and his gang of psychos unprepared. There was the conceivable conviction he could very well change the trajectory of their ploy. Perhaps he could even end the case, and maybe Rosaline would not need to visit her sister in Victoria. Diverse thoughts rallied through his mind like congressmen in the Senate. His car stumbled to a halt. He picked his phone, and left Gibbs a message. He sheathed his gun in a leather holster weaved to the side of his waist. He wore his badge on his neck like a necklace. He came down from his car, and his eyes bore down to the yellow range of light that surrounded the front of the apartment. Iron staves hung from the low white walls, and the tip of the staves were sharpened like a spear. They were painted black, and they were twenty centimeters apart. He walked slowly, in measured patters, his head inclined ever so slightly to the right. When he reached the gate, he knocked. There was no reply. He knocked again. No reply. He walked down to the wall, and looked through the gaps between staves, looking into the building. There was no one outside, and it seemed the place was deserted. Moments later, a man trudged into his line of vision. He was wearing a dark tee-shirt, and black pants. Lands strained his eyes to catch the inscription on his shirt. The man turned backwards before he had gotten a chance to read it. The man was a swarthy man, and perhaps Brian Sanders had had a penchant for using black men for his serial madness. Lands dropped a lid on this thought as he saw a hefty, black man come up his line of vision. He was donned in the same black tee-shirt and pants. He stood sideways, and Lands could not see the inscription on his shirt. He could see his meaty, big arms, and knew he wouldn’t be able to match his strength in a one on one combat. He kept his face pressed on the staves, watching studiously. Moments later, Brian Sanders came up in his line of vision. He was wearing an all black suit, and the first black man was whispering something in his ear. Brian Sanders nodded as they pulled apart.  
 
    “I think I heard a knock on the gate,” the other man said.  
 
    “Are you expecting anyone?” the first man asked Brian.  
 
    “No. Check it out,” He retorted.  
 
    The other man dawdled down to the gate, his arms curved beside him, swinging slowly. Lands tiptoed as quickly as he could to the front gate, and dipped his hands into his pockets. The gate scrambled open with a clang, and Lands steadied himself for any confrontation. The hefty man had a surprised look of worry when he saw Lands at the gate. He eyes dilated, and brow furrowed. It was easy for Lands to think the man knew him well enough. More than his reputation of being a no-nonsense Detective. A transitory silence pervaded the small ambiance between them, their eyes pinned on each other.  
 
    “Who is that, Raheem?” the first man asked.  
 
    Raheem kept his eyes locked on Lands. His eyes has become slightly fiery, and it seemed he wished he could leave a punch on his face. It was certainly what Lands thought as he looked at the man. Raheem's eyes whirling to his badge, and flickering around it, as if he tried to recite the letters engraved on it. Raheem remained quiet, and Lands remained quiet as well. His fingers twiddled in his pockets, and he knew he wouldn’t need to look down his waist before wringing his gun out and taking a shot.  
 
    “What the fuck, Raheem,” the first man said, and hurried down towards them.  
 
    A smile curled around the face of Lands as the silence persisted. Raheem's face retained its fiery, disturbed look. Lands grimaced as his eyes flickered down to the inscription on Raheem’s tee-shirt. It said: 
 
    NEMESIS 
 
    It was a mnemonic device, and Lands mind briefly sauntered to the inscription on the wall of the home of Elizabeth Riverstone.  
 
    Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! Elizabeth! The thing you love… 
 
    “What the fuck is happening here?” the first man asked as he reached the gate.  
 
    His eyes met Lands.  
 
    “Oh! Detective Lands. I have heard so much about you,” he said, pushing Raheem away from the gate.  
 
    “Please pardon my colleague. He is a man of few words. My name is Anthony and it is a pleasure to meet the best Detective in Vancouver,” he trilled. Lands nodded and walked in. Brian Sanders was still standing exactly where he stood when Lands peeked through the staves. A smile beamed on his face as he discovered the stranger was Detective Lands.  
 
    “I hope there is no problem, Detective?” Anthony asked, seriously.  
 
    “There is always a problem. It is the nature of the world.” 
 
    “Oh! I didn’t know you were equally philosophical, Detective. “ 
 
    “I am sorry, but who are you, Anthony?” 
 
    “I am the personal assistant to Mister Sanders.” 
 
    “Oh! One could easily mistake you for a bodyguard. Maybe even a hitman,” Lands replied, smiling.  
 
    “Detective Lands! What do I owe your visit?” Brian asked, edging closer to him.  
 
    “You said I could visit you anytime,” Lands replied.  
 
    “Oh! I said that. How is your case going?” Brian paused as if he was trying to remember.  
 
    “The one about the kidnap. Have you solved it yet?” 
 
    Lands swiveled at Anthony. He was huddled up with Raheem, and they uttered a serious, appraising look.  
 
    “Eventually, every case will be solved. Either by the death of the perpetrators or their imprisonment,” Lands retorted. Brian Sanders kept quiet for a little while, and smiled.  
 
    “Spoken like a true detective,” he said, smiling. “Lands never fail to impress. He is someone you should aspire to, Raheem,” Brian added. Raheem nodded with a grimace.  
 
    “Come on in, Detective,” Brian said, dawdling away. Lands followed behind, clambering up the small flight of stairs that led to the threshold of the house. Raheem and Anthony edged slightly behind him, stopping at the door as he entered inside. Lands surveyed the living room, his eyes trailing a range of images on the side wall. In one of the images, a distraught woman, with tears in her eyes, held her heart in her hand, offering it to another outstretched hands with a knife in one of the hands. It piqued his interest, and he gravitated towards it, impressed and astonished by it.  
 
    “I got it for two million dollars in an auction in Paris,” Brian said, watching him from a considerable distance.  
 
    “The message is compelling. It is funny how the woman is being forced to offer her heart,” Lands said.  
 
    “There is a thin line between persuasion and force,” Lands replied, pouring himself a drink.  
 
    “What should I offer you, Detective?” 
 
    “I am fine, thank you,” Lands replied, keeping his eyes on the image. His eyes whirled to the next image. A sheep stretched its neck to eat from an outstretched hand, but the other hand was holding a knife.  
 
    “The sheep eats from the hand about to shed its blood,” Brian said, taking a slug of whiskey. 
 
    “Where did you get this one?” 
 
    “I had someone paint it for me in Berlin. Such a great artist. The two images tell the difference between persuasion and force,” Brian replied, walking down towards him. Lands scratched the side of his nose, imagining what it must be like to live the life of Brian Sanders. It was easy to imagine his perversion and his surprised unwillingness to sheath his desperate wickedness. How he was essentially a handsome devil resigned to inflicting pain on his victim. His choice of paintings were evil, a clear reflection of the trajectory of his mind. In the next painting, a woman seemed to dance with a man wearing a crown interspersed with tiny human skulls. Brian Sanders had closed in on Detective Lands.  
 
    “This one is my favorite. I call it nemesis. It reflects the interest of my blog,” Brian said, with a stern face.  
 
    “Nemesis,” Lands chuckled.  
 
    “It is the name of my blog. And those guys outside are ardent volunteers. Sometimes I let them hang around the house to get a feel of the good life.” 
 
    Lands touched the painting, muttering nemesis to himself. 
 
    “An old man I met in Bangladesh painted this one for me. He died a year later. This painting talks about a woman…” 
 
    “In love with a killer,” Lands cut in, swiveling towards him.  
 
    “Exactly. Why would anyone love a killer? Why would anyone?” 
 
    “People fight with demons every day, Mister Sanders. Hybristophilia is a mental illness. The victims need help,” Lands said, keeping his eyes on him. Brian Sanders looked away, taking small slugs of whiskey. He reeled away and dripped the glass on the living room table. Lands followed behind, suppressing his rage.  
 
    “The world makes excuses for its less adorable citizens. They want to make them think they are not in control of their emotions. They are victims of their own circumstances. The world tries to make sinners victims. They try to help them. They try to change them…” Brian shook his head.  
 
    “People are different. People kill because they want to. People exude evil because it is fashionable to them. The world is too scared to understand the depth of the human mind. Survival of the fittest is a necessary prescription for some of these less fashionable folks.” 
 
    “And what is your idea of survival of the fittest, Mister Sanders?” 
 
    “Think about the evolution of the world. One time murderers and rapists were put to death. Men with strange dispositions were extricated from society. But today, the world has grown softer. We make excuses for those who are not fit to continue in the evolution of the world.” 
 
    “And what are you doing about it?” Lands asked, somberly.  
 
    Brian Sanders chuckled. He pointed a forefinger at Detective Lands and continued to chuckle, plopping down on the white sofa that curled around the table.  
 
    “Detective Lands. I think you are a great man. But there are things you need to understand and I am afraid you might have to understand them the hard way.” 
 
    “What are you doing about the least fittest of us, Mister Sanders?” 
 
    “Nothing. Absolutely nothing. I just sit and watch, hoping the world would find its map.” 
 
    Brian Sanders was reclined on the sofa, smiling to himself.  
 
    “You know, I couldn’t tell the difference between you and Andrew Menon when you spoke. And Andrew Menon is in prison right now. Would you put him in the category of the least fittest of us?” 
 
    The smile on Brian’s face dissipated inconspicuously. He suddenly wore a serious, business look. He kept quiet for a moment, his head swopped down.  
 
    “What happened to Andrew Menon is rather unfortunate,” He began, keeping his face swopped down.  
 
    “So you know him?” 
 
    “Not really. I heard about your heroics. The man who captured one of the weirdest psychos in Vancouver. But before you captured him, I met him in Ambleside high school. I listened to him speak, and I thought he was a very intelligent boy.” 
 
    “But he started killing people and his excuse follows your bias. He thinks he is saving the world from its ugliness. So tell me, Mister Sanders, is he among the least fittest of us?” 
 
    “I can’t answer that question. Context matters. Andrew Menon was perhaps a little disturbed.” 
 
    “No, he wasn’t. And I bet you can answer this question.” 
 
    “Are you interrogating me?” 
 
    “Maybe I am. Maybe I am trying to make you understand that it is only a matter of time before you become Andrew Menon’s cellmate.” 
 
    “So you are threatening me?” 
 
    “I would rather see it as a prophesy.” 
 
    “Fools tread where Angels dread, Detective Lands. I am quite certain I won’t be in prison. I am not that kind of person,” Brian replied, calmly. 
 
    “What do you intend to gain from this? How long would you keep doing this?” 
 
    “Keep doing what?” 
 
    “You know what, Mister Sanders. And you know that I know. The women had families. They didn’t deserve to die because of something that could be easily solved.” 
 
    “What are you talking about, Detective?” 
 
    “It is only a matter of time. Justice eventually catches up with everyone.” 
 
    Brian Sanders chuckled, uttering a deep, retching sound. His face was contorted, and it seemed he was severely amused by Lands' mention of justice. He tapped his hands on the sofa, and his chuckle splintered to a transient laughter. When he stopped laughing, he sprang up from the sofa, and started clapping his hands. He made a small, pointless movement, circling around Lands. He kept at it, clapping his hands in derisive applause. Lands kept quiet, watching him exude such insane eccentricity.  
 
    “Hearing people tell me about Justice makes me sick. Justice is what happens when the strong becomes weary,” he said, clapping. Lands kept silent, his eyes whirling after him, appraising him.  
 
    “I am sure you must have done your research and heard about my grandfather.” 
 
    “I am sorry for what happened to him.” 
 
    “Justice as you call it was the reason why he died. And guess who was affected by the bias of Justice? My father. He spent his life ridiculing the system that led to the death of his father.” 
 
    “I heard about his story, but you don’t have to be like them, Mister Sanders. You cam turn yourself in and get a reduced sentence.” 
 
    “Who said anything about being like them? Let me guess if the true killer turns himself or herself in, you would make up excuses for him or her. Maybe he has a personality disorder. Maybe he has some other form of mental illness.” 
 
    “You don’t have to make this any difficult. We have found the bodies of your disciples. Days or weeks from now we would get a perfect link to you. I am begging you to do the right thing while there is still time.” 
 
    “I can’t believe a Detective would come to my own house and accuse me of killing people. I don’t have to kill anybody to make a point. “ 
 
    “So who is doing the killing?’ 
 
    “Justice. Justice will help all of us find out.” 
 
    “I am going to get you no matter how long it takes.” 
 
    “The writing is on the wall, Detective. How does that make you feel?” 
 
    Lands' face wrinkled in concealed fury. He briefly mingled with gripping Brian Sanders on the scruff of his neck. He closed in on him, fastening his rush of anger and trepidation together. He stopped suddenly and sighed.  
 
    “Don’t you dare come close to my family. You would only end up regretting it.” 
 
    “Are you scared of doing your job? We are counting on you to do your usual enterprising works, Detective. Does the presence of your family make you weak?” 
 
    Lands drifted towards him, his hands outstretched. Brian Sanders stood there like a living sacrifice, baiting him. Lands was close to grabbing him on his collar when the door opened.  
 
    “Is there a problem, Sir?” Anthony asked. Raheem was standing beside him, his face fiercer than ever. Lands swiveled towards them, still angry as could be.  
 
    “Detective Lands was just making his way out,” Brian said, plopping down on the sofa.  
 
    “This is not going to be over until you have been caught.” 
 
    Brian Sanders smiled, and gravitated towards the door. He opened it.  
 
    “You mistake me for a simpleton, Detective. But as you will very well discover, I have the biggest mind in the room,” he said, holding the door open. Detective Lands smiled, and wheeled his eyes at Raheem and Anthony, keeping their faces on his mind.  
 
    “You have a nice house,” he said, dawdled out, smiling. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth Riverstone could almost feel her life seeping out from her. It was a gradual, painful procedure she wished was faster and less tormenting. The chains that held her to the wall had been slightly adjusted so her body was more inclined downward, like the starting position of a person falling off a cliff. Her shackles made faint clanking sound that seemed like the ringtone of death. The smell of her own flesh assaulted her with such enormity it ostensibly nauseated her. She thought she smelt of death. She even had the troubled consciousness of accepting she was half-dead. She could barely feel her arms. It felt like a paralysis had encapsulated her arms. She imagined the monotonous life she had often taken for granted. The bliss of not knowing any suffering. All the small, boring pieces of her life finally made sense. At the end of the day, everyone lived to die. It was a bizarre truth, and for the first time in a long while, she thought about William. She was inflicted with remorse, because it seemed increasingly likely she wouldn’t be able to watch her boy grow. She wouldn’t be there to hear him ask some puzzling, unnerving life questions. She wouldn’t be there to watch him experience his first wet dream. Oh! How would she would love to see the look on his face on his first time. How she would love to make him understand it was an important part of growing up. Tears trickled down from her eyes, falling on the basins under her. Surprisingly, it wasn’t borne out of sadness. There was a joy that gripped her heart. The realization that William was her legacy. Her gift to the largely merciless world. It made her happy, because she had been able to inure herself to her pain, and concentrate on the things that made her happy. She thought about the stupidity imbedded in her penchant for writing to Andrew Menon. She realized she hadn’t thought it through. She hadn’t envisaged that by writing to him, she was inadvertently giving a thumbs up to his insanity. For that she was sorry. Sometimes loneliness superimposed its friends into the weirdest adventure, and it was perhaps how she had been blinded by the stupid love she so lovingly exuded. A growing sense of penitence tarried inside of her, and it seemed she was more interested in making peace with herself and the world around her. She thought about Nemesis. And thinking about him alone nearly hardened her heart, but she immersed herself in the perception that he was perhaps as blind as she had been. Sometimes things become clearer when a person is pushed to the wall. And she hoped he would come to the realization and live out the rest of his life in severe penitence. 
 
    The room was annoyingly dark as it had mostly been. She thought she heard footsteps, but she detached herself from this awareness, and instead focused on how strong she had been in facing Nemesis. She would have doubted her ability to accentuate such immense inurement to his torture if someone told her on a normal day. She even had the temerity to congratulate herself. This time, she spoke out loud.  
 
    “You are a great woman, Elizabeth. You have made a few mistakes, but it doesn’t nullify your greatness.” 
 
    It was the first time she had said anything since he left the room. And understandably it wasn’t a call for help. She had grown to understand she was being locked in an isolated house. And there was no need trying to call for help. She thought she heard a hushed conversation, and it made her smile. Her lips were parted extensively, she wondered if she had ever smiled like that. She started to laugh moments later. She couldn’t keep her voice on a high pitch. But she did her best nonetheless, laughing as much as she could. She thought about her husband, Edmond, and it made her laugh even more. She remembered the one time she had urged him to desist from eating too late at night and doing too little exercise. And the way his stomach wobbled and fell to his thighs had proved her right. She was still laughing, keeping it as intense as she could. She could feel the strain in her neck. She could taste blood in her tongue. And yet she kept at it, laughing like a mad woman. It seemed she inadvertently tried to laugh her life away. She was sweating now, and the pain in her arms and body had intensified. She found it difficult to catch her breath. And as the laughter continued, she started to see she could go down in history as the first woman to deliberately laugh herself to death. But even such a rare feature wouldn’t be recorded. As if her body conspired with her tormentor, Elizabeth found herself coughing and sneezing moments later. Her body desperate to restore balance to her system. Her jaws hurt, and the footsteps became closer and closer. She knew the hands was reaching out to the switch. The lights flickered on to once again prove her right. Her vision was blurry and even when it seemed to clear, the figures before her had hazy faces. It suddenly seemed their faces were made out of smoke. She was conceivably apprehended by the images before her. She thought she was in a dream. Somehow she had slept off while she sneezed. Perhaps she was dead. And this was how dying looked like.  
 
    “Hello, Mrs. Elizabeth. How are you doing?” 
 
    The voice was perhaps a reminder that nothing had changed. She was still alive. She was still in her shackles, and Nemesis had returned to taunt her. She raised her face weakly, and let them drop back down.  
 
    “How do you sleep with such wickedness? Tell me, Nemesis, is wickedness your pillow?” Her voice was shrill and growling like the voice of a medieval witch. She flipped her face up, and it fell back down weakly. Nemesis stood before her, his hand cupped on his chin. He observed her. The way she seemed resigned to the fate that awaited her.  
 
    “How do you sleep, Idiot?” 
 
    Nemesis turned around to the man behind him, clothed and masked like him.  
 
    “I told you she is a really strong woman,” the man said, edging closer to the table where Nemesis kept his instruments.  
 
    “Elizabeth. I underestimated you, but that is okay…” 
 
    “Who would be your nemesis?” She asked, cutting in.  
 
    The question seemed to unnerve him, and he paced around, fraught with anger.  
 
    “Don’t go away. Tell me who would be your nemesis.” Her voice was weak and splintered to a whisper.  
 
    “Let’s get it over it, boss.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed as intensely as she had laughed. She put in as much effort as the last time, but it wasn’t as ferocious and insane.  
 
    “You aspire to be like this psycho?” 
 
    “Shut up, Bitch,” the man said, detectably angry.  
 
    “You aspire to be like this retarded psy…” 
 
    The whip fell on her face, peeling off the skin on the side of her face. Only, Elizabeth continued to laugh. It came as an assault to the sensibilities of Nemesis. He suddenly looked like a wistful, disgruntled man. He flung the whip on her arms, reopening old wounds. The laughter did not cease. It seemed the whip inexorably gave her more strength. The sound of her laughter grew louder and louder much to the amazement of the men.  
 
    “The bitch is fucking possessed,” the man said, closing in. He picked another whip, and continued from where Nemesis stopped, using his strength, he flung the whip so fiercely on her thigh. One of spikes adorned to the whip pierced her and remained inside. There was a blistering annoyance in the way the other man threw the whip at her. The laughing ceased. The pain on her body heightened. It seemed like death. She started to cry, and wonder why she had to suffer so much because she wrote some letters to a serial killer. The man threw the whip on the side of her body, splintering it. Blood seeped out like rainwater from the edge of a roof. She knew she would die any moment. And she kept silent, waiting for death. The man stopped.  
 
    “You are not so strong now, are you?” Nemesis asked, chuckling. He mimicked her, derisively. Her face was covered in blood. It seemed she was already at the borderline between living and dying. Dying seemed only a breath away. She languished in her misery, choosing to remain quiet while Nemesis reminded her of her sins. It had become clichéd and monotonous, and she assumed it was what his life felt like. Perhaps he was one of those schizophrenics, who were bored with their own lives. Perhaps he was one of those men, who never really got any genuine attention from women. And perhaps it was why he became jealous. Perhaps it was his own way of telling the world he deserved to be loved. Her ears were deafened to the admonishment of Nemesis. Perhaps it was the whip that made them tingle. She could not hear him. She could only hear the voices in her mind. How they deliberated on the trajectory of her tormentor's life with an aching alacrity. Moments later, she could hear her blood drop down on the basin with a plop. Her auditory perception was becoming clearer.  
 
    “I hope you have found peace with yourself? I hope you are ready to take the next step towards setting yourself free?” 
 
    Elizabeth could hear him, but she remained quiet. She could not find the strength to open her mouth.  
 
    “You have proven to be such a tough nut to crack. But everyone cracks at the end.” 
 
    Nemesis walked towards her, held her face with his hand and raised it up. Elizabeth spat a mouthful of blood and saliva on his face, and he staggered backwards. The other man raised the whip, but Nemesis stopped him.  
 
    “She knows she is close to dying. Any more whip and we would give her a less painful passage,” he said, smiling. He wiped the patch of blood on his mask, and picked a chisel from the table.  
 
    “Show me your face, Coward,” Elizabeth said, finally. 
 
    “Of course. I intend to,” Nemesis replied, and drifted towards her. He pulled off his mask, and pushed his face closer to her face, pressing his palm against her mouth.  
 
    “You? It can’t be. You work for the…” 
 
    Nemesis dug the chisel into her left eye, pulling it out. She screamed in agony. His hand was still pressed to her mouth, muffling her up. He dug the chisel into her right eye, pulling it out as well. Elizabeth’s face suddenly looked like something a mediocre artist had drawn. Nemesis reeled away from her, and dropped the chisel. He picked a small knife and licked the tip. The other man was sated with the idiosyncrasies of his boss. He had unwittingly dropped the whip, mesmerized as could be.  
 
    “This is the price you pay for seeing my face. Everything has a price doesn’t it?” Nemesis asked. Elizabeth’s face loomed down, lifelessly. She did not make any perceptible movement.  
 
    “I think she is dead, Boss.” 
 
    “Not yet. There is still a bit of life left in her.” 
 
    Nemesis gravitated towards her, and pushed her face up. She looked very ugly, and he savored it. It was exactly how she should look. Nemesis thought her current face reflected the structure of her heart. Her lips moved weakly. It slipped open and close. There was still life in her. In spite of all she had been through, Elizabeth still had something to say. And Nemesis watched her try to force her lips open. And when she couldn’t, she started to mumble, but the words wouldn’t just come out. Nemesis steadied the knife, and drew it closer to her neck.  
 
    “Who…would be your…neme…” 
 
    Nemesis slit her throat before she could complete her dying words.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    Rosaline cut a lonely, disturbed figure in Ambleside the next day. She constantly looked over her shoulder, mindful of every small, irrelevant sound. A scrim of despondence was etched on her face, making her less pretty. Her blonde, sleek hair cascaded down to the nape of her neck lackadaisically. She had forgotten to fasten them into a knot. She was dismayed as could be, and pressed her bag to her stomach as she drifted into the school, overwhelmed and tired. She could not really sleep last night. She had the paranoid sensation that someone could come into the apartment and kill her and her husband. As she licked closer and closer to her office, she understood the bitter clarity of being excessively aware of danger. Somehow, her husband had been right all along. Not knowing was sometimes better than knowing. A kid bumped into her, and she reflexively jumped to the side, as if she tried to steady herself to bolt off. Her reaction came as a surprise to the kid, who wittingly ran away, slightly scared she could get a detention. Rosaline pressed herself against the wall, finding her breath. The single mistake of the child had sent her heart jumping up her chest. She needed to go away before this disturbing situation made her mad. She took her time, breathing in and out, steeling herself. She started off her journey to the office of Principal Crane. Her eyes were moist. Her wrists trembled. Last night, Lands had instructed her to inform him once she felt she was contending with a strange situation.  
 
    It is just a little kid. God! I am losing my mind, she thought. She knocked, and entered the office of Principal Crane. He was sitting down, his face buried on a book on the table. He stood up immediately she came in.  
 
    “Mrs. Lands,” he said, keeping a leery-eyed look on her face. “Are you alright?” 
 
    Rosaline was quiet, not knowing what answer to assign to his question.  
 
    “May I sit down?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She sat down, her bag still pressed to her stomach. 
 
    “Is everything okay with you?” 
 
    “I am afraid everything is not okay.” 
 
    “Is it Richard?” 
 
    “More like his job,” Rosaline replied, stifling a sob.  
 
    Principal Crane closed the book on his table, and leaned forward towards her.  
 
    “What happened this time?” 
 
    “It is scary. I don’t even know where to start.” 
 
    “I hope this is not about the offer of Mister Sanders?” 
 
    “No! That hasn’t crossed my mind ever since. My husband is being threatened by a serial killer.” 
 
    “Oh! Was that why the police department sent three officers to the school premises?” 
 
    “They did? I think that is the reason.” 
 
    “The Captain simply told me they had reason to send in reinforcements. I am so sorry, Rosaline.” 
 
    “It is the nature of his job. Things like this are bound to happen from time to time.” 
 
    “But this is the first time, isn’t it?” 
 
    Rosaline nodded, affirmatively.  
 
    “The pedigree of your husband should send fear to the spine of every sensible man. I think this one is different…” Principal Crane stood up, and walked down to a water dispenser at the side wall.  
 
    “Want a drink?” 
 
    Rosaline nodded. He fetched her a glass of water and offered. Rosaline drank it in two large gulp.  
 
    “I am guessing you need some time off to let your husband sort out this mess.” 
 
    “It is precisely why I have come to you,” Rosaline replied.  
 
    “Of course there is no way I can put you in harm’s way. God! I feel so terrible,” he replied, scratching his eye brow.  
 
    “I am afraid. I have never been so afraid all my life,” she replied, conceding defeat to the tears that welled up her eyes. They came down gently, in small dribbles. Principal Crane brought out a hanky from his breast pocket, and offered it to her. She took it and pressed it to her eyes.  
 
    “Thank you,” she said, moments later.  
 
    Principal Crane plop down, and kept his gaze on her.  
 
    “Don’t you think it would be better to put you in protective custody?” 
 
    Rosaline grinned. “The excuse it that cops get threatened all the time. It is usually the final straw of perceived criminals.” 
 
    “Detective Lands should be different, shouldn’t he? Well, take as much time as you deem fit. I hope you come out stronger.” 
 
    “Thank you for everything,” Rosaline said, wringing herself from the chair. She staggered slightly and found her balance. She made to leave the office.  
 
    “Rosaline,” Crane called, and drifted towards her. He hugged her. And Rosaline weaved her hands on his back. It was exactly what she needed. When they parted, Principal Crane pressed his palm on her shoulder.  
 
    “Please be safe,” he said, and opened the door down for her.  
 
    “Thank you,” Rosaline replied, and drifted off. She trudged down the lobby, and when she reached her office, she stood close to the door, contending with a fresh rush of tears. She cleaned her eyes with the hanky Principal Crane had offered her. She walked into her office, staggering for the most part. She took a long around the office, and decided there was no need to take anything with her. She was optimistic her husband would solve the case before a month. She had never seen so much fury in his eyes. She heard a knock on the door. She walked down, opened, and met a kid staring up at her. Rosaline thought she couldn’t be more than seven.  
 
    “Someone gave me this envelop to give to you,” she said, innocently.  
 
    “Really?” Rosaline smiled, taking the envelop from her outstretched hand.  
 
    “Thank you,” she said. The kid bolted off.  
 
    Rosaline opened the envelop, and brought out a small paper from inside. What she saw sent grim flushes up her spine. She dropped the paper fearfully, her hands trembling. Boldly written in red was a message that said: 
 
    ROW! ROW! ROW! YOUR DEATH GENTLY DOWN THE SCHOOL. MERRILY! MERRILY! MERRILY! MERRILY! DEATH IS NOT A DREAM 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    Detective Lands got the Police Department a little tired and sick. He had been up all  night, deliberating on the conversation he had with Brian Sanders. Watching Rosaline sleepless had made it worst. On the road to the Police Department he had mingled with the thought of going out on a vacation with Rosaline. Perhaps it was the only way he could ensure her safety. And most importantly, it was perhaps the only way he could make her feel less lonely. At night, he turned towards Rosaline pretending to be asleep, and he peek at her through constricted eyes. Her hands were folded on her chest, and her face was florid. Lands could not forget the look on her face. It infuriated him, and he licked closer and closer to harnessing the ploy Captain Berkeley had shared with him. How Captain Roswell had impressively taken matters into his hands once the life of his daughter was involved. Lands was slapped with the cognizance that it would take a really empathetic person to understand the circumstances his family mingled with. Perhaps Captain Berkeley would have understood jungle justice if his daughter were kidnapped by a man he was apt to see every day, exuding a beautifully devilish smile. It was painful to see. It was torture in itself. Also, a part of him agreed with Captain Berkeley. He might be a man obsessed with safety, but the situations were not really perfect. It was not equal with the situation Roswell faced, and there was a firm indication he would be sharing a room with Andrew Menon if he decided to take the life of Brian Sanders. It was clear as day, and Brian Sanders knew. He had wondered the persecution and humiliation Rosaline would face if he decided to pander to the lucid desire that tarried in his heart. He went to his office, and plopped down. Tom Gibbs was not around. Perhaps he had gotten an Intel on the case. He took a peek at his wristwatch. The time was edging past eight in the morning. Again, the thought of going out on a vacation with Rosaline came at him again. It flitted through his mind, clutching it as if some spiritual element conspired with his mind to ensure he listened to his deep, admonishing mind’s voice. He shook the thought off. He realized it made him weak. It was exactly what Brian Sanders would want. 
 
    Does it really matter what Brian Sanders what? You need to do what you need to do to protect your family, his mind’s voice urged.  
 
    He rested his face on his hand, a headachy sensation encapsulating the back of his head. He needed some pain killers. He pushed open the drawer on his desk, and rummaged through it, pushing out files upon files. He saw a pack of aspirin, and took it out. While, pushing the drawer back, his eyes met a small card he had taken from Andrew Menon on the day he caught him. He had forgotten he had it in his possession. He held it on one hand, his eyes buried on it with suppressed alacrity. No matter how skewed the rendition, news about Andrew Menon fascinated him. Written inside the card was a short message:  
 
    The Darkness Is Everywhere. You should let it lead you home 
 
    He smiled and wondered if he made it himself, or perhaps he had received it from someone. He dawdled down to a water dispenser, fetched a glass of water, and gulped it down with the painkillers. He looked out from his office, and he saw Captain Berkeley speaking in hushed tone to an officer. He looked in his direction, their eyes met. Lands looked away, trudging back to his chair. He fell down, the side of his head propped to his hand. He looked at the card again, and wondered if Andrew Menon had received it from Brian Sanders. Perhaps he had received it from him as a teenager. It could explain why the young man carried it around like a souvenir from the greatest moment of his life. He shrugged the thought off, accepting Brian Sanders would find a way to wring himself from the small shackles of a gift card. And there was no clear indication Andrew Menon would seek to help the Police apprehend him. Imperceptibly, it dawned on him that he was drifting on a seemingly lost cause. It made him sick. Sick to the stomach. He heard Detective Gibbs come into the office. He stood up and saw him having a conversation with Captain Berkeley. They stood side by side, like amateur spies, and Gibbs whispered something into his ear. He walked down to the side of his office and pressed his face against it, wondering what they could be onto. Concurrently, Gibbs and Captain Berkeley turned towards him, and watched him for a while. Berkeley whispered something back to him, Gibbs nodded and drifted off to the examination room. Todd Brewster came in his line of vision. He walked behind Oliver Fish, and together they entered the examination room. He whirled his eyes back to Captain Berkeley, and saw him drifting to his office. He had the avowed perception he would be receiving a loud mouthed rebuke from the Captain. He scuffed away to his chair and plopped down, setting himself up for his rebuke. Captain Berkeley came inside, his hands clasped at his back. His face was flushed, and perhaps it indicated he had not been able to find sleep himself. Lands turned towards him, and saw the perceptible misery stamped on his face. He instantly felt sad he had undermined the ability of his old friend and Captain to understand the operating situation. A transitory silence stood before them, Berkeley seemingly choosing his words carefully.  
 
    “You surprise me, Richard. You surprise me so much. I am this close to taking you off the case completely and maybe giving you some time off.” 
 
    Lands opened his mouth as if he wanted to say something, but nothing came out. Berkeley walked down to the water dispenser and served himself.  
 
    “Gibbs informed me of what you did last night. You shouldn’t have gone to his place, Richard. It would only make things worse,” Berkeley said, calmly.  
 
    “It was only a friendly visit. He said I could visit any time I…” 
 
    “A friendly visit? Really? How do you call that friendly visit when he had just sent you a personal message?” 
 
    “I didn’t go there to confront him about his message. I am sure he would have made a report by now if I did.” 
 
    “Exactly, Lands. Brian Sanders called the Police Department this evening, and told us about your visit.” 
 
    “He fucking did?” 
 
    “Exactly, and he personally sent a man named Raheem Lee to make a report. He said he would seek a restraining order if we don’t remind you what your job is.” 
 
    “I think my visit got to him. I didn’t do anything funny. We had a normal discussion, I mean…” Lands started stuttering.  
 
    “I asked him...I asked him if he hated or supported what Andrew Menon did. But he couldn’t reply. He said it wasn’t his…” 
 
    “You still don’t get it do you?” Berkeley sat on his desk, and gently tapped it with his forefinger. Lands was quiet and attentive.  
 
    “So far you have played into his hands. You know why he chose you?” 
 
    Lands was quiet, sensing it was a rhetorical question.  
 
    “Everyone was awed by the expertise you displayed in getting the best of Andrew Menon. Every single person that heard your story did not believe a Detective would put himself in such torturous situation just to save the increasing deaths of Winos. But you see, no one remembered that three years ago, you lost a partner in a shooting because you became overwhelmed with catching a criminal.” 
 
    “You can’t possibly blame me for the death of Rooney.” 
 
    “No one is blaming you, after all you were only trying to do your job. Even if in doing that job, you left  Rooney exposed. Yet no one is blaming you. You got the job done. But ever since, no single detective has been happy to work with you. You are the best and yet they are afraid they would only be collateral damages to getting a job done. Do you know who you remind me of?” 
 
    Berkeley dipped a thumb inside his nostril, and scratched ever so slightly.  
 
    “You remind me of me. I was very enthusiastic. I was maybe not the best in my time, but I loved my job. Every one knew that. Every single person. I lost a few partners in the line of duty. A few got disabled, and blamed me for it. But I didn’t think it was my fault. It was never my fault. I was only trying to get the job done. But tell me, Richard, if I was only trying to get the job done, why am I so lonely these days? Why am I the only one I meet at home? My three kids and divorced wife are in the United States, trying to stay away from me. How do you get the job done if you lose everyone?” 
 
    Detective Lands was suddenly introspective, pondering on his sense of adventure. He certainly thought there was sense in what the Captain said, and it was exactly why he had chosen to retire as soon as possible. And now that Rosaline had been thrown into the battle line, he had convinced himself he would be retiring after he had gotten enough evidence to catch Brian Sanders.  
 
    “I am retiring after this case,” Lands said, in a hushed, whispering tone. 
 
    Berkeley chuckled, and tapped the table, his chuckle splintered to a full-hearted laughter, and even that splintered to a choking, bizarre laughter. When he stopped, he absorbed the sobriety he had mingled with for the most part.  
 
    “When do you think this case would end?” 
 
    “I think it would end very soon.” 
 
    Berkeley nodded.  
 
    “Do you know how many times I told myself I would retire?” Berkeley exhaled loudly.  
 
    “Twelve times, Richard. I told myself I would retire twelve times.” He got up, and stood behind Detective Lands, tapping his back.  
 
    “I know how you feel, Richard. I know you must be tempted to do something quick. And to be honest, I have never seen a serial killer set out to get a police officer who hasn’t been assigned to investigate him. I mean he could have done his deeds silently, but somehow he has brought it into the open. Because in the open is perhaps the safest place to hide something…” 
 
    Berkeley’s last sentence rang through his mind, like a memory verse from Sunday school. It was exactly what Lands thought.  
 
    Because in the open is perhaps the safest place to hide something 
 
    Lands could not understand why the words echoed in his head. Not yet.  
 
    “What do think should be done?” 
 
    “I know what you are going to do, Lands. You are going to try to keep an eye on him until you make him get the restraining order he needs. Brian Sanders knows that. It is why he has chosen you. He has done his research, and he knows you have a weak point. I didn’t even know you love your wife so much, but he does. What else do you think he doesn’t know?” 
 
    Lands nodded.  
 
    “There is hardly anything you can’t imagine with a clear head. At least I know this for sure. And Brian Sanders is trying to make sure you don’t have a clear head. So if I were you, I would say fuck him, and try to have a clear head. It is a weapon, Lands. And he is going to make sure you don’t possess it.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Lands replied.  
 
    “Don’t thank me,” Berkeley retorted. “You have made a mess of yourself. Get yourself cleaned up. And if I think you can’t handle this, I am taking you off.” 
 
    He dawdled out, and stopped at the door.  
 
    “Todd Brewster has a new evidence. I think it is pretty important.” 
 
    Detective Lands sprang up from his chair with an admirable vigor, and followed Captain Berkeley to the examination room.  
 
    In the examination room, Todd Brewster was having a loud conversation with Tom Gibbs, and Oliver Fish was flipping the pages of a book in the face of another officer, Mitch Rodriguez. Lands thought Oliver Fish seemed happy to show Mitch Rodriguez some of his works. He swirled his eyes to the door infrequently, tracing the movement of Captain Berkeley. Lands strode down to a chair and sat down. He thought about calling Rosaline, and suddenly decided against it. Something about what Captain Berkeley said had rubbed off on him. He needed to cut a swathe through the droplets of paranoia that welled up in the heart of his wife. He chivvied his phone into his pocket, and watched Captain Berkeley gravitate towards Todd, tapping him on the back. He turned towards him, and Tom Gibbs scuffed away, and nestled up on the chair next to Lands.  
 
    “I am sorry for telling the Captain about the text you sent me. I didn’t know what else to do,” he said, keeping his gaze straight at the Todd and Berkeley.  
 
    “It is okay…” 
 
    “I know how it might seem I am not keeping some sort of detective code. But I...” 
 
    “Seriously it is okay,” Lands repeated, faking a smile.  
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    Lands straightened his gaze. His eyes met Berkeley’s.  
 
    “Why do like my company?” Lands asked, looking away.  
 
    “We are detectives. We should stick together right?” 
 
    “Obviously, no one else wants to stick with me. So why are you…you know…” 
 
    “You are like my clear opposite. Brave, pertinacious…the making of a genuine superhero,” Gibbs cut in.  
 
    “Okay, you are just exaggerating. You can’t possibly think of me that way.” 
 
    “I do as a matter of fact. And you know how they say opposites attract.” 
 
    “So you think we are clear opposites, huh?” 
 
    Gibbs nodded.  
 
    “Tell me Detective, have you ever pointed a gun at a person and pulled the trigger? Have you ever killed a person?” 
 
    “Five years ago I killed a criminal. I didn’t want to. But he gave me no choice.” 
 
    “When you point a gun at the face of a person, and allow your forefinger caress the trigger…” Lands positioned his hand so it looked like a gun.  
 
    “The person the gun is pointed at cannot tell the difference if I replaced you in the same position.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “You are the only one that really thinks we are different. The criminals won’t think so.” 
 
    “Okay, Ladies. Oliver Fish and the entire forensic team got a print from the apartment of the hanged brothers. Todd would you enlighten the ladies?” Berkeley asked, nudging him slightly.  
 
    Todd was wearing a white canvas on a tucked-in flowery shirt and white pants. His omnipresent spectacles curled around his face, like a part of his vital organs.  
 
    “The good news is we found a print of another man, who is supposed to be the prime suspect of this investigation,” Todd began, gesticulating. He moved about, in an improved show of confidence.  
 
    “But the bad news is that the guy is dead. He died three years ago in a car crash.” 
 
    “So he rose up after the three years to hang the brothers?” Rodriguez joked.  
 
    “His name is Patrick Delph. And before his death three years ago, he was a pioneer of an organization meant to save Crack addicts,” Todd continued, ignoring Rodriquez.  
 
    “Now here is the fun part. Samuel Nigel and the two brothers were members of the organization. So there is a connection.” 
 
    “Do you have all the names of the member of the organization?” Lands asked, interested.  
 
    “No. Most of the members preferred to remain anonymous. The organization fell apart after his death three years ago.” Todd walked to the board, and circled a photograph.  
 
    “This is the dead man, who seems to have to come to life,” he trilled.  
 
    “How about a patron, sponsors, could you locate any?” Lands inquired.  
 
    “That is another mystery, Detective. The sponsors were anonymous, and they only made cash payments because obviously, the organization did not have a bank account.” 
 
    “That is fishy.” 
 
    “Why did they fall apart?” Gibbs asked.  
 
    “No clear reason was given. They just did.” 
 
    “What is the name of the organization?” Rodriguez asked.  
 
    “Karma,” Todd replied.  
 
    “I want you to check if there is any organization named Nemesis,” Lands blurted, standing up.  
 
    Todd Brewster picked a tablet, and thumbed on it.  
 
    “So obviously we have a resurrection in our hands,” Berkeley waded in, soberly. 
 
    “And we have to make sure no one else is trying to play Jesus,” he added.  
 
    Rodriguez chuckled, got up, and whispered something into the ear of  Oliver Fish, before leaving the examination room, his phone pressed to his ear. 
 
    Berkeley strode down to Fish.  
 
    “Where the fuck is he going?” 
 
    “His wife is pregnant. I am sure I have told you about it.” 
 
    “He keeps saying that since he passed his detective exams. For Christ sake, he is trying to populate the earth?” 
 
    “I heard that,” Rodriguez said, from outside.  
 
    “Oh! Go meet your wife. You can as well retire and focus on what matters most,” Berkeley retorted.  
 
    “I would give it a thought,” Rodriguez replied, and left finally.  
 
    “I just discovered there is an organization known as Nemesis. It is for the rehabilitation of damned alcoholics and Crack addicts.” 
 
    “Was Andrew Menon part of it?” 
 
    “I can’t find any registration for their members.” 
 
    “Who is the pioneer?” Lands asked, drawing closer to Todd Brewster.  
 
    “Raheem Lee.” 
 
    “The exact same Raheem Lee I met in Brian Sanders' residence?” Lands buried his face on the tablet and saw a picture of Raheem Lee.  
 
    “That’s him, bingo.” 
 
    “But there is no proof he was a member of the organization founded by Patrick Delph.” 
 
    “Not yet. Do they have a meeting place?” 
 
    “They have an apartment in 0127 Southridge Avenue where they hold meetings and help alcoholics.” 
 
    “Nice work, Todd,” Lands said, sincerely.  
 
    Berkeley pushed Lands aside.  
 
    “If you visit their facility, I don’t want it to be confrontational. Gibbs get your ass here.” 
 
    Detective Gibbs tagged along.  
 
    “I want you to do most of the talking when you get to the facility. I don’t want it to be confrontational. Don’t make it look like an investigation. I want you to make sure Detective…” 
 
    Lands phone started to ring, vibrating in his pocket. He wrenched it out.  
 
    “It is Rosaline,” he said. Berkeley stopped talking.  
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Fuck! I will be right there.” 
 
    “Gibbs would you drive me? I think they have gotten to my wife.” 
 
    He was hurrying out when Berkeley clasped his arm.  
 
    “Don’t forget to work with a clear head.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    Detective Gibbs drove slowly, obviously taking the advice of the Captain. Lands grinned and clenched his teeth. He folded his right hand into a fist, and tightened it to a clump. He was desperately angry. It was a small journey, and took them less than three minutes to get to Ambleside High, but it seemed like ages to him. There was a time in the transient journey when he harbored the thought of barking at Detective Gibbs to drive a little fast, but he dropped an axe on that thought. Perhaps he remembered the advice of Captain Berkeley. Perhaps he reckoned Detective Gibbs was driving as fast as he could normally drive. It wasn’t as if it was an emergency, But Gibbs ensured his face was constantly swiveled away from him. He understood the ease with which his anger solidified. He knew exactly how Detectives Lands felt. When he reached the school. He stopped abruptly, as if offering a cue for Lands to bolt off and meet his wife before he parked properly. And Lands took it. He wrenched the door open and bolted off. He knew the office of Rosaline, and once he saw her, he weaved his arms around her in a warm, heartfelt embrace. Flood of tears knocked on the threshold of his eyes, but he successfully stifled them. Rosaline started to cry as soon as she saw him. It was hard to tell if it was borne out of sadness or joy. Only, there was no sound to this tears. Just a faint smile amidst the dribbles of tears that landed on his shoulder. Lands had not noticed the presence of Principal Crane in her office. He stood beside the couple, huddled up empathetically with them. Rosaline snuggled her face up his shoulder, tightening her grip on him. It was as if his shoulder had become like peaceful waters, drowning out her tears. She smiled more perceptibly, still nestled up against him. Lands raised his face up, and saw Principal Crane for the first time. Incidentally, Tom Gibbs came into the office, and remained at the threshold. Lands decorously pushed her to one side of his chest and kept his visage on the Principal.  
 
    “I am sorry for everything your wife has to go through. I can’t say I can relate to it.” 
 
    Rosaline turned towards the Principal.  
 
    “It is not your fault. And I am fine now.” 
 
    Lands reached her desk and saw the paper and the message. He smiled. A gesture that particularly surprised Principal Crane. It was a spontaneous smile, and coincided with Gibbs standing by his side, and seeing what he had seen. Gibbs looked away, and his eyes met Crane’s.  
 
    “When did this happen?” 
 
    “Minutes ago,” Rosaline replied. “They gave the envelop to a child.” 
 
    “If it is any consolation, I have granted your wife the needed permission to take a leave. I really think it would suit everyone fine.” 
 
    “Is the news out? Have you told anyone about the letter?” Gibbs asked.  
 
    “I would prefer to keep it private. The last thing I want to do is send a message that frightens every one.” 
 
    Gibbs nodded.  
 
    “Now if you will excuse me, I have some work to do.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Crane,” Lands said, before he left the office. 
 
    Lands uttered a leery-eyed look at Gibbs. Gibbs studied the look.  
 
    “I will just wait in the car,” he said, and left.  
 
    “I am scared, honey. I am really scared,” she said, embracing him.  
 
    “I am sorry, but we are pushing them to the wall. They are afraid. It is why they have opted for more desperate measures. You don’t have to be afraid. I would try and get protection for the house before you leave for Victoria. I am sure Berkeley would understand how much we need…” 
 
    “When will this end? Let’s leave. Let’s just leave together,” she urged.  
 
    “I really want to. I really wish I could. But these suckers have to pay. After this I am definitely retiring so I would spend time with you.” 
 
    “You promise?” 
 
    Lands nodded and kissed her on the cheeks.  
 
    “I don’t want you to be afraid. Don’t let them feed on your fear. Tonight we are going out. We are going to grab that delicious chicken and chips I told you about. We have to be optimistic. Everything will okay at the end.”  
 
    Rosaline was smiling and nodding her head as he spoke, suddenly caught up in the niceness of his assurance. She kissed him intensely, and curled her hands around his back, temporarily forgetting her sadness.  
 
    “I love you so much. I don’t know what I will do without you,” Lands said, when they parted.  
 
    “I love you so much too. I hope this ends soon,” Rosaline replied.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
    Tom Gibbs' hands were clutched on the steering, looking out for a semblance of Lands. He was a little tired from waiting when Lands came out with Rosaline. She was escorted into a police van, and Lands stood there, keeping her eyes on her until the car left their line of vision. Lands reeled towards the car, opened and got in.  
 
    “How are you holding up?” Gibbs asked, his head angled sideways.  
 
    “I am good. I am actually really good,” Lands replied, smiling.  
 
    “Getting in the spirit, I presume,” Gibbs added, turning the ignition.  
 
    “Actually I am making sure I remain in the spirit,” Lands replied, solemnly. 
 
    Gibbs smiled, and pulled out from the park, and headed north on 15th street toward Marine Dr. He drove slowly, whistling a song to himself.  
 
    “So I guess we are going to check the facility?” Gibbs asked, finally. 
 
    “Exactly,” Lands replied.  
 
    Moments later, Gibbs took Exit 7 for Westridge Avenue toward Westmount Road, he maintained the exact same speed even though the road was considerably clear, and Lands did not have any problem with that. His window was turned down, and his head slightly bobbed out, looking out to the overgrowth that ranged along the road. A sneaky thought came to him. He thought the overgrowth was a perfect place to hide a decapitated body. The thought was closely followed by Captain Berkeley’s words.  
 
    Because in the open is perhaps the safest place to hide something 
 
    He turned toward Gibbs, shaking off the thought. Gibbs continued to hum the bizarre song that seemed to fascinate him. For the first time, Lands wondered if it were possibly someone from the Police Department was working for Brian Sanders. The thought had never occurred to him, but at this moment, he supposed it was a possibility. Brian Sanders knew too much about his character, and incidentally, he always seemed a step away. He dropped a lid on this thought, preferring not to delve into a thought process that inadvertently added more embers to the high fire of his paranoia. And what did Captain Berkeley say? 
 
    Don’t forget to work with a clear head 
 
    Gibbs turned left onto Southridge Avenue, and suddenly stopped humming his precious song. A fresh, cold breeze slapped their faces, the overgrowth waving sideways like excited fans lined on the road. Gibbs drive slowly when they closed in on the facility of the group. He pulled up at a near distance, and the detectives covered the rest of the journey on foot. They walked in the same stride, like partners. Lands caught the semblance of a man that looked like Anthony. He was wearing the same black tee-shirt he had worn last night. Perhaps he had a few of them in his possession. Anthony walked in before they reached the door. Lands knocked. And then Gibbs knocked moments later. Raheem Lee came to the door. He opened, saw the face of Lands and moved to close the door to their faces. Gibbs wedged the door with his leg.  
 
    “What? You don’t have a room for two friendly cops?” 
 
    “We are having a session right now, and it would be disrespectful for the two of you to start asking questions at this time.” 
 
    “Questions? Who said anything about asking questions? Lands felt we could get inspired by the good stuff you do in here,” Gibbs retorted.  
 
    “I know you are just kidding, but come in anyway,” Raheem said, and watched them walk in.  
 
    Lands edged slightly ahead, and his eyes caught Anthony, whose eyes were onto him. Anthony seemed a little happy to see him. And that single gesture especially angered Lands. There was the easy assumption Anthony was particularly skilled in theatrics. Lands face fastened into a serious, solemn visage.  
 
    “Let’s keep it low key,” Gibbs whispered.  
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    The chairs in the sprawling room, curled up into a circle. There were up to seventeen people in the room, including Raheem. The chairs had the same colors, size, a hushed reflection of their seeming equality in the room. Lands loved it. He thought the  gesture would make the members feel right at home. Anthony got up, and showed Lands and Gibbs to two empty seats without uttering a word. Raheem Lee came in moments later, and plop down, cutting a more harmonious countenance. Lands appraised the faces of the men and three women in the room. He had a lucid perception of the mien and awkward physique of true crack addicts. It appeared there was a detectable sign stamped on them to set them apart from normal people. Their faces were usually pale and they walked in an awkward gait, with the top of their bodies slightly propped backward. He could not say the same about damned alcoholics, but he had not seen a single damned alcoholics that walked in a steady gait. They were always staggering, limping or in a few bizarre cases, crawling. But there was no clear unison in the disposition of dammed alcoholics apart from their stinking breath, and maybe their penchant for uttering weird, cunny words. He remembered how easily he had been taken by the witty precision of a wino that usually slept next to him in his undercover days. The wino had a penchant for writing on walls with a marker he always carried along. He was a moving graffiti. One time he wrote: 
 
     Humans! Rejoice! Humans! We are Living our Death 
 
    There were times Lands thought the man was thoroughly sober and was on some sort of investigation himself. If he didn’t see him drink anything thing that came his way, he would have seriously harnessed that thought. If anything, it was the man, who thought he wasn’t a true drunk. He had made it seem like Lands was not adhering to some preconceived culture. And it seemed he wanted him to be under his tutelage, so he could better inculcate the true characteristics of being a true, damned drunk. It was exactly how Lands saw his continual bickering. And he had done his best to detach himself from the crazy wino. But he always found him. He called him his best friend.  
 
    “Best friends always find each other,” he had said, one time, smiling, revealing his yellow, brown stretch of dentition. It was funny how the thought suddenly came to Lands at this exact moment. How he had asked him of his name. And what was the man’s reply? 
 
    “My name is The Man,” He had said  
 
    “The Man, it is nice to meet you.” 
 
    “And what is your name?” The man asked.  
 
    “My name is Wino.” 
 
    The two of them burst out laughing. Lands refused to impress upon himself that he missed the friendship of The Man. Only, he had last seen him being slaughtered by the shiny knife of Andrew Menon. He cried later that day. In any case, Damned Alcoholics usually exhibited different abnormal behaviors. They were diverse, like Schizophrenics without schizophrenia. When Lands snapped out of his reverie, a man named Fred, was talking about his life as an addict, and how meeting Raheem Lee and Anthony Wright had changed his life. He was a crack addict, and there was a perpetual stutter in his tongue as he recounted the miserable experiences he had incurred because of his addiction. There was a bit of anger and remorse in the way he said what he said. How he had lost his wife and house. How he was forced into the street, and how he was forced into taking the ignominious task of selling drugs to survive. How his addiction slowly became his occupation.  
 
    “That is the worst part,” Fred said, with a stutter. “When the addiction becomes the occupation, you know there is hardly a way you can come out of it. Because you can’t escape from what is always available. I can’t thank Raheem and Anthony enough. I don’t know what I would have done without them. I love you.” 
 
    “We love you too,” the members said, in unison.  
 
    The last man to testify of the goodness of Raheem Lee and Anthony Wright was a bald, heavyset man. He could not contain the tears as he started off talking. Anthony brought him a bottle of water, and told him to calm down.  
 
    “The days of your torments are over. You are set free.” 
 
    The heavyset man nodded, and introduced himself as Timothy Galloway. He joked about how it was difficult to see a heavyset wino on the street, and how he was perhaps the only one in Vancouver he had seen with such weight, and living in immense decrepitude. He became sober moments later, and held forth about how he had tried to wean himself off his addiction. How he got so miserable he started contemplating suicide. He took a pause, as if trying to shut down the mental picture that capered through his mind. Lands swiveled at Gibbs, and saw the Detective was increasingly attentive to the testimony of Timothy. For a moment, it was hard to tell the difference between Gibbs and the rest of the members. He fell in place just fine, clapping when everyone clapped, and showing sympathy when everyone showed sympathy. Lands swirled his gaze at Raheem. He was looking back at him. Timothy continued. His face swopped down, and the woman seated next to him consoled him, patting him on the back.  
 
    “The hardest part is when you know you are miserable, but you just don’t know how to get out from it. You try to seek help and everyone just assumes you only need money for the next drink. That is the hardest part. Because if no one believes in you, how can you change?” 
 
    Timothy swiveled at Anthony, and smiled.  
 
    “When Anthony met me for the first time, he told me I could either follow him and make a change in my life or remain in the street and die. He said it with a threatening certainty. Like I was going to die any moment if I don’t follow him.” He chuckled.  
 
    “It was either change or death. Of course it was exactly the kind of help I needed. I can’t thank you enough Anthony and Raheem. You gave me a home and an opportunity to start over. I know I still get the temptations at times, but I am fighting it, and so far I have gone five months without a drink.” 
 
    The members clapped. Gibbs joined them. Lands just kept his gaze on Timothy, expressionless.  
 
    Moments later, Anthony Wright gave a concluding speech and ended the meeting for the day. The members took a moment to exchange pleasantries, while Gibbs and Lands remained on their seats, watching them. They embraced, smiled, the women left kisses on some cheeks, and the gathering was essentially hearty and lovely. It was like a new religion. It was exactly what Lands thought.  
 
    Moments later, the building was empty. Raheem Lee and Anthony Wright sat opposite the detectives, warily. 
 
    “Did you like our meeting?” Anthony asked, smiling. 
 
    “Of course. Personally I did. The story of Timothy is one that resonates with me. I have an uncle who was homeless once because of his addiction to strong drinks. I feel like I should be a part of your meeting and maybe even invite my uncle. Some of the members can learn from how he was able to fight his addiction.” 
 
    “We would love that,” Raheem said, nodding. “The membership of Nemesis is open to everyone,” He added, impressed.  
 
    “Great, I will see about that.” 
 
    “I am curious about just one thing,” Lands said, standing up.  
 
    “We would be pleased to answer your question?” Anthony replied, still smiling.  
 
    Gibbs nudged Lands, slightly. 
 
    “I was checking out a few platforms for Addicts and I came across a platform called Karma. It preceded yours. In fact yours was formed after the death of the pioneer of Karma.” 
 
    “Oh! That is so bad,” Raheem said, sadly. 
 
    “Yeah. It is so bad. Do you know about Karma, Anthony?” 
 
    “Never heard of it.” 
 
    “Great. It has the same objective function as yours. Normally this would mean nothing you know, but we got the prints of the pioneer, Patrick Delph in a crime scene. Obviously, he rose from the ashes Like a Phoenix,” Lands trilled.  
 
    “Like a Phoenix, “ Anthony laughed. “I am sorry, but what does have to do with us?” 
 
    “We found two brothers hanged in their rooms. They were both members of Karma. Isn’t that interesting?” 
 
    “I don’t know where this is going to,” Raheem said, confused.  
 
    “Oh! You know Raheem. All it needs is a link. A small link. A link that tells the world that Nemesis is actually Karma hiding from an investigation.” 
 
    “As usual you came to investigate us,” Anthony said, disappointed.  
 
    “No! Not at all. I just came to tell you a secret. We always catch them at the end. I was hoping you would need to know that.”  
 
    Lands smiled an impressive smile, and curled a hand around the shoulder of Gibbs, who hardly expected the gesture.  
 
    “We will be on our way now,” he said, and they moved in the same stride.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
    Rosaline was donned in a red, resplendent dress later that evening, and Detective Lands wore a blue suit and black pants. Inadvertently, they both intended to make the day memorable. Lands remained thankful to Berkeley for sending two officers to be with Rosaline, while he was away. By Sunday, she would off to Victoria, and considerably out of harm's way. The car stumbled to a halt at the parking lot of Eden Dome. And Lands quickly came out, and opened the door down for Rosaline. It felt as if they were meeting for the first time. And Rosaline had a cheerful smile on her face. He face was as beautiful as could be, and she had remembered to taper her hair into a knot. Her angular, beautiful face was adequately revealed in the way she fixed her head. And she walked decorously, in measured patter of feet, uttering infrequent looks at Lands, and leaving kisses on his cheek, without breaking stride. It was perceptibly fascinating how she managed to eke out so much joy in the hollow of sadness. Lands was impressed, happy with the positive changes that engulfed her in such a short space of time. When they entered the restaurant, Lands pulled out a chair for her, gentlemanly as could be. He was pulling a chair out for himself when an attendant came to their table.  
 
    “What may I offer you sir and Madam?” he asked.  
 
    “Your usual. And maybe a bottle of champagne.” 
 
    “Alright then,” he said, and left.  
 
    Moments later, he returned with their order, and dropped them meticulously on the table.  
 
    “If you need any other thing, just give me a sign,” he said, and walked away.  
 
    “Seems like a nice kid,” Rosaline said, smiling. “Don’t forget to tip him,” she added keeping her eyes on him.  
 
    “Of course. The last time I was here, someone else took the bill.” 
 
    “Who?” Rosaline asked, surprised.  
 
    “A stranger. A funny one.” 
 
    “Stranger things have happened,” Rosaline retorted, smiling.  
 
    Lands nodded, and popped the lid out of the bottle. Rosaline reclined on her seat, shuddering from the sound. Lands poured into her glass, and then into his.  
 
    “I love you so much,” he said, taking a sip from his glass.  
 
    “Awwn! I love you so much too,” she said, and took a sip from hers.  
 
    “Try the chips. They are really tasty.” 
 
    Rosaline picked a slice of chip and nibbled at it. She nodded as she chewed, impressed.  
 
    “You are right. It is tasty.” 
 
    Lands was taking another sip from his glass, when Tom Gibbs came through the door, accompanied by his wife. He was donned in an all black suit, while his wife wore a blue dress that matched her shoe and pulse. They were both genuinely surprised to see each other. Gibbs reached his table in five strides, leaving his wife to catch up.  
 
    “I can’t believe we chose the same restaurant.” 
 
    “Yeah obviously, we did,” Lands replied, smiling. “Honey, meet my colleague at work, Tom. Tom meet my wife. I am sure you saw him in school today.” 
 
    “Nice to finally meet you in a better situation,” Rosaline said, smiling. 
 
    Gibbs nodded. “And meet my wife, Angela. Angela this is my colleague at work, Detective Lands. The very best. And this is his wife, Rosaline.” 
 
    They exchanged pleasantries, and sat down, sharing a table. Gibbs and his wife wanted exactly what Mr. And Mrs. Lands were having.  
 
    “It is the first time we are going out after our first child, “ Angela said, smiling.  
 
    “And that is thanks to Detective Lands. He told me that small things matter most.” 
 
    Rosaline swiveled at Lands, and smiled kissing him on the cheek.  
 
    “We might try to catch criminals all day, but it is what we return to at home that matters most,” Lands added, sincerely.  
 
    “Of course. I thought you would be fiercer. My husband wouldn’t stop talking about you. The Superhero of Vancouver.” 
 
    “Oh! I don’t say that. You are just trying to make a good impression right?” Gibbs defended.  
 
    “Oh! Look who is shy now,” Angela said, and turned to Lands who was almost blushing. 
 
    “He can’t stop thinking about you. I think you are his role model,” Angela added, and then took a sip of wine.  
 
    “Okay, so I said a few things. I made it clear he was a Superhero, but everything I have told you, I have already told him as well.” 
 
    “Yeah, Tom likes exaggerating. He is the most humble detective I have ever met,” Lands said, gracefully.  
 
    “Come on, you don’t have to say good stuff to make me feel better about myself. I am just there.” 
 
    “Richard hardly exaggerates,” Rosaline said, nibbling on a slice of chicken.  
 
    “And I am also glad you have my back. You are a great person, Detective,” Lands said, taking a large gulp.  
 
    He raised his glass up. 
 
    “I want to propose a toast to Detective Gibbs, the nicest Detective I have seen. I wish you many years in marriage and happiness.” 
 
    Glasses clinked, and the ladies giggled. Gibbs walked down to Lands and embraced him. Their eyes concurrently bore down to the threshold of the restaurant when they parted. And in that exuberant, delightful moment, Brian Sanders walked in, donned in a white, long sleeved shirt, and black pants. He was smiling, his eyes locked to theirs. The two detectives uttered a perfunctory look at themselves, perceptibly surprised to see him. Brian Sanders walked gallantly, leaving a bright, sexy smile on his face. He stopped when his eyes met Rosaline.  
 
    “Mrs. Rosaline. Ever beautiful,” He said, kissing her hand which Rosaline willingly offered.  
 
    “It is nice to meet you again,” he added.  
 
    “Nice to meet you too,” Rosaline smiled. He tilted his face upward and looked at Lands and Gibbs, barely drawn apart.  
 
    “Mr. Lands. You have a beautiful wife. I always thought I had heard Lands somewhere. The best gets the princess. Almost the stuff of movies.” 
 
    Lands remained quiet, and Gibbs gradually walked to his seat and plopped down. Brian Sanders turned towards Angela.  
 
    “I am sorry. I am Brian Sanders, and you are…” 
 
    “Angela Gibbs. And this is my husband Tom Gibbs.” 
 
    “Lovely couple. I don’t know if I can sit with you, but I don’t want to ruin a family…” 
 
    “It is okay. You can sit with us. It would be my pleasure,” Rosaline said, nodding at Lands. Lands sat back down, and drank his champagne in one gulp. He served himself another.  
 
    The attendant walked down to Brian Sanders.  
 
    “What may I offer you, Sir?” 
 
    “Just coffee. Black and bitter,” he replied, smiling.  
 
    “What are we celebrating?” Brian asked, interested. 
 
    “Nothing really. We just emm… coincidence. We coincidentally ran into each other,” Gibbs said, taking a sip from his glass.  
 
    “I respect coincidence so much. And surprisingly it brought me here,” he chuckled, decorously.  
 
    Angela chuckled, keeping an attentive look on his face. The attendant soon came with a small tray, and struggled to fit it into the table.  
 
    “Just give me the cup coffee. I am not staying out long,” Brian said, smiling.  
 
    “What are you doing tonight?” Gibbs asked, dropping his glass heavily.  
 
    “I want to finish up a book. A horror story by Stephen King.” 
 
    “Really? What’s the name of the book?” Rosaline asked, curiously.  
 
    “Pet Cemetery. It is about a cemetery that brings dead pets to life.” 
 
    “Sounds really horrible,” Angela said. 
 
    “Now here’s the best part. Someone in the book tried to experiment with his dead boy. You would love it Rosaline.” 
 
    “I am not for horrors. I prefer romance and fantasy.” 
 
    “Like the Notebook?” 
 
    “Exactly. Like the Notebook.” 
 
    “I am open to all genres. You can never know what secret you find in a book.” 
 
    “That is funny. I have read a few Stephen Kings books myself, but not Pet Cemetery. I have read Shawshank Redemption,” Angela said, smiling. 
 
    “Isn’t the book about prisoners living out their lives in prison?” Lands asked.  
 
    “Of course. Have you read it?” Angela asked.  
 
    “Yeah, I have. And I think more than anything, Brian Sanders needs to read that book. Prison life can be a funny something. One time you can’t live in there, the next moment you can’t live in the real world anymore,” Lands said, smiling, his glass raised ever so slightly.  
 
    “I will try to read that book,” Brian said, taking a sip of coffee.  
 
    “You should. The prison life is a great moral lesson in itself.” 
 
    “Okay. That is great. Enough about the book about prison,” Rosaline said, puffing out.  
 
    “How did you meet Brian Sanders?” Lands asked.  
 
    “So he is a famous donor to Ambleside High. And he came to the school about two days ago…” 
 
    “I made a proposition to your wife on my visit to her school. I learnt she was so good in what she does. And when I spoke with her, I thought we were like minds.” 
 
    “Like minds?” Lands chuckled. “You had to say that, didn’t you?” Lands asked.  
 
    “He wanted me to be a writer for his blog where he tries to make hybristophilia more popular amongst internet users.” 
 
    “Oh! His website. The one…” 
 
    “Nemesis. The name of my website is Nemesis. I told you this when you came to my home last night. I don’t know what you think of me, but we have used that platform to help a lot of people incapable of helping themselves.” 
 
    “That is great,” Angela said, smiling. 
 
    “Thank you,” Brian replied, sipping off his coffee.  
 
    “Gibbs and I were in a reformation center called Nemesis hours ago. Tell him about it, Gibbs.” 
 
    Gibbs had been quiet for the most part, and he reluctantly talked about how they got there and met Raheem and the rest of the members.  
 
    “I was really impressed with how they handled things if I have to be sincere,” Gibbs concluded.  
 
    “The Center is owned by your boys and they seem to be doing a great job.” 
 
    “Even though they work for me, they are free to pursue other ventures of their dreams. I am sure they were inspired by my blog,” Brian replied.  
 
    “You know who else was inspired by your blog? Patrick Delph. He created a platform called Karma.” 
 
    “Who is Patrick Delph?” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry about him. He is dead. But he was resurrected yesterday.” 
 
    Brian Sanders uttered a puzzled look, and even Angela and Rosaline seemed as confused as he was.  
 
    “What are you saying, Honey?” Rosaline asked, worried.  
 
    “I will tell you everything later,” Lands whispered in her ear.  
 
    “I don’t understand anything you are saying,” Brian said, his smile disappearing.  
 
    “You don’t have to understand. I am only stating the obvious. Random facts I want you to be aware of.” 
 
    “Random facts? Really Detective? You are better than this.” 
 
    Gibbs stood up, and gripped the hand of Angela.  
 
    “We are going to leave now. Angela and I left our baby in the care of her sister. It won’t be nice to keep her waiting,” Gibbs said, faking a smile.  
 
    “It is okay. It has been a pleasure finally meeting your wife,” Lands said, seriously.  
 
    “You make a great acquaintance, Angela,” Rosaline added.  
 
    “I hope there would be other times,” Angela said, and bowed.  
 
     Gibbs held tightly to Angela, dragging her to the counter. Angela followed reluctantly, looking over her shoulder.  
 
    “I think we should leave now, Honey,” Lands said, moments later. He got up.  
 
    “Okay. Great,” Rosaline said, shaking her head. She got up too.  
 
    “There is one question Brian Sanders can’t really answer,” Lands said, curling his hand around the shoulder of his wife.  
 
    “What is it?” Brian asked, smiling.  
 
    “Is Andrew Menon a bad person?” Lands asked, smiling. Brian Sanders looked up, and shook his head. He opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out. And instead settled for sipping off his cup of coffee.  
 
    “Just what I thought. Have a great night reading your book, Mr. Sanders." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
      
 
    Saturday morning in Vancouver was cold and chilly. The dampness of the day was palpable, and the air quality was immensely humid. White clouds of mist danced together in the offing like moving roadblocks. Thick, white cumulus clouds entwined together like siblings, moving, always moving. It was a white day. Apart from the wetness and whiteness of the day, Richard Lands thought this Saturday felt different. Of course it was easy for the day to be damp and wet. It was even easy to see flakes of snow moving with the wind, like bitter exes. It was easy to see the sky resolve itself into a whiteness that seemingly marked the end of days. Some of these things were easy. Richard Lands was used to them. Only, there was a strangeness that gripped the day. A minatory strangeness he could not quite wrap his hands around. Perhaps it was how he woke up with a cold. How his body shivered, and his windpipes seemed to be blocked.  Perhaps it was how his feet ached in the desperate coldness of the concrete floor. Even these were used to him. It was perhaps why he stood in the living room, wondering why he felt so different today. Perhaps it was why he wondered why an inching sadness tarried in his heart like a sickness. Perhaps it was one of those days when one simply woke up sad. When the convergence of distant sad thoughts dampened the mood for the day. Perhaps it was a precognition. A strong, unclear intuition that something bad brewed in the offing. Lands refused to accommodate this thought for long. As long as Brian Sanders remained at large, with nothing to pin him down, there was always the possibility that something bad brewed in the offing. Lands was drinking from a cup of coffee. A cup of coffee that soon turned cold in his hands. A cup of coffee that dropped from his grip and splashed on the concrete floor when the sound of Rosaline feet trailed the living room. The shards of the cup flew away, perhaps hiding from the impending sadness that converged with the day. Even Rosaline had the faintest perception of the strangeness of the day. She woke up with tears in her eyes. She came into the living room, hoping to find comfort in the hand of the man that always seemed to be the excellency of her strength. And what did she find? 
 
    Their faces were entwined together, marked with an invisible mark that made them siblings of sadness. Droplets of tears just stood in her eyes, not knowing whether to fall down or remain there. Everything seemed strange. And yet there was no perceptible sign of this strangeness. Suddenly, grief, despondence, and trepidation had become entwined in the constellation of their lives. A motley of thought capered through the mind of Lands. There was Andrew Menon. There was Brian Sanders. There was Raheem. There was Patrick Delph. Everything that mattered. Even the face of the reserved Cynthia Noah smiled in his mental frame. It was terrifying how these compelling thoughts seemed to live rent free on his head at once. What exactly had ensured this debilitating thought process? 
 
    Again, it was a mystery. Rosaline just stood where she was. Watching the shards of glasses take cover wherever they could. Her eyes whirled here and there. Lands eyes remained on her, but he was not really looking at her. For a moment, she wasn’t even there. He shook himself off the disturbing amplification of his thought process. On a normal day, he would apologize for his carelessness. But Saturday was not a normal day. It only just started, and yet, Rosaline was not looking for an apology. She craved the warmth of her man. She wanted him all to herself all day. It felt like a dying wish. Was it? 
 
    She made small, concerted steps towards him, stopping abruptly halfway. Something had slapped her memory. A sort of mnemonic device. Perhaps it was how Lands lips parted and how hands became outstretched, waiting for her embrace. In any case, something had made her remember she had woken up from a nightmare. And now, she remembered how someone once told her that a nightmare forgotten was a nightmare bound to happen. But who told her that? Was it in the nightmare too?  
 
    She remembered she was running. She was running when she woke up. It was blurry. Something was missing. But the effect was the same. Sometimes the mind feels what the Brain hasn’t been able to interpret. Division of labor. Rosaline remained where she was, racking her brain. She wanted to remember. There was a desperation about how she went about it, and moments later, she was almost stopping, her forefinger tapping the side of her head, like a student faced with an empty brain in an examination hall. Lands gravitated towards her, stricken by the conceivable aberration that gripped her demeanor. He even thought she could be mingling with a heart attack. And when he hugged her, the urge to remember the nightmare dissipated. It died down. Like the voice of a singer before the applause. He kissed her. And then noted how this kiss was different. How her lips were parched, and how they shivered, like the knives of fear danced around her stomach.  
 
    “Don’t go out today,” she said, almost begging.  
 
    “I have to meet Andrew Menon. It is something I have to do.” 
 
    “I want you to stay.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Honey. This will be over soon.” 
 
    Lands was right. Perhaps not as right as he would have liked, but there was the easy conception that perhaps today was the day the loose fabrics unraveled themselves. Perhaps Andrew Menon was going to offer something that would severely turn the tide. He embraced this thought. He nurtured it like a baby. It was exactly the kind of optimism he needed at this time. Hours later, when Lands stood by the door of his car, amidst the cool breeze that continued to gust around like an orchestra, there were two policemen in front of his house, and Rosaline stood beside them at the door, seemingly afraid. Today was different. Lands drove his car slowly. He even looked like Gibbs. And about Gibbs, he had promised to pick him up himself. Perhaps small gestures like this would quicken a lasting relationship between them. Lands had no real friend in the Police Department, apart from the old, belligerent Berkeley. And looking at the way he walked nowadays, he was not too young to die. Lands wrung the thought away from his head. 
 
    How can I imagine this? He wondered  
 
    Today was different. And the strangeness solidified inside of him, as if some spirit from some unknown realm had become interested in the resolution of this bitter case. Lands was driving to Westridge Avenue where Tom Gibbs lived, and as if to concretize the strangeness of the day, he placed a call to Todd Brewster. Todd answered, his voice a little curt and tinted with dismay. It was unlike him.  
 
    “I am sorry for calling at this time. Could you check up the properties owned by Brian Sanders in Vancouver?” 
 
    “Okay,” Todd said, and hung up. Today was different.  
 
    When Detective Lands reached the home of Tom Gibbs, he was standing outside, smoking a cigarette. Lands tried to recall the one time he had seen Gibbs take a smoke. He was right. He had never seen him smoke. And as Lands encountered each strange experience, he noted it down in his mental jotter.  
 
    “I never took you for a smoker,” he said, moments later. Gibbs was sitting right beside him, huffed, and threw the filter of the cigarette away. He puffed outside the car, drawing up the window.  
 
    “I am not a smoker. Today is just cold. Not like the normal coldness.” 
 
    “I understand,” Lands said, smiling.  
 
    “It is funny how I got this cigarette from my wife. She always kept it hidden and smoked sometimes when I am not around. I haven’t smoked since I was twenty one.” 
 
    “So I guess we don’t really fit into the stereotype surrounding detectives.” 
 
    Gibbs smiled, and adjusted his coat.  
 
    “Stereotypes are just stereotypes.” 
 
    Lands drove off, playing an old song he always heard his father play as a boy. It was easy to get a song nowadays, unlike when he was young. Gibbs sang along, attuned to the lyrics of the song.  
 
    Hello darkness my old friend. I have come to talk with you again. Because a vision softly creeping. Left its seeds while I was sleeping. And the vision that was planted in my head. Still remains. Within the sound of silence… 
 
    Lands joined in, enthralled by the morning voice of Tom Gibbs. They flowed rhythmically, and Gibbs was sometimes surprised with how his voice fitted into the song perfectly. The song was on repeat playing again and again.  
 
    “Simon and Garfunkel. The lyrics are just wow,” Gibbs said, heartily.  
 
    “They are. My old man used to play this song every morning.” 
 
    “My mom took an interest in it after the death of my father. You have a great voice by the way,” Gibbs replied, looking out the window.  
 
    “Oh! You are just kidding.” 
 
    Lands turned left into Lender street, driving straight, the song still blaring  from the speaker. Moments later, he turned left into Abbott Street. Lands had imperceptibly extricated himself from the strangeness of the day.  Something about the music had ensured that. Moments later, he pulled up at the Correctional Facility. The detectives got down. Two prison officials came to them moments later.  
 
    “Detective Lands. It is great to see you again.” 
 
    “It is great to see you too, Jerry.” 
 
    The men exchanged halfhearted pleasantries.  
 
    “Please this way,” Jerry said, leading them to a room. He left them inside, alone, and moved out.  
 
    “The room feels like prison,” Gibbs said, swiveling.  
 
    “It is prison,” Lands replied, chuckling.  
 
    Gibbs shook his head, stifling a laughter. 
 
    “Of course it is prison. You think we can get anything from Andrew Menon?” 
 
    “I don’t know with Andrew Menon. You sometimes don’t know what to get,” Lands replied, in a whispering tone.  
 
    “You sound like you miss him,” Gibbs said, smiling.  
 
    “Between the two of us, I actually do.” 
 
    Gibbs laughed out loud.  
 
    “I didn’t expect it to be funny,” Lands said, a little surprised. 
 
    The door scrambled open, the clanking sound of chains following the stride of Andrew Menon. He raised his face up, and when he saw the face of Detective Lands, he smiled. It was a genuine, happy smile that particularly surprised Tom Gibbs. He swiveled at Lands and discovered his partner was also smiling. Perhaps there was an invisible umbilicus that connected them, and perhaps it made them instinctively fond of themselves. Andrew’s long blonde hair had been scraped. His hair was low, and it appeared he had impressively matured into the prison life. He had not lost his sexiness, his eyes were still beautiful and innocent. He had not changed much.  
 
    “Detective Lands and his new sidekick,” He said, plopping down. The two prison guards that accompanied him left the room. Andrew Menon looked up to the roof, and saw a camera looking back at him.  
 
    “There are cameras everywhere. It kinda makes life impressive. Big brother is watching.” 
 
    “Mr. Menon,” Gibbs began, pushing himself forward. “We have reasons to believe…” 
 
    Andrew Menon raised his chains, shushing him.  
 
    “Did he tell you?” Andrew asked, looking at Gibbs.  
 
    “What?” Gibbs asked.  
 
    “Did he tell you about what happens to all his partners, including the wino he so fondly loved?” 
 
    “This is not about Detective Lands…” 
 
    “I just thought you should know. Because they all die. They all die terrible deaths. You are sacrifices to keep alive,” he said, smiling.  
 
    Gibbs swiveled at Lands. Lands smiled.  
 
    “You have grown confident. I give you that. You are becoming more of a criminal.” 
 
    “The world made me a criminal. You made me a criminal. Why are you here, Lands? Is someone disturbing the peace outside? Is there another serial killer giving you a run for your money?” Andrew Menon kept the smile on his face, constricting his eyes so he looked like a predator about to pounce.  
 
    “I am here because I missed you, Andrew. I have missed you. There is hardly a week I haven’t thought about you.” 
 
    Andrew shook his head.  
 
    “That is nice to hear from the man that was obsessed with catching me.” 
 
    “You made life terrible for everyone.” 
 
    “Not everyone. Only those who were unfit and beyond help.” 
 
    “The last time I checked, Andrew, no one made you the judge of life.” 
 
    “Someone had to take responsibility.” 
 
    “I haven’t come here because of that.” 
 
    “Yeah. You are here because you missed me.” 
 
    “I saw the  letter you wrote to Elizabeth Riverstone. Such a lovely letter.” 
 
    The countenance of Andrew Menon changed. His face lost its smile, and his eyes stared unblinkingly at Lands.  
 
    “Don’t look at me that way. I wasn’t the one that thought he was going to jinx it.” 
 
    Andrew loomed his face down for a moment. When he brought it back up, his face was brighter. He seemed to have shaken off the momentary anger he mingled with.  
 
    “So you read a letter I wrote to an admirer. What’s really new?” 
 
    “After reading your letter, I thought I could still help. I could make your sentence less harsher. Maybe you could be redeemed.” 
 
    “Who said I need redeeming?” 
 
    “Your life, Andrew. The life you were supposed to live. The multi-talented kid who made had a command in his voice when he spoke.” 
 
    “What are you trying to do Lands? You are trying to blackmail me with my past?” 
 
    “I actually have a bad news for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Lands swiveled at Gibbs.  
 
    “What? Fucking tell me, Goddamn it.” 
 
    “Elizabeth Riverstone was kidnapped after she received your letter. And we have reasons to believe she has been killed,” Gibbs said, softly.  
 
    “She was kidnapped because you wrote back, Andrew. There is a serial killer out there who kill women writing to serial killers,” Lands added.  
 
    “That’s a lie. You are just trying to get into my head,” Andrew said, warily.  
 
    “It is the truth, Goddamn it. Elizabeth is dead. And he left a message on the wall of her house. The thing you love is a killer.” 
 
    Andrew Menon kept quiet, and loomed his face down.  
 
    “And  just to add, we have a prime suspect. He gave the same excuse as you did with the winos. He said she was unfit to live. He also thinks the world is a survival of the fittest,” Lands blurted.  
 
    “That is true. I am sorry she lost her life the way she did.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry, Andrew. If our suspect killed the woman because she received a letter from you, what does that make you, Andrew?” 
 
    “It changes nothing,” Andrew defended.  
 
    “Of course it does,” Lands interjected, leaning closer to him.  
 
    “It simply means our serial killer thinks you are a disturbed and bad person. Our serial killer thinks you are just another psychotic killer.” 
 
    “How does this change anything?” 
 
    Lands sat back down.  
 
    “Wait till you hear the name of our suspect.” 
 
    “What is his name?” Andrew asked, feigning uninterested.  
 
    Lands turned to Gibbs, who gave him a signal to continue. Lands nodded in disapproval, stretching his neck as if to urge Gibbs to go ahead. Andrew Menon watched on, disgusted by the bizarre show of the men. He kept swiveling at their faces. Moments later, Gibbs adjusted his coat.  
 
    “His name is Brian Sanders.” 
 
    Andrew Menon reclined on his chair. And for the first time since the conversation began, he had the look of disappointment etched on his face. He kept quiet, and it seemed he finally believed Lands was saying the truth. Lands kept his face on him, studiously, sensing the small changes in his visage. How he started to look like the fearful kid he caught on a cold night in Vancouver. 
 
    “I know you had an experience with Brian Sanders before you got…before you became what you became. So how does it feel to become a serial killer in his eyes?” 
 
    Andrew remained mute, clanking the chains ever so slightly. He loomed his face down, as if to ponder on something. Moments later, he exhaled loudly.  
 
    “I am a little disappointed in Mr. Sanders if he actually carried out the killings. I expected him to know better than make a rushed, thoughtless decision,” Andrew said, finally.  
 
    “What did Brian Sanders tell you? We can still help you.” 
 
    “Help me? I have all the help I need,” Andrew replied, laughing.  
 
    “Samuel Nigel was killed. And the two brothers, Philip and Joshua Clark were hanged in their houses.” 
 
    Andrew was smiling.  
 
    “Does it sound funny to you?” 
 
    “It does,” Andrew said, and started to laugh.  
 
    “So you know these guys?” 
 
    “Maybe. But it does tell me it has begun,” Andrew replied.  
 
    “What has begun? What the fuck has begun?” Lands voice was a little loud, and Gibbs tried to calm him down.  
 
    “The survival of the fittest,” Andrew said, smiling.  
 
    “You know they can’t get away with this. I will get them eventually.” 
 
    “At the end of the day, when you think about it. It would be the survival of the fittest. You will understand things better, Detective. You are not so different after all,” Andrew replied, his smile brighter than ever.   
 
    Lands mingled with punching him on the face, but settled for the table between them.  
 
    “Goddamn it!” he said, infuriated.  
 
    “Guards!” Andrew hollered. “Guards!” 
 
    Two men came in, and helped him outside, while Lands stared away, disappointed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
      
 
    The two men drove away from the Correctional Facility, mostly huddled up in silence. Gibbs occasionally hummed a song, and stared out the window, smiling and admiring whatever he thought was worth admiring and smiling at. Lands kept quiet, his eyes straightened on the road, like he was new to driving. He knew how Andrew Menon always had an unmistakable trait for telling the truth. And he knew the boy usually failed in feigning excitement or sadness. If Andrew Menon was excited as he appeared to be while he conversed with him, it was because he had a genuine reason to be happy. And it was mostly what troubled Detective Lands. He was assaulted by the glaring indication that Andrew Menon had somehow remained in touch with the outside world. Perhaps his joy was a reaction to a precedent he had waited for.  
 
    The battle for the survivor of the fittest, his mind’s voice whispered.  
 
    It had to be. There was something he said out there that Andrew Menon had desperately waited for. Perhaps it was about the killings Brian Sanders had engaged in. Perhaps it was because he had started killing the men that worked for him. It was hard to say how that exactly matched the survivor of the fittest. Once again, there was the infallible sign that they were always a step ahead of him. And the thought was somewhat torturous in itself. The realization that he had somehow passed a requisite message to Andrew Menon was all too hard to take. No! It was terrible. It was exactly what he thought. Andrew Menon had mentioned he would understand that he wasn’t so different after all. He shook that thought off his mind. He wasn’t unwilling to trail in the direction of a thought that quietly insinuated he had somehow performed a job for Brian Sanders or Andrew Menon. It was hard to tell. If anything, his visit to Andrew Menon made the job even more complicated. Lands continued to cut a disgruntled figure, and was largely uncommunicative. What was the link he was missing? What made these band of criminals so disjointed?  
 
    He swiveled at Gibbs for the first time in the journey back home.  
 
    “Anything you want to say about the behavior of Andrew Menon?” he asked, desperate for a new lead.  
 
    “I think whatever is being planned has you in the script,” Gibbs said, whispering.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “From day one these guys have always wanted you in the case. They even passed a message to your wife to really infuriate you. They may all be psychopaths, but they are strategic about what they seek to achieve. And I think you are important in their plan.” 
 
    “That is strange, because I was just thinking I told Andrew Menon something he really needed to hear. “ 
 
    “I remember him saying it has begun,” Gibbs said, looking ahead.  
 
    “What has begun? Do you have an idea?” 
 
    “It is hard to tell,” Gibbs said, calmly. 
 
    “I mean the killing started three years ago, right? So obviously he wasn’t talking about the killings. It has…” 
 
    “I have this really weird thought. I don’t know if you will like it,” Gibbs interjected.  
 
    “Come on. Let me hear it.” 
 
    “Promise me you won’t get angry.” 
 
    “What could you possibly say? I promise okay. If it makes you feel better.” 
 
    “If anything started, it started right when we walked into the correctional facility.” 
 
    “Okay this is going nowhere,” Lands said, keeping his eyes on the road. “How could this possibly make me freak out?” 
 
    Lands took Exit 7 for Westridge Avenue towards Westmount Road. It started to drizzle, small showers hitting the windscreen.  
 
    “I am talking about you, Detective. When you walked into the correctional facility, their plan began. Maybe Andrew Menon’s plan began. He has always waited for a signal and I think you have given it to him.” 
 
    “Yeah, I thought about that too.” 
 
    “I think if their plans go as planned, you would do something that would make you not so different from them. It think it is the point Andrew Menon was trying to make.” 
 
    Lands stared at Gibbs dumbly.  
 
    “I would have to kill a disturbed person to be like them. Maybe a drunk or a wino.” 
 
    “Maybe it is them,” Gibbs said, coldly.  
 
    “If I have to kill them it would certainly be justified.” 
 
    “It is exactly what Andrew Menon thought when he killed those Winos. He thought the deaths were justifiable. I think the most important thing is legality. Any killing has to be legal,” Gibbs trilled, and adjusted his coat.  
 
    Detective Lands' phone vibrated, breaking the silence that  Gibbs’ utterance momentarily ushered in. It was a call from Todd. Lands slowed down.  
 
    “Yeah, Todd. Any latest?” 
 
    “So I conducted a small investigation on Brian Sanders' properties and it turns out he has none in Vancouver other then the apartment he lives in. But here is the exciting part. There is an apartment in 1093 Westridge Avenue that belonged to his father. Somehow Brian has not added it to his landed properties even though he is the sole heir to it. And I think there may be others he hasn’t added as well.” 
 
    “What the actual fuck. Incidentally we are in Westridge Avenue.” 
 
    “Alright then later.” 
 
    “Nice job, Todd.” 
 
    “Always my pleasure,” he said, and hung up.  
 
    “So we are going to go check the apartment out?” Gibbs asked, curiously.  
 
    “Lands gave him a puzzled look.  
 
    “What else are we going to do?” 
 
    Lands was driving through a road flanked by brushy, green overgrowths. The rain became heavier and heavier. Gibbs kept adjusting his coat, detectably cold. Lands kept his eyes on the road, infected with the same concentration that graced the journey from the Correctional Facility.  
 
    “But if they are this strategic, does it really make them psychos?” Gibbs asked.  
 
    “Does it matter if they are psychos or not? They are criminals. That is the most important thing.” 
 
    “I mean if what we have thought up is exactly what they are thinking, then they are different brand of criminals, aren’t they? Because obviously it seems they are mostly trying to prove a point to constituted authority.” 
 
    “I think they are simply appealing to their innate desires, and the point they are trying to prove is just to make their weirdness spicy,” Lands replied. He was driving slower and slower as the rainfall intensified.  
 
    “I have a strong feeling you are very important to Andrew Menon. Maybe he said something to Brian Sanders. Maybe the boy is desperate to outsmart you.” 
 
    “Andrew is already in prison. When we take Brian Sanders there to be his roommate, they can have a better platform in plotting their useless plans.” 
 
    Gibbs smiled. “I hope this ends well.” 
 
    Lands was closing in on the apartment when he saw Raheem Lee and Anthony Wright, coming down from a Sedan with umbrellas in hands. Anthony swiveled, and tightened his grip to a bag.  
 
    “What do you think they are carrying to the house?” Lands asked.  
 
    “Important evidence,” Gibbs said, and stormed into the rain. “Raheem!” He shouted.  
 
    “Fucking get back inside,” Lands admonished.  
 
    “Raheem fucker! What have you and your brother got…” 
 
    Raheem turned and shot at him, Gibbs threw himself sideways, and the bullet hit the side window. Gibbs shot back, and gradually adjusted away from his line of vision.  
 
    “Goddamn it,” Lands said, angry. He stooped his face down the dashboard as the bullets continued to fly everywhere. Raheem gradually walked down towards Gibbs, without fear in his stride. It was easy for Lands to think the two men were unaware he had in fact come with Gibbs. He turned towards the other seat, and sprawled straight down towards the window where the bullet had come through. Gibbs had especially done what he would normally do, and Lands caught a peek of Raheem with his pistol outstretched, walking slowly towards the overgrowth where Gibbs was hiding. Gibbs was no longer shooting back. Maybe he had exhausted his bullets. Lands’ mind was all over the place. He peeped at Anthony, and saw him waiting out the storm of bullets. Raheem drew closer and closer, and Lands knew he understood Gibbs had run out of bullets. He pulled his gun from his holster, and made to take a jump into the rain and take a shot at him, but another thought came to him. Raheem was closer to the car. He could take a clear shot before him. He went back to the driver seat, his face stooped, and turned the ignition. He swerved the car in his direction, and sped down at him. Raheem cocked his frame sideways, seeing the onrushing car. He had heard the sound too late because of the rain, he barely escaped the hit. He flew sideways, but the car caught his legs, breaking them. Lands stopped the car, and jumped out, using the car as shield. He peeped down, and saw Raheem crawling towards his gun. Once he reached it, he shot at the car, his frame tilted upward. Lands was lying flat on the ground, and saw a clear shot at him. He pulled the trigger, the bullet hit him on the stomach, and Raheem fell sideways, his head propped to the ground. He caught a semblance of Lands staring at him, he was reaching out for his gun once again, when Lands left a bullet on his head. Anthony Wright started shooting as soon as the Raheem fell dead on the floor. Lands remained in his position, lying flat on the floor, perceptibly obscured shielded by his car. He pressed his gun on the wet floor, watching Anthony close in on the car. He kept his vision straight, concentrating om his movement. He pulled the trigger, and caught him on the shin. He fell down, and another bullet hit his stomach. He fell flat, reaching for his gun. Lands whispered in his breath. 
 
    “Don’t go for it.” 
 
    Anthony pulled himself, reaching out to his. His hand was just grazing the gun when Lands left a bullet on his head. He threw himself up, and spat out a mouthful of saliva.  
 
    “Pathetic humans.” 
 
    He placed a call to Berkeley.  
 
    “Lands. Did Andrew Menon say anything exciting?” 
 
    “Officer Gibbs was caught unaware in what turned out to be a shootout. Gibbs is safe, I think. The other two men are dead. We are in 1093 Westridge Avenue. Get here quickly.” 
 
    “Oh! Fuck.” 
 
    Lands hung up.  
 
    “Where the fuck are you Gibbs?” Lands shouted. He walked towards the overgrowth, shouting at the top of his voice.  
 
    “It is just me Detective Gibbs. Everything is alright. You can come out now,” Lands said.  
 
    He saw a portion of the overgrowth rumple, and Gibbs sneaked out. Lands kept a back eye on the apartment, making sure there was no one else nurturing the intention to sneak up on him. The briefcase was on the wet, scummy floor, a near distance from the body of Anthony Wright.  
 
    “What the fuck were you thinking?” Lands asked, angrily. “You want to get us killed?” 
 
    “I didn’t know they were armed. They were never armed.” 
 
    “God! Gibbs. You need to be more cautious. I don’t want another dead partner on my hands,” Lands said, bawling.  
 
    “What could they possibly be hiding?” Gibbs asked, edging ahead of Lands.  
 
    “Don’t touch anything until the Forensic Team get here alright?” 
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    “Are you sure they are dead?” Gibbs asked, curiously.  
 
    “I got them on the head. They are so fucking dead.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
 
      
 
    Rosaline had not shaken off the deep, unknown feeling that sat on her heart like a sad, old grandma close to death. Her hands quivered when she made herself coffee. Her lips trembled when she tried to drink it. That unknown, unnamed fear reared its ugly head again and again, and even the calmness of the officers outside the apartment did little to calm her. She was desperately afraid, and perhaps for the first time in her life, she felt something was trying to tell her to run. Something inside of her knew an impending darkness smiled from a considerable distance. What was that feeling? 
 
    The nightmare. She thought about it. What was she running from? She had woken up to find her heart jumping up her chest. It felt she could have contended with a heart attack if she remained in her sleep a little while longer. This was the first time the fear from a vague nightmare troubled her greatly. The policemen in front of the apartment were having a hushed conversation. She could barely hear them. She wished Detective Lands was the one outside. Her husband was the truest reflection of what an angelic protector looked like.  
 
    God! My angel has let me,” she thought. She tried to adjust the blatant, damning indictment the thought portrayed. She tried to convince herself that Detective Lands hadn’t left her. He would be with her shortly. He always came back to her. And if she needed any protection, he would always be a breath away. She tried to convince herself as she had done many times over the years. Only, today was different. The reassurance simply refused to stick no matter how hard she tried. There was a lacuna in her heart. A schism filled wit the contents from her nightmare. The unnamed contents. It made her restless. It troubled her. She was holding her phone in one hand, and tried to call her husband. She was desperate to tell him she was still afraid. More than ever she was still afraid. She dialed his number, and canceled the call before it went through. She was just paranoid, and once Lands returned home, she would be fine. She would be very fine. She smiled. It wasn’t a convincing smile, but it was a smile nonetheless. She thought about music, and remembered how therapeutic they could be in moments like this. She walked down to the DVD player, and settled for a song by Michael Jackson: You Are Not Alone. She plopped down on a chair, her frame reclined, her eyes narrowed, taking the song in. She thought it was a great song. Old, but great. Gradually, she was able to push the darkness and fear that gripped her out of her mind. She was able to think about the things that mattered most. Love. Detective Lands always thought about her, and that was his own small way of ensuring she was never alone. She knew if he put a call to him, he would run back home as fast as he could. She knew this, and it was in itself a massive consolation. But as she deepened herself in the subtleties of her love life, heralded by delightful thoughts and nostalgia, she suddenly remembered she had been running away from a man wielding a knife in her nightmare. The nightmarish clarity sent her plummeting back to where she had always been today. Today is different. Her sense of fear amplified, and her heart mingled with a palpitation. The man was wearing a mask, and holding a knife. It was suddenly glaring. The song that blared out from the speakers seemed to faze out from her auditory perception. Rather, she could hear herself screaming, crying for help as she ran.  
 
    Why has the nightmare become so vivid? She wondered. She got up, and reeled forward. Once again, she mingled with putting a call through to her husband. But what excuse would she give? There were two armed policemen at the door. Her call would virtually undermine the efforts of the policemen, who were clearly doing their job. And if a serial killer were to come for her, wouldn’t they have to contend with the policemen first? And even if they were suddenly indulged in a shooting, wouldn’t the policemen call for backup? The police department was just three minutes away, and it would be extremely difficult for any serial killer to easily get away with taking her. And it wasn’t as if she exactly fit the description. Lands had told her the serial killer was after women suffering from hybristophilia. And even though last night, he had told her Brian Sanders was the biggest suspect, she also felt it didn’t exactly bring her into the equation. She accommodated these snippets of rationality, and the influence was greater than listening to any music. The rainfall intensified, and the policemen opened the door to come inside. She turned towards them and smiled. The door was open, but the policemen stood frozen on the spot. She was suddenly affrighted. One opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out. He fell face down on the floor. The other man, moved his lips that conjured up something that seemed meaningless. He soon joined his partner on the floor, face down. A black man walked through the door holding a gun with a silencer on the tip. Her fear plumbed new depths. She was still holding her phone, and was mingling with dialing Lands when a hand touched her from the back. She turned, and her eyes caught Brian Sanders. She opened her mouth to say something, but a dose of sleepiness swept her out of consciousness.  
 
    “You are as beautiful as ever Mrs. Lands.” 
 
    “We have to leave now,” the black man said.  
 
    “Of course, Patrick. Of course.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
 
      
 
    Three patrol vans stumbled to a halt on the road beside the apartment at 1093 Westridge Avenue. A few men came out, pushing up their umbrellas, and strolling into the crime scene. Lands and Gibbs stood in the balcony of the apartment, drying themselves up. Lands strained his eyes, and saw Mitch Rodriguez slopping off a bowl of ice cream.  
 
    “How the fuck is Mitch licking ice cream in this cold?” Lands asked. 
 
    “Always has been a weird character.” 
 
    Lands saw Oliver Fish and Todd Brewster, trying to secure the crime scene. They were helped on their way by five police officers. They dipped a few poles in the ground, and weaved yellow ribbons around the apartment. Two other patrol vans came along. And two police officers came down from one. Captain Berkeley came down from the other van. Moments later, two ambulances came along, and the usually quiet road was suddenly parked full with cars. Lands kept his eyes on Captain Berkeley as he trudged down towards him.  
 
    “I wonder what the old man has to say about this?” Lands said, turning to Gibbs.  
 
    “I hope he doesn’t find a way to somehow blame us,” Gibbs retorted.  
 
    “Nah. I think he is going to want to know if we are al…” 
 
    “Are you alright?” Berkeley said, from a near distance, joining the men in the balcony.  
 
    “We are fine,” Gibbs said, adjusting his coat.  
 
    “Are you sure? Someone usually gets injured once Lands is involved.” 
 
    “Oh! Stop with the stale joke.” 
 
    Three medical personnel walked down to them, concerned about their health. 
 
    “Any injuries? Pain? Anything?” One asked, his eyes trailing their bodies.  
 
    “No! We are fine. We are very good,” Gibbs replied.  
 
    “Okay then.” The men left moments later.  
 
    “Fucking Raheem and Anthony,” Lands said, gritting his teeth.  
 
    “So they shot at you first?” Berkeley asked, turning to Gibbs.  
 
    “Of course they did. And I almost endangered the life of my partner by assuming they were not wielding any weapon.” 
 
    Berkeley chuckled. 
 
    “You almost endangered the life of Detective Lands?” He asked, chuckling. “That is a first.” 
 
    “I think there is something in that briefcase they needed to hide from us.” 
 
    “Well, we will find out pretty soon.” 
 
    A young officer walked down to them with two umbrellas and offered them to the detectives. The three men walked down from the balcony and into the rain. Berkeley examined the body of Anthony Wright and the distance between his hand and his gun.  
 
    “I am sure he was reaching out for his gun before you left one on his head.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Lands retorted. “Shouldn’t we be trying to get hold of Brian Sanders? These are his guys. He is definitely as guilty.” 
 
    “Rich people are rich people because they don’t have to worry about near speculations. I think we can arrest him once we find out what they are hiding exactly.” 
 
    “You sound afraid, Captain?” Lands said, frowning at him.  
 
    “Oh! Shut up Detective. Less haste more speed.” 
 
    “Are you afraid, Captain?” 
 
    Todd Brewster walked down to them moments later.  
 
    “There is blood in the briefcase and it belongs to Elizabeth Riverstone. I think they were protecting the blood.” 
 
    “Great Job, Todd. Need any more reason to make an arrest?” Lands said, frowning.  
 
    “Get as much print as you can from the dead men’s bodies. From the apartment. Everywhere.” 
 
    “Okay, Sir,” Todd said, and walked away. 
 
    “There is something wrong  with the Sanders family name. I think they are cursed,” Berkeley said, shaking his head.  
 
    A patrol van sped down to the scene, and an officer hurried out. He bumped into Mitch Rodriguez, his bowl of ice cream flying from his hand. The officer said something, and Mitch pointed in the direction of Captain Berkeley. The officer bolted down to them. And when he reached them, he huffed and puffed, trying to catch his breath. 
 
    “I am afraid…I think…Mrs. Lands has been kidnapped,” he stuttered. 
 
    “What?” Lands and Berkeley said concurrently.  
 
    “The two officers stationed in the apartment were shot dead. I found their bodies while doing a routine patrol.” 
 
    “Fuck. He has gotten to my wife.” 
 
    Captain Berkeley was soon on the phone, calling to get a warrant for the arrest of Brian Sanders. It took a while, and it seemed the judge wanted more explanation to warrant an arrest. Lands scurried towards Todd, flinging his umbrella away.  
 
    “Todd!” He bawled.  
 
    Todd froze where he stood, losing his grip on his umbrella.  
 
    “You mentioned there were other apartments owned by Brian Sanders not listed in his landed properties?” 
 
    “Yes, I don’t really…” 
 
    “He has kidnapped my wife. He has kidnapped Rosaline.” 
 
    “I am sorry, but I couldn’t locate the others. Seems he abandoned them. I got this one because it was where his father lived.” 
 
    “Oh! Fuck.” 
 
    Land dawdled back to Berkeley and Gibbs. The men stared at him dumbly. Berkeley snatched a talkie from the breast pocket of the young officer. 
 
    “This is Captain Berkeley. We have a code 214. Victim’s name is Rosaline Lands and the prime suspect is Brian Sanders. I repeat Brian Sanders. Two officers have been shot down. Officers are required to conduct a stop and search on all major roads.”  
 
    He took his mouth off the walkie. “Goddamn it,” he said, and turned to Lands.  
 
    Lands has become quiet. He tried to remain calm. He wanted to think. Thinking had always helped. It was exactly what he needed to do right now. The thoughts of the good times he had spent with Rosaline slapped his mental frame, but he pushed them away, focusing on Brian Sanders. Nothing important seemed to come to his mind. Tears gathered his eyes. The crying man’s tears were sheathed by the rainwater that streamed down his face. It seemed his memory was on rewind. He was inspecting his thoughts and experiences. There were traces of desperation in how he went about it. He soon remembered Berkeley telling them about the story of Harry Sanders. The eccentric lawyer, and how he loved to spend time with Brian Sanders in an isolated farm house. Lands came at Berkeley, as if he was going to fight him. Gibbs was already trying to get in-between them.  
 
    “The story you told us.” 
 
    “What story?” 
 
    “The farm house. Harry Sanders' farm house. You remember the place right? You have been there to spy on him.” 
 
    Berkeley nodded. “It is in 3rd Avenue. Up to fifteen minutes from here if the traffic is low.” 
 
    “We have to get going. I’ll drive.” 
 
    “I am coming along,” Gibbs said, joining in.  
 
    On the journey to 3rd Avenue, the three men drove in silent. Berkeley had forfeited the driving of the van be drove to the crime scene, and allowed Lands take the mandate. The anger etched on his face surpassed anything he had seen. And he could testify he had thought he wouldn’t see anything more baleful than looking at the face of Roswell after his daughter’s rapist and murderer was set free. Sometimes he saw that look in his dream. In his nightmare. It was the look he saw when he thought about his children and wife that wittingly abandoned him. Now, looking at the face of Lands, he had the lucid intuition that whatever Brian Sanders had started would not end well. And to make it worse, this was the most imperfect moment to advise Lands. He knew exactly how he would react if he told him to try and keep a clear head. He knew, and it made him feel really bad. How many times would he see a police officer lose his mind? He had seen too much. Too much than the mind should be allowed to see in a lifetime. He had seen a partner hang from his living room fan, because he mistakenly killed his own daughter. He thought it was a serial stalker, who wanted him dead. Sometimes, it seemed the world was a rollercoaster of repeated mistakes. It seemed everything went away so they could come again at some later time. It seemed he was going to have to contend with a repeat of old experiences. He swiveled back at Gibbs. His face was loomed down, gun in hand.  
 
    Was he praying? He thought. And the realization dawned on him that he was exactly like Gibbs as a detective. He wasn’t popular. He wasn’t essentially fierce. He simply did his job as best as he could. Men like Gibbs would not have a lot of stories to tell, and it also meant they would not have a lot of bad memories about their own experiences. If men like Gibbs became storytellers later in life, they would be telling the stories of other great men. Men like Lands. And that was a good thing. Men like him would have the satisfying belief that they walked with the great men, even went out on a mission with them. People would consider them wise. If they had any intelligence, perhaps they would write a book, and perhaps name it: I Came I Saw I Conquered. And it would be true wouldn’t it? He would certainly be telling the truth if he wrote about how Roswell masterminded the death of his daughter’s serial killer, as well as the consequent death of other killers set free by a rickety justice system. If anything, he would be right if he told other people how Roswell was essentially fighting for truth. And truth only. And of course he would be right if he said he conquered, wouldn’t he? He was still alive, and Roswell was dead. Dead as could be. And perhaps he would have the luxury of telling others how the once great Detective and Police Chief died a lonely man. How he had no one to cater for his bare necessities. How he was only discovered dead days later. It was certainly in the house of cowards that the true stories of great men were told. This was the truth. And it was easy to think Lands was an incarnation of Roswell. He certainly had the anger and the eyes. He had the walk, and most importantly he was brave. And what Roswell’s daughter was to him was exactly what Rosaline had been to Lands since their marriage. The similarity was precise and dreadful. The most important question that trailed his heart took a while to come to the fore of his mind. How would Detective Lands end? Would his story be told by men like Gibb, or would he be able to live long enough to tell it himself? Would his reputation continue to grow, or would he live long enough to see it fizzle away? If Berkeley had learnt anything about humans, it would easily be their propensity to forget. Once something more exciting came along, the mundane became an opportunity cost.  
 
    The silence that sat between them had become minatory, dreary. They had easily  gone through the police check points, because they were on a police car. When they turned right into Yew street, Lands turned to Berkeley. He knew they were getting closer, and without uttering a word, Berkeley knew exactly what he wanted. He needed direction. It seemed like ages ago since the last time he came here, but Berkeley could still remember. He could still remember because he was fascinated by the disposition of Harry Sanders. How the man truly loved his son, and how he always loved to spend time with him. Berkeley admired that aspect of the man. And more importantly, he needed to know the route well enough at the time to be able to spy on him. He remembered thinking it would have been easy to murder him in cold blood as he huddled up with his son alone. There were moments he thought that could happen, but it never did. It was essentially the little things that made a good man become a monster. It was the small, irrelevant things. And maybe he was partially guilty. No one truly mourned the death of Harry Sanders. His death was deemed a necessary evil, even after all the information they got about his childhood. The discrimination he experienced because he inadvertently became the son of a rapist and a murderer. Perhaps the Police department could have done better with his boy. They could have been better placed to help in his growth, but they were fooled by his bright smile and his success. They were fooled by the heightened portrayal of happiness as he grew. Only, a man’s true demons were the ones on his mind. They were the ones he could not easily show the world. They were the ones the world would have to find on its own. Once they turned left onto 3rd avenue, Berkeley asked Lands to stop.  
 
    “We would have to continue the rest of the journey on foot. It is the only way they would not see us coming,” he said.  
 
    Lands stopped the car, and came out without uttering a word. He allowed Berkeley lead the way. Gibbs was holding his gun forward from behind. Lands was yet to pull his from his holster. Berkeley walked like a man about to see his end. He looked tired, weak and troubled. The rain was still falling heavily. The sound of rainfall was a great camouflage, and Berkeley brought out his gun as soon as he turned a corner.  
 
    “We are getting closer,” he said, walking strategically. Lands kept his hand on the butt of his gun, waiting for the right moment. They soon reached a pathway from where they could see a farmhouse in the offing. A small stream passed through it, and Berkeley pointed towards the house.  
 
    “That is the house. His dad loved it there.” 
 
    They continued to move forward in measured patter of feet. Berkeley might be an old man, but he had not lost the skills he had inculcated as a young officer. His hands tightened on his gun, and his gaze straightened unblinkingly. Their eyes pounced studiously on the farmhouse. Patrick Delph came out, holding a silencer in his hand.  
 
    “That was definitely the weapon he used on the officers,” Gibbs said.  
 
    “Quiet! Gibbs,” Berkeley interjected. The three men split, Lands pushing himself into the right side of the overgrowth, leaving the pathway. Gibbs followed Berkeley to the left side of the overgrowth, away from the pathway. Patrick Delph was drawn to the movement of the grasses in the overgrowth. He whispered something, and drifted forward. Lands saw him point his gun to the right of the overgrowth and fired twice.  
 
    “Fucking bastard,” Berkeley bawled, firing back. He caught Patrick on the knee, and he fell down. Lands finished the work leaving a bullet on his head. Patrick Delph fell sideways, dead as could be.  
 
    “The Motherfucker shot my arm. God! I haven’t been shot in years,” Berkeley cried.  
 
    Brian Sanders came out of the farm house, his arm weaved across the neck of Rosaline, who looked lifeless and miserable. He drifted towards them. 
 
    “Detective Lands. I know you are in there. I want you to come out with your hands in the air. Everyone of you fucking come out or I blow her brains out,” he bawled. Lands came out, and Gibbs and Berkeley came out as well. They all had their hands in the air.  
 
    “ Drop your fucking guns,” he bawled. They dropped their weapons.  
 
    “Get away from them.” They complied.  
 
    “Good. This is really good,” he said chuckling. Lands knew there was a small pistol inside his jacket. He always kept one there for moments like this.  
 
    “You have made your point, Brian. It is time to surrender.” 
 
    “I wish the entire police vans could come right away. Two witnesses aren’t as great, but I can manage,” Brian said, smiling.  
 
    “Let Rosaline go, Goddamn it. She isn’t suffering from hybristophilia if that was your intent for killing those women,” Berkeley bawled.  
 
    “Shut up old man,” Brian barked. Berkeley shut up.  
 
    “This is between me and you,” Lands said, falling on his knees.  
 
    “I was the Detective desperate to do his job. I was the one that got on your nerves. You know Rosaline has nothing to do with this. Please let her go. You can have me.” 
 
    “That is really sweet Lands. So sweet. I always have a soft spot for a man in love because it is the one thing I haven’t been able to find.” 
 
    Lands kept his face on Rosaline, and saw she was dazed and sleeping.  
 
    “Please! You have made your point..” Lands was close to crying. “What do you want? Please tell me.” 
 
    “My dad was killed because he was trying to be a good man. And he was trying to be a good man because the justice system failed his father who was just trying to enjoy himself. And it easily brings me to you, Detective Lands. You always asked me what I think of Andrew Menon…” Brian sighed, and chuckled.  
 
    “But what about you, Lands? Are you a good man?” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “Survival of the Fittest. You want to play?” 
 
    “Please let Rosaline go? Please I am begging you.” 
 
    “Detective Lands begging me. How unlikely.” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    “We are sorry about you father. We were blind to his history. We should have done better,” Berkeley cut in.  
 
    “Oh! Shut up Old man. This is not about you. Any more word from you and I will blow your brains out.” 
 
    “What do you want, Brian? The game is over. You have to surrender now,” Lands said, still on his knees.  
 
    “I am not going to prison. And I think you are going to make sure of that.” 
 
    “I am sorry. Please let Rosaline go?” 
 
    “You know, Andrew Menon was right about you. You are not so different after all. All you need is that little push. That tiny push.” 
 
    “Let Rosaline go.” Tears welled up on Lands’ eyes.  
 
    “Would you shoot an unarmed man?” 
 
    “Please let Rosaline go?” 
 
    “Fucking answer my question.” 
 
    “No, I won’t. I won’t shoot an unarmed man,” Lands said, quickly.  
 
    Brian Sanders pushed Rosaline towards him, and as she staggered towards him, Lands lifting himself up, Brian Sanders shot her on the head, and threw the gun away. He placed his hands on his head and fell on his knees.  
 
    Rosaline fell on the hands of Lands. She died instantly. She died in her forced sleep. Lands pushed himself up, tears on his eyes, he pulled out the gun in his jacket.  
 
    “I am on my knees. I surrender officer. I surrender. I am sorry,” Brian said, his head loomed down.  
 
    “Don’t do it,” Berkeley hollered.  
 
    From the eyes of Detective Lands, one could see he had learnt a new language. The language of sorrow. It was a quiet, unspeakable language, deafened to the voice of reason. Reason was for men who had enough time to think. In the playground of sorrow, time was nonexistent. Only more sorrow, and the fervent desire to end it. To end the cause of it. Lands pointed his gun at Brian Sanders, and surprisingly  Sanders was smiling a fearful smile. Almost as if deep in his mind he wished Lands would not do it. But what would sorrow do?  
 
    Lands emptied the bullets on his face. It was like a shooting practice. Lands went about his rampage, emptying all the bullets on a spot on his forehead.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 EPILOGUE 
 
    Later that night, around two fifty four in the morning, there was a fire in the Vancouver Correctional Facility. It was hard to tell how it started, and Nick Lincoln was surprised when three men came into his cell and lifted him on their shoulders. He was now an old man, and could not do anything to make them stop. Andrew Menon edged ahead, matching on the bodies of a few guards, who lay lifeless on the floor. Andrew Menon led the men to his own isolated prison cell, and they dropped Nick Lincoln inside. The old man cried, peeing on himself.   
 
    “Don’t do this. Please I am just like you.” 
 
    The three men emptied a small gallon of fuel on his body, and stood behind Andrew Menon.  
 
    “You are nothing like me. I am your Nemesis. Say hi to Harry Sanders. The man who thought you could be saved.” 
 
    He threw a lighter inside the cell and locked him in.  
 
    “Gentlemen,” Andrew said, looking at the men. “Come along now. We have a world to harness.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover1.jpeg
THE THING
YOU LOVE
IS A
~ KILLER

o

-






