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Psychopathic Fiction

Beau Brady



If slaughter, or if arson, poison, rape
Have not as yet adorned our fi ne designs,
The banal canvas of our woeful fates,
It’s only that our spirit lacks the nerve.

—Baudelaire, “To the Reader,” Les Fleurs du Mal, lines 
25-28.
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Men’s eyes instinctively go toward her exposed panties, 
even crusty with blood: the internal wiring is that strong.

Let it pass. You’ll examine there soon enough. Any 
standardized search pattern works— some grid, some strip, 
some zone, some spiral in from the outer perimeters. Most 
just leave the primordial instinct intact for neural parsimony’s 
sake and spiral outward, crotch-fi rst.

Film makes this more diffi cult. You’re limited by what 
the fi lmer wanted to focus on and what fi lm was used. This 
was grainy 8mm, at least 30 years old. Here the camera 
lovingly lingered on the body, then panned out to the full 
scene, glistening red under a bright white baby spotlight. You 
couldn’t get better fi lmed conditions for a crime scene from an 
Italian cinematographer.

It didn’t take at fi rst, the face. I hadn’t seen or talked to her 
for decades, not since the trial. The last time I saw her was in a 
family photo our stepfather took at Fenway, opening day ’65. 
This 8mm was so old she couldn’t have aged more than fi ve 
years since then.

Decomposition made her features waxy.
Naima was around 19.
Bloody. More than you would expect even from torture.
I should fucking know.
My chest throbbed. My right arm tingled. I reached for the 

nitroglycerin.
Zahariodakis, the Greek down the block, used to be so 

proud of his country. Used to throw around a lot of Greek 
words and phrases.

The Greek pdqeu td kakdu means whence evil.
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°
The fi lm reel came in a plain brown paper wrapper, no 

return address, post-marked from Nevada. The exact zip code 
had been scraped off. I assumed someone used a remailing 
service, anyway.

There’s no shortage of people who’d want to do this to me.
The crux of the question then is which of three scenarios 

work:
1) Naima was killed to affect me;
2) This was mailed to affect me after her incidental murder;
3) This is well done fake snuff.

°
If Naima was killed specifi cally to affect me, why wait 

30 years. That sort of patience likely didn’t fi lm that murder. 
The killer almost certainly wasn’t the person who mailed the 
package. It’s more reasonable to assume this was mailed to me 
incidentally postmortem.

Or this is fake snuff porn and Naima’s not dead at all. Then 
I don’t need to do anything.

Though I have to fi nd Naima to know not to do anything.
The easiest way to fi nd Naima is to fi nd our mother. To do 

that, I need to fi nd Sully.
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Two
Blue Train

It is not jokingly that one begins
 To describe the bottom of the universe—
 Not a task suited for a tongue that whines.

—Dante, The Inferno, Canto XXXII, lines 7-9

“How we doin’?”
Night, just off the Mass pike, bright white spotlights, bugs 

swarming through the beams, construction guys in orange 
hats, hordes of BPD cruisers around a hole in the asphalt.

Closer, you could see what the bugs are: the 17 year locusts, 
big voracious grasshoppers, the workers with nets over their 
faces, thicker locusts the closer you are to the lights.

The next fi ve seconds, nutshelled:
He won’t know me. He’ll dead stare me, like all cops, like 

I’m a fucking idiot for being there, let alone talking to him. I 
felt the sheen dropping from his eyes as he turned toward me.

“This is a restricted area. You need to leave sir. Now.”
“Hiya Sully.”
An irritated twitch. Like thought.
“I know you?”
“It’s me, Sully. Thomas.”
Here comes the sheen back. Adrenaline fattened his eyes, 

but he stepped on the panic. Not as jittery as he used to be.
“What’re you doin’ here?” Subtle way to imply a second 

question. If he meant to.
“Free country, Sully.”
“Most of the time.”
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“You seen Naima lately… Sully?” I kept repeating his fi rst 
name to uncomfortably suggest familiarity. Especially after 
all these years. It said nothing’s changed without saying it. 
The premise hung in the air between us. Even the dumbest 
lump of shit would get it.

“Who?” Fucking time-buying liar.
Eyes on him, I sighed. Waiting. Locust drone behind me.
“—Fuck you care, Thomas?” He always used my full, i.e., 

legal name. More implications about what I did. At least they 
bobbed to the surface fast. Subtext is always excruciating.

I said it softly.
“Let’s get something straight Sully. I paid for what I did. 

I’m done with that. And at the very least I never put on a 
fucking Boston Police uniform to sublimate my rage into 
bullshit stormtrooper job that a GED and an infi nite tolerance 
for obedience could get anyone with a working trigger 
fi nger—” “Mother-fucking skinner—” I slid my face in front 
of his, the fl uid motion not attracting his brothers in blue, 
whispered it: “Did you get mailed a fi lm reel recently, you 
heartless whore…?”

—slap that fl abby conscience, if there’s a subverbal 
response it’ll be now—

Nothing. And he’s not nearly a good enough liar to lock 
down his microexpressions like that—

“…because this morning I opened footage of about 15 
minutes of what looks like Naima raped and gutted.” Sully 
paled, the motherfucker actually looked hurt— “And I’d like 
to think it’s a shuck, but I’m pretty sure it’s not. You wanna 
help or not?”

“You jack off watching it?”
“Good one. Not the fi rst time a cop’s been witty with me.”
“Those weren’t cops.”
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“That’s what we called them.”
Pause.
“Sully.”
A breath.
“What can you do?”
He paused.
And paused.
Nudge him. “It might not even be real. Have you talked 

to Naima or ma? Where are they now?” Calamity bait and 
switch. The Hannibal route: show them worse then they’ll be 
thankful for just bad.

“Haven’t talked to ma since ’89. I don’t remember the last 
time I talked to Naima.”

“I’ve been trying to fi nd ma and can’t. She’s not in any 
obituaries in Suffolk County in the last 15 years. Can you fi nd 
something?”

“Homicide might know something.”
“I don’t need that yet. I just need an address.”
He thought. “There’s a new girl with social services. She 

can access welfare systems.”
Our typical ritual over. Threaten, spar, no one backs down. 

Foster home routine number one. I’m tough you’re tough. 
We’re okay. Who can we use together.

Sully said come back in an hour.
I walked away from the lights feeling skinny and twelve 

again. You do what you know and, unless at some point you 
seriously rethink things, you’ve learned what you know by 
then.

°
The only place open was a neon/ stainless steel diner: 

truckers in Sox caps. Waitresses whose skin looked like 
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smoked jerky, who kept cutting their hair shorter and shorter 
because it was the only kind of change –immediate and in the 
long run detrimental to them— they had the will to effect. 
Women who would tolerate a certain amount of abuse as 
normal.

You can always spot one.
One who’ll take it.
Like anyplace working class people congregate, half out 

of necessity (cheap food) and half from compulsion (nearby 
and open during third shifts), the tableau here was barely 
sublimated tension, resentments, and rage that wasn’t peaking 
its head out because it wasn’t pressed or drunk enough.

But waiting.
Latent abuse. Dormant rape and extortion and hate. Covert 

fear and terror and responses that worked for monkey ancestors 
40,000 generations ago.

And sometimes still do.
Your wife screams. Hit her. Your adrenal response will 

make you feel strong. She’ll probably shut up.
Never mind:
she might kill you in your sleep/
you might get arrested/
she’ll be in pain.
The only morality that’s going to apply here is the kind 

that’s enforced through a terror of spiritual retributions, i.e., 
hell, something like the Roman Catholic Church uses. Give 
‘em credit. As a primitive but mass-produced variable ratio 
(i.e., the most effective) form of reinforcement, it works as 
primeval crowd control (when the black plague didn’t), and 
has for centuries.

You go, Vatican City. Word fucking up.
You drive a truck 90 hours a week for $50,000 a year, and 
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with the kids you accidentally got when relieving boredom 
with a one-night stand because you were too drunk to put 
a condom on (again the fucking short sightedness, no pun 
intended), what do you care about morality?

Monkey brain’s bored. Screw or fi ght. Adrenaline’s gotta 
go somewhere.

So.
There’s the tableau. Pretentious as a term, but thorough as 

a concept.
I walked in. No one blinked.
A tableau is a “snapshot” (cognitive and pneumonic, for 

fast, easy recollection and classifi cation) of a situation; a 
diagram of relationships or dynamics of power (physically, 
then emotionally, then psychologically) between people in a 
given place at a given time. Who’s in charge here, who’s to be 
feared, and who’s vulnerable—i.e., who can I use to protect 
myself from who’s in charge or to be feared.

And how do I fi t in.
Think John Madden’s chalkboard of football plays, but 

with power and control instead of an offensive line.
The military, particularly special warfare (spec ops—that 

tend to work alone or at most groups of four, and so would need 
to be much quicker to determine the mood of given situation) 
put a lot of faith in tableau use. They call it something else. 
Cops, too, though usually only detectives and quick response 
teams (SWAT or whatever acronym they use), and only the 
latter have to do it fast. A detective’s job may depend on it, 
but not his life. Detectives also tend to be older. They learn 
slower.

Animals demonstrate knowledge of it nearly instantly—
you want a reliable nutshell impression of someone? How 
does their pet act? Sheepish, spoiled, in-between? Children 
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register tableau even faster.
Abused children learn it the fastest.
One who’s grown up and developed Borderline or Schizoid 

personality disorder will know what you think before you do.
It’s fucking creepy. It looks like telepathy.
Shrinks and military types say their “quick culling and 

vetting of minutiae” comes from an aschematic orientation, 
meaning they didn’t try and consciously process the details in 
their surroundings; they just took them all in and waited until 
they had to act to judge them.

In high-stress environments, if you consciously think about 
the things around you (meaning you put them into words in 
your head) you’ll physically react too slowly.

Words are symbols –not real things— that human beings 
made up to communicate with each other.

For your brain to assess the environment, change it into 
symbols, process those symbols, and then translate them back 
into action takes time.

So you work without thought.
With training-installed refl exes, yes. But not thinking per 

se. The Japanese call it mushin— “no mind.”
I went to school on a scholarship for poor kids. I studied 

psychology to explain what I was— and hopefully justify it 
to myself. I ended up just getting fancy names for the things 
I was doing.

This is called the semantic fallacy. Psychology regularly 
refuses to understand this.

I fi nished a Master’s degree in clinical psych before I 
went inside. Unusual, but not much: thought most aspired 
to the GED, there was a JD there, a Master’s in Public 
Administration, an MD. Afterwards, I had nothing but time 
to read and a succession of social workers and doctors of 
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Education to study me and to help me study.
Shrinks told me my Wechsler verbal intelligence scores were 

“off the chart.” They said I was a “burned out psychopath.” 
They said I had “harvested a defective persona.”

I forget which ones said it.

°
Lie.

°
I know exactly which ones said it.

°
Where they live, where their children go to school, and 

when they’re not supervised.
The city in which they live, legally, has to be available with 

information about their license to practice.
How to hurt them. How to peel their grip off trust in the 

world. How to make them like me.
Every day, I let it go.
And keep breathing.
In.
Out.
Training the stomach.
Training.
You’re only as good as your training. Wherever you got it. 

The military, a foster
home, a stepfather who smelled like Pabst’s, you smelling 

like salt —actually semen, but why would you know that at 
four— afterward.

Or every one.
The key to recovery of any kind is modesty. Being humble. 
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Chances are if you were violently acting out in the fi rst place 
ego might be a problem for you. Imposing your desires on 
others. Especially if your particular addiction is to debase, 
degrade and destroy.

The waitress came up behind and beside me, in one of the 
two blind spots, my 4:30. I tilted my head slightly to the right, 
out of habit, so she wouldn’t know I was looking and saw her 
refl ection in shiny Formica tile by my foot.

She wouldn’t give a shit that I was looking, of course. I like 
to keep in practice.

I still hate people coming up on me. I always see a knife, 
from the blind side, screwed between a rib.

I shrugged off instinct. I ordered an espresso. She looked 
mildly surprised, “espresso” and not “expresso” must’ve 
thrown her— and she and her non-marking rubber insoles 
walked off, toward a stack of white coffee cups.

Caffeine to enjoy the night.
I had about half an hour.
Being in front of Sully Jr. (the stepson of my mother— 

Sully Sr. was dead) went pretty much like I thought it might.
I could’ve done it years ago. Sought him out. It didn’t take 

any time to fi nd him, he’s a patrolman, he’s not trying to hide. 
Stupid fucker.

I didn’t want to kill him, well okay, part of me did, Paul 
MacLean’s theories on all human beings having an emotionless, 
hunt/kill/fuck reptile brain, one that in this case needed a 
competitor eliminated (the killer you keep in the basement on 
retainer— and who you can’t get rid of because he also runs 
the furnace, i.e., the pulse and respiration). Staying away from 
my particular disinhibitors, however, I won’t.

Even with them, it would’ve been unlikely.
The waitress came back. Aylee on the nametag. Anthrax’ A 
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Skeleton in the Closet on the radio.
“Here’s your coffee,” –hands me the demitasse— —they 

actually had a demitasse, nice— “Whaddya need?”
She smiled. It looked genuine.
“Egg white omelet? Two?”
“Whatcha want in that?”
“Nothing, nothing at all. I just want the protein.”
“Done,” pencil back behind the ear, “Back in a minute.”
Looking out the window, a sign for Rule 30. No—route 30. 

I laughed at the Freudian hallucination. A Rule 30. If I ever 
needed one of those pies in the sky anymore, I’d shoot myself.

°
I walked back down the empty train tracks, lights blinking 

red and green, red and green.
The searchlamps were dark and Sully was sitting down 

by the edge of the hole. A cage with snapping turtles was by 
his feet. Cops use them sometimes to fi nd bodies in lakes, 
swamps, stagnant waters—the turtles converge on carrion, 
particularly human, for which they develop a taste easier than 
other animals do.

I sat down next to him. “Did they fi nd anything?”
He looked up. His face a map of reanimated regrets. 

“Yeah, they all went right to it. These ones didn’t actually eat 
anything. The others are with Jimmy and Eloise downtown.”

“Whatta you do, open their bellies and ID the contents?”
“You always were grim. No, they just pick their beaks and 

make sure they match any corpses they fi nd, if they do. The 
beaks usually have enough raw material if they don’t fi nd a 
body.”

“Ah. What’d you fi nd?”
“Ma’s address,” –on a yellow piece of legal pad, a shitty 
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address in Dorchester, welfare hotel, I’d guess— “methadone 
clinic had it. Lemme know what happens.”

Several sounds of boots on gravel coming closer. Casually.
Fucking stupid. I should’ve seen this.
I’d blame it on age, but it was just naïve trust. I should be 

thankful I’m still capable of it.
Sully looked so tired. “I don’t think it’s real either, Eileen 

seemed to remember ma mentioning seeing Naima recently, 
so I doubt it, probably just something from your friends from 
‘camp.’” He looked at three crew-cut, obviously-cops in 
sweats who’d arrived. “This is for Bree,” he said. He turned 
and walked away, head down.

°
Three guys. All about six feet, 200 lbs, and young. An 

Asian and two white guys. Early/mid 30s probably.
They’ll be overconfi dent. Enjoying the circling of old scum 

like me. They’ll show what they know –and telegraph what 
they don’t— to shore up their intimidation of me, and their 
ensuing pleasure.

Always keep your eyes on someone with a cause, aka a 
ramp to justifi ed violence.

And no, the fi rst few dozen times you don’t think this 
clearly when three big guys are there to kick the shit out of you 
and have every psychological advantage—bigger, stronger, 
greater numbers, and they’re cops, while I’m fucking scum 
that gave their brother in blue a hard time most of his life.

After those twelve or so times, though, you get a weird, 
bored, almost dissociated take on violence. It’s like watching 
a bad action movie. Thoughts and strategies come and go, 
unrestrained.

Even rape can become routine.
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I just prayed I didn’t have a fucking heart attack. The meds 
were at home.

If you have to fi ght bring the right mindset. The right 
mindset isn’t to be determined to win—it’s to be determined 
to die if you have to. To let things play out.

It boils down to the trite little-league epigram Just do your 
best.

Now think eyes/ nose/ throat/ groin over and over.
Nearly every part of your body can be used as a striking 

surface. Most brawlers limit themselves by only using their 
fi sts or feet. Take the hardest thing in your environment –
forehead, elbow, foot, or preferably an object near you— and 
hit one of those targets as fast and as hard and as often as you 
can until that guy goes down or you have to move.

And of course, this was not the fi rst time I’ve been circled 
by stupid violent cops in some form. Not even the twentieth.

But I wasn’t there anymore. I wasn’t property of the state 
of Massachusetts, and no fucking boy cops were going to 
make me that.

Tapping that emotional reserve of rage fueling adrenaline 
fueling rage.

Good.
A rusty rebar about 10 feet from me on the ground, wet 

with dew.
The two white guys were subtly fl exing their lats and 

hands and their upper body was comically disproportionate 
from their legs: boxers. The Asian had big arms too, but was 
kicking his knees up to limber his quads, almost certainly to 
kick.

Apparently this was the stereotype patrol.
They were nearly within fi ghting distance –ma-ai— and no 

one’d said a word.
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So.
Find the biggest threat: the Asian. I tucked my jaw and 

feinted a left jab at him— almost immediately whipping a 
right elbow into the jaw hinge of the white guy on his right. 
He fell almost instantaneously, his guard relaxed the instant he 
thought I was going for the Asian.

Welcome to TMJ syndrome bitch.
The Asian kneed me in my right ribs. I fell onto the downed 

white guy, hitting his head to soften my fall and grinding 
his face into the gravel— his skull gave slightly, felt like a 
cracked cantaloupe. I missed the roll forward and bounced off 
my shoulder, which groaned like a leather baseball glove. My 
hands scraped the loose sand under me and I exaggerated my 
scramble up, like I’m more panicked and in a hurry to leave 
than I am— I got a couple of feet away from them, the Asian 
right behind me,

hauling ass and mad—
—and crumpling as I blasted the bottom of his rib cage 

with a back kick, my running away giving me time to load my 
right foot. Before he hit the ground I stomped at his face but 
missed and hit his forehead. I started to stand up—

—and White #2 tackled me, my back skidding across the 
gravel. He knew what he was doing—he had his hands behind 
my knees and changed his direction slightly at the last second 
so I couldn’t wrap my legs around him and control him on 
the ground. He kept his neck beside and beyond my waist. 
Everyone forgets that. I couldn’t wrap my arm around his 
throat from above him.

We lashed around on the rocks. I kept hitting his ribs to 
loosen him up and get to his throat. He was trying to work his 
thighs up around my throat and tap me out.

Asian getting up, White #1 still out—
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I could taste my lungs—
I held White #2 as close as I could with my left hand and 

because we were too close for the fi st I slammed the back of 
my right wrist into the base of his skull, then again, and again 
and again—

—he gave an inch and I worked my left hand up around 
the back of his head and up to his left eyeball—I shoved two 
fi ngers into it—he yelped, whipped his head back. I slammed 
my right palm into his nose, clawed down his face and punched 
his throat twice. He fell off, retching, and rolled onto his back, 
I smashed my forearm onto the bridge of his nose —missing 
his throat—

—white pain blared through my back—
—kick to my shoulder blades—I went down face fi rst—
I’d forgotten about the Asian, –overfocus, fuck Malone— 

A nanosecond to get up—
way too long—
and—
and—
nothing.
It should’ve been over. He was on his feet and behind me.
Gravel ground into my cheeks. I looked around. Heartbeat 

pulsing in my ears. Lung taste, or bile—
The Asian had backed up. Stoic look on his face, chest 

heaving. He still didn’t fucking speak. Just gestured at me to 
get up. I was sure he had an accent.

Both white guys were out.
Notice he’s not checking on his friends with all this extra 

time. You know, the ones with the broken jaw and crushed 
throat. Probably planning on just blaming me.

As I got up he put up his hands in a boxer’s guard. Fuck me 
sideways. A gladiator.
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Sparring as a “real-life” exercise is semi-idiotic. The other 
person knows you’re there, is typically as skilled as you, and 
no one has any weapons, improvised or otherwise. It works 
fi ne to hone skills. Over time it wears on your joints.

Fighting —not sparring— doesn’t work like that. You use 
every advantage you can. If you’re in a fair fi ght you failed to 
prepare.

Okay then.
“Your friend’s gonna suffocate you don’t open his throat,” 

I said.
He smiled. “Can’t help him— with you here.” Not even a 

southie accent.
“I can leave.”
“No, you can’t.”
“Then you’ll have to give me a second.” I backed up and 

crouched down next to White #2. His breathing was rapid and 
shallow. I felt under his throat for his esophagus. Fortunately 
I’d used my fi st, which was too broad to fully penetrate the 
throat cavity. His esophagus wasn’t as crushed as it could’ve 
been, with fi ngers or a half fi st.

The trick is the pop. It’s like trying to un-dent a pop can 
that you’ve crushed.

I pinched. The esophagus squirmed out of my hand. 
Pinched again. Same thing. Pinched ag—snap as it popped 
out. I waited for his breathing to deepen. It did. Listened to it, 
and the gravel –i.e., Asia’s feet— behind me.

I looked back. He hadn’t moved.
I got up, trying to make shaking my head to clear it look 

like limbering up.
“Not letting this go, then.”
He didn’t smile this time. “Did you, all twelve times?”
Fucking monkeys. Fine.
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…that rebar…
Asia likes to kick and I work better up close.
I needed a distance-closer to get near him. I ran up not 

even bothering to put up a guard, and stuck my knee right 
against Asia’s knee as he began to raise it, jamming it, then 
put pressure there to jar his balance. I jabbed with my left; 
he actually caught it. Which looks impressive as hell, but is 
stupid—not only does it occupy the hand you catch it with, 
but you haven’t actually done anything to the offending hand, 
just stopped it, and now you have to wrestle with it.

I crossed with the right as hard and fast as I could, missing 
him, but he let go of my left and still hadn’t gotten an opening 
to strike back.

As he slipped the right cross, moving forward slightly, I 
slammed my left elbow into his right temple, bracing him with 
my right hand to maximize the impact. He grunted— blood 
from his temple spritzed my face— dropping his left arm 
over my right shoulder. He swayed back, caught himself, and 
almost immediately rose up and fucking slammed his left knee 
into my stomach. I vomited egg onto him. I think I blacked out 
for a second.

I looked up and he was recoiled away from me, clearing 
his eyes— I could hear Sepultura’s cover of Orgasmatron for 
some fucking reason— and I leaned back and kicked his groin 
with everything my hamstrings had left. He doubled over, 
swayed, and hit the ground face fi rst, moaning.

I looked over at the rebar.
Forgot it—
And straddled his back, wrapping my right arm around the 

sides of his neck. I grabbed my left bicep with my right hand 
and squeezed his carotid arteries shut until I knew he was 
unconscious, then laid him backward on the gravel.
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A light-headed feeling, like my internal gyroscope kept 
slipping. My vision blurred out at the edges.

I knew I couldn’t stand up.
I just sat still, breathing deeply. It wasn’t going away. I lay 

back and put my feet up on Asia’s boots. I felt myself getting 
weaker as the blood left my extremities. I was probably going 
to pass out, but I wasn’t having a heart attack. I waited for my 
blood pressure to normalize.

It might’ve looked like it at fi rst, but this wasn’t boxing— 
you don’t throw exploratory punches and “feel out” the 
other person, and forget the normal rhythm of boxing (pick/ 
move/ bob/ weave/ etc)— you fi nd an hole, open it and end 
things as soon as you can. You don’t, and suddenly you’re 
groundfi ghting.

Mixed martial artists do that shit all the time, but they aren’t 
trying to kill each other. I didn’t think these guys were trying 
to kill me —why would Sully have given me that information 
if he were— but just in case.

Words to live by, just in case.
We used to watch bootleg tapes of MMA fi ghts, particularly 

groundfi ghting/ submission wrestling/ jiujitsu stuff, then try it 
out on each other. What else were we doing. It worked well, 
the system, as long as you could fi nd a sparring partner who 
wouldn’t try and feel you up and parlay the whole thing into 
sex.

My face felt warm again, and my hands and feet were 
warming up. I sat up and felt alright. I got up onto one knee.

°
Back at the diner my waitress was behind the counter, 

propped on her elbows. She didn’t look surprised to see me. 
As I passed her, going toward the bathroom, she said “I’ll get 
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some more of your coffee tar ready for you.”
I cleaned up a bit, gargling tap water to get the vomit 

taste out of my mouth. When I came out, the digital jukebox 
program was playing Big & Rich’s “Kick my ass.”

I ordered eggs.

°
I went to ma’s address as Sully had given it to me, in 

Dorchester. It looked like the aftermath of a hurricane. Empty 
streets that smelled like something wet, old copies of Metro 
everywhere.

Sure enough, sandwiched between two buildings with 
boards over the windows, a welfare hotel—Cazz Rooms over 
the door.

“Ma’s address. Methadone clinic had it.”
No clerk behind a desk that looked like posterboard. I 

walked around behind; a TV was playing The Honeymooners. 
What was probably the bathroom door was closed. I looked 
for a computer or a ledger.

Off to the side, closed, a spiral binder. I leafed through it. 
Sure enough, third fl oor, room 2B. She’d used her own name. 
That far gone, huh?

The halls were all fl aking yellowed wallpaper with lamps 
that seemed to be shining through a haze, like you were 
looking at them through a greasy lens. I didn’t smell any 
smoke. Maybe grease in the air from a kitchen downstairs.

2B’s door was open. There were two twin beds on either 
side of the room and a small cabinet with a yellow lamp on 
it in between them. Two tall narrow windows with bars over 
them behind either bed.

Most of my cells had been about this size. Someone was 
asleep on the left bed.
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I looked over the other one. Nothing around it, which made 
sense; ma would never leave anything personal behind. Just to 
be sure I ran my hands –slowly, feeling for syringes— along 
the underside of the mattress. The note was under the pillow.

Reading it:
The author had the handwriting of a child, the vocabulary of 

a borderline with a television education, and was taunting ma 
with something he knew about her. Someone wanted her to try 
and qualify for foster parent status to get him (the handwriting 
and language was unequivocally male) access to children.

Brat-farming it’s called sometimes. You extort a foster 
parent into adopting kids you can fuck or pimp out or both.

But ma didn’t have any secrets you could extort anymore 
(she fucking lived in a welfare hotel) and the state wouldn’t 
touch her for adoption with a ten-meter cattle prod.

“Hey.”
The sleeper on the other bed didn’t stir.
“Wake up.”
Staying on my feet I shook him. Nothing. The same 

rhythmic chestfalls. He was out.
One evidence-less way to see for sure.
I grabbed his moldy red puff jacket and put it over his 

mouth. I pinched his nose closed.
He jerked a bit.
He twitched.
Spasming awake: “What the fuck…? Get the fuck off me, 

motherfu—!”
Don’t give him time to orient: “You write this?” I held up 

the letter.
“What? Fuck you, the fuck is that?”
He was half awake and wrenched out of junk sleep. I was 

standing, noticeably bigger and calm. I had all the advantages 
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here and we both knew it on a molecular level. His brain 
could’ve been mush and he’d feel the power differential in his 
neutrons.

He scanned candid.
“Who did?”
Blinking: “Fucking Mayron. He’s been pestering that bitch 

for weeks now.”
“That bitch is my biological mother. Watch your fucking 

tongue.” I didn’t give a shit, but cashing in on the unstated 
taboo of insulting one’s mother would further stack the 
situational advantage in my favor and prove his sincerity.

“Sorry.”
“Where is she now? Where’s this Mayron?”
“She comes and goes. I haven’t seen her for days. Mayron 

doesn’t live here. He used to. Don’t know where now.”
“What the fi rst name?”
“Peter.”
“Peter Mayron?”
“No, Peter Malmstein.”
“What’s Mayron’s fi rst name?”
“Um, I don’t know, everyone called him Mayron.”
“You know anything else? Why was he doing this?”
Peter Malmstein laughed. “Because he could, man. That 

old woman had no one to protect her here.”
Would the woman who sold me for heroin deserve this?
I wrote a number down and gave it to him. “If you see her 

tell her to call this number.”
“Yeah, yeah, okay.” He took it.
I got right in his face: “Am I gonna have to come back and 

talk to you again Peter?”
“No sir, offi cer. I don’t know anything else.”
I left him unenlightened.
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°
“Tommy! Tommy Malone!”
Bobby stills yells everything. A holdover from before, 

when we had to. One of the reasons I never contacted him 
until now.

The autumn sky hard bright blue.
He was outside the Starbucks, waving. Six foot, a couple 

inches taller than me, skinny, with cropped gray hair and a 
long thin gray goatee that went down to his chest. He hadn’t 
changed a fucking inch.

As I got closer he looked me over smiling. “Thomas Francis 
Malone. You look good man, damn. Fit. Nice new facial scars 
there. Got the full beard now huh. Nice forearms. Still doin’ 
the reverse barbell curls for that?”

If you called someone by their full name it meant you’d 
somehow read their fi le (and were threatening them, I know 
something about you) or they’d told you and you were friends.

Bobby never worked out once but goes straight for the 
workout talk. Just like before. I felt myself smile.

“Robert Reigert. Yeah. There’s a Gold’s down the street 
from me.”

“You get all that real protein like you said?”
“Isopure. No starch at all. Not even carbs.”
“That’s a fucking change, huh? No more mashed potatoes 

and mac and cheese, huh?”
“Never again.” We both chuckled. We sat down on the 

patio.
“You lost a little weight, Tommy. Whatta you, 200 now?”
“205.”
“You do the treadmills and all that? How’s the heart?”
“Yeah, but I do the elliptical trainer, easier on the knees. 
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Still take the Zocor, Digoxin, all that shit. Haven’t had any 
problems since that last attack.”

I felt myself relaxing. It was good to talk to someone you 
didn’t have to explain everything to or censor everything, or 
make up stories about time missing from your life. Bobby 
didn’t judge anyone.

Even those he should’ve.
He stood up. “What’re you having? On me.”
“Doing that well, huh?”
“Contracting, man. I do alright. Joanne’s happy. Don’t 

worry man, you’re not going anywhere without hearing 
everything. I know you.” He smiled. “Might be 10 years 
before you need something from me again.”

True.
“Espresso’s fi ne.”
He trotted off. I wouldn’t have called him or even looked 

him up if I hadn’t needed some information from him. I just 
wasn’t sure how to ask. What was I going to say, Who do we 
know that would torture and mutilate my sister? Who wouldn’t 
have might’ve been more concise.

Hilary Duff’s So Yesterday on the radio two girls behind 
us had.

Bree was a girl I knew at a foster home in Billerica, Mass. 
I was eight she was 17. I had just been picked by some of the 
boys there to keep the peek in the barn in the fi eld outside 
the house. I didn’t know why. I stood in the loft and watched 
out for anyone coming. Bree came up behind me, arms all on 
me. When you’re that young it feels like assault, not fl attering 
sexual advances. She asked if I wanted to play choo-choo 
train or glue man. They sounded like fun, okay, and I turned 
and, on the hay wagon parked inside the barn, out of the rain, 
saw everyone.
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It took a second to reel it all in. I learned the name for it 
later.

Orgy.
A couple of the girls were apparently (in retrospect) virgins 

and were bleeding onto the crotches of the guys currently 
between theirs. It all just looked like blood and screaming.

I suppose it was.
I shoved Bree out of the way, fell out of the loft, ran back to 

the house and huddled in a closet until the next morning when 
the house head Birtha found me.

Al, Paul, John, all the guys wouldn’t let me sleep in the 
beds without having another girl smear a tampon over me, 
laughing hysterically, and so Bree asked me if over the next 
few nights I wanted to sleep with her.

She started slowly, asking if I liked her breasts, then 
kneading my crotch. I usually wouldn’t get hard –too young— 
but in the morning sometimes when I had to piss I had what 
passed for a hard-on. She used that as long as she could, before 
it detumesced.

This went on for about three years, until things went bad. 
Or, really, I did. When the shrinks fi rst used the word antisocial 
around me.

These thoughts as I look up. Bobby sitting down, reading 
the package of some imitation French cakes with his coffee.

“Dunno why they call these things Madeleines. Fuckin’ 
Starbucks. Huh.” he said.

No way in hell am I explaining Proust to a man who worked 
up to reading Car and Driver.

Bobby grinning, mouthful of cake and latté.
Envy of that.
Maybe to hurt him, maybe to reach out, I had a sudden 

desire to explain about Naima.
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°
It didn’t shake his mood, this serene hippie child rapist. He 

wasn’t even stoned.
“Sounds like Augustine,” he said, chewing. “He always 

wanted to impress you and always hated you for making fun 
of him.”

“I haven’t even seen Tommy in 25 years. He’d hold a 
grudge that long?”

“You have to ask me that?”
“Yeah. I guess I can look into it, but it seems like a fucking 

long shot.”
“It’s all I got man. I don’t know anyone else organized 

enough to set up the scene the way you describe in that movie. 
Plenty of guys who could do that shit, yeah, but most are still 
inside and the others are dead or way too frenzied to fi lm 
something like that shit.”

“Where the hell would he be now?”
He shrugged. “Look him up. Try online stuff, phone books.”
“Listen to you. Online stuff. You adapted.”
He smiled. “Yeah. You should see the graphic design 

programs they have. I haven’t used a pencil in months. 
Seriously. If you don’t fi nd him, I think Bobby Manuela was 
his second cousin or some shit. Ask him.”

“He’s online too, I guess.”
“He’d have to be. Level three conditions of release.”
It always amazed me how he thought so clearly. His 

disconnection gave him the clearest thinking of anyone I ever 
knew. Like his standing before you was an abstraction he was 
vaguely mulling over as he talked to you. I said this.

“I still have the urge to prey on newborn lambs,” he said.
“And you’d be disoriented without it?” I completed.
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“Graphic design, coffee with friends—just using the urge, 
man.”

Using the urge.
I thought about Manuela.
Bobby told me about Joanne. He told me about Joanne’s 

dog Enya. He told me about the recording artist Enya. He told 
me he was naming his restored ’65 ‘Cuda Storms in Africa. I 
said he needed a dog named Yanni. He laughed with his mouth 
open. He ate more madeleines.

°
You hear about it all the fucking time. You know the books 

or movies or TV. The super intelligent serial killer, usually 
technically a psychopathic male sexual sadist. From a writer’s 
perspective, this statistical near-impossibility is a dream come 
true, like your boring Aunt Ethel who fi nally got to be the 
center of attention only because she happened to hear some 
grisly news before anyone else did: who knows, maybe she 
passed a double-amputee-worthy tractor trailer wreck on the 
way to Thanksgiving dinner—and you and she and everyone 
else there knows she doesn’t have nearly the wit, experience, 
or perspective to hold people’s attention without the most 
lurid subject matter.

The same is true of the hack writer.
Everything I’ve told you is pretty lurid, true, but notice I’ve 

spent most of my time out of the public eye, so to speak, and 
I never wrote “catch me” letters to the FBI in coded Etruscan 
to illustrate my acumen.

°
So the sexual sadist. There’s two kinds, if you consult 

FBI literature or older DSMs (the Diagnostic and Statistical 
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Manual of Mental Disorders) from the American Psychiatric 
Association. Sexual homicide and serial rape. Sexual homicide 
(lust murder or sex killing are older and less used names) is 
generally defi ned as murder, usually in a series, where the 
main drive of the killer is sexual gratifi cation. This type of 
killer must get some form of sexual satisfaction from the act 
of violence or killing. A psychiatrist named Liebert (1985) 
said:

The type of injuries is of considerable importance; the most 
frequent are mutilation of the genital organs or the cutting out 
thereof; next comes disembowelment, the plunging of a stick 
or umbrella into the vagina or anus, the tearing out of the hair, 
the severing of the breast and throttling...

In genuine cases of sexual murder, the killing replaced the 
sexual act. There is, therefore, no sexual intercourse at all. 
Sexual pleasure is induced by [mutilating the victim]. These 
horrors... constitute, so to speak, pathological equivalents of 
coitus. (p. 195)

Most shrinks like Liebert (1985) basically say the same 
thing: “In many cases of sexual brutality and murder the sex 
act is never committed. Violence serves as a substitute for it” 
(p. 191).

The FBI –their “profi lers” Ressler, Burgess & Douglas— 
said:

Sexual homicide describes murders with evidence or 
observations that indicate that the murder was sexual in 
nature. These include: victim attire or lack of attire; exposure 
of the sexual parts of the victim’s body; sexual positioning of 
the victim’s body; insertion of foreign objects into the victim’s 
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body cavities; evidence of sexual intercourse (oral, anal, 
vaginal); and evidence of substitute sexual activity, interest, 
sadistic fantasy. (1988, p. 73)

Sexual homicide appears in the DSM-IV under Sexual 
Disorders as what is technically called a Paraphilia. 
“Paraphila”’s Greek. It means above or beyond love, or in plain 
English, the boy is not fucking normal, Kristos. It includes 
paraphilic rape (raptophilia or biastophilia) and lust murder 
(erotophonophilia):

In sexual sadism, there is an obsessive and compelling 
repetition of sexual thoughts, dreams or fantasies that may be 
translated into acts in which the mental or physical suffering 
of a victim is intensely sexually arousing... In some instances 
the victim is a consenting masochist, and in others a non-
consenting stranger who has been abducted or kidnapped. In 
sexual sadism, there is an obsessive and compelling repetition 
of sexual thoughts, dreams or fantasies that may be translated 
into acts in which the mental or physical suffering of a victim 
is intensely sexually arousing... In some instances the victim 
is a consenting masochist, and in others a non-consenting 
stranger who has been abducted or kidnapped. (Money, 1990, 
p. 27, 28)

Rollo May was a fl aky 60s shrink, who, aside from shitty 
dress sense and a certain naïveté that people would listen to 
the truth if only they heard it, had some great ideas. He said 
something more penetrating than all the shrinks I ever met 
understood: “When feeling decreases and apathy increases, 
when one cannot affect or even genuinely touch another 
person, violence fl ares up as a daimonic necessity for contact, 
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a mad drive forcing touch in the most direct way possible” 
(1969, p. 31).

Every sick motherfucker I ever met wasn’t evil; they were 
just too stupid or ignorant (the two are different), poorly-raised 
and plain arrogant to understand the sheer species-wide force 
that was compelling them, and their abusing father or mother 
or uncle, and their abusers, ad fucking infi nitum.

Were they to blame? Of course. They weren’t forced to do 
anything they did. Neither was I. Half of them I’d kill as soon 
as look at –best thing for them, really—

But I only blame them when they try to cast off blame from 
themselves.

They weren’t nearly possessed of the emotion, discipline 
and sheer vision to be truly evil. A priest told me once, sin is 
moving away from truth; evil is forcing people into sin.

Evil you could almost respect.

°
“Killing is one way of experiencing that one is and that one 

can produce an effect on another human being.”
Another good one. That one from Erich Fromm (1974, p. 

251), a German psychiatrist.
May also said, “No human being can stand the perpetually 

numbing experience of his own powerlessness” (1969, p. 14), 
to which Fromm practically answered, “It is the transformation 
of impotence into the experience of omnipotence; it is the 
religion of psychic cripples” (1974, p. 290).

Fromm waxed eloquent on what differentiates humans 
and other animals: “Humans are unique in their capacity 
to be violent, cruel, and destructive for no rational 
defensive purpose... In a life without meaning, violence and 
destructiveness provide them with some measure of distorted 
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mastery” (Monte, 1995, pp. 588-589).
That’s the big problem with a brain that can think in terms 

of past and future (as opposed to just right now)— it’s a 
fucking burden.

People just want to let go of that.
Hence the modest success of alcohol sale. And drugs. And 

television. And the lottery. Most churches.
Phil Zimbardo is the president of the American Psychological 

Association. Usually he’s a useless self-important fuck, but he 
did cough up this pearl: “It is pleasurable to behave at a purely 
sensual, physical, unthinking level—regardless of whether the 
act is making love or making war” (1973, p. 90).

Monkeys can think in the future, too, but they seem to have 
less problem with it, since they’re so much worse at long-term 
planning than humans. Of course, along those lines, monkeys 
in studies have also shown that they too can develop a mean 
alcohol addiction— by themselves. They will swig those 
tankards with superhuman agility. Perhaps not surprisingly.

Of course, they have to be supplied the booze. The whole 
concept of fermentation eludes them.
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Three
Vet

There are feelings which want to kill the lonely; and if they 
do not succeed, well, then they themselves must die. But are 
you capable of this—to be a murderer?

—Nietzsche, Thus Spake Zarathustra, p 63.

I am fucking 59.
I can feel my pulse in my throat —fucking heart attacks— 

the surface of my skin cold with the sympathetic nervous 
system kicked in: the Rhode Island statie keeps cruising past 
me, looks at me, and looks away.

The trick is to look cops right in the eye, suggesting intimacy 
(or in this case, familiarity) without confronting them— a 
nonverbal “well hello there, Mr. Keeper of the peace, at work 
for me, the blameless taxpayer.” Think –for those seconds, 
be—clueless dumbfuck middle-class, emotional tourist, light 
gambling on weekends, internet porn, unsatisfying sexual 
relationship with increasingly frosty wife squarejohn.

Expect, implicitly, that your assets be well policed.
Expect, implicitly, that the cop do his job for you, as a 

matter of course.
Have little or no thought that other scenarios might exist 

besides those you know.
Be a fucking eloi.
No cop will look at you twice.
My heart rate apparently doesn’t believe that, but it will 

work.
The only demographic cops hate more than criminals is 
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you. They sneer at you in private because you don’t see, or 
even believe sometimes, for your peace of mind, the shit they 
have to clean up.

Like me.
Manuela lived in the east side of Providence. Not really 

where I would’ve said he’d go, the Brown students, the RISD 
kids, the whole place full of books and smelling like Patchouli 
if the wind is still. Maybe his mom lives there or something. 
Fuck do I know.

Maybe the cop thing seems paranoid, but understanding 
my own implicit unconscious reactions that makes, and made, 
me operate better. First as an offender then a recovering one. 
If you know you’re internally armed for bear, so to speak, you 
won’t be surprised by your own refl exes under stress. If you 
drove a car and knew that its alignment was bent right, you 
would know to fi x it, have it fi xed, or strengthen your left arm 
to hold the car aligned when you drove.

I’m deep in a lot of things, but generally not denial.
In Walpole I used to wrap magazines around my stomach. 

To retard stabs. You can’t really stop fi les –metal combs, 
when they were allowed, fi led down in the woodshop— 
but magazines would slow them down and pretty well stop 
toothbrush tips.

The trick was putting them in my pants, down around 
where the legs meet the torso; the magazines wouldn’t stay 
put (unless you used wet newspaper, which then had to 
dry like that). The femoral arteries are on both sides of the 
perineum there; severing one there, that high up the leg, meant 
pretty much unavoidable death—it’s nearly impossible to give 
medical attention to. There’s no way to tourniquet the artery.

You cut the femoral because everyone knows to guard their 
jugular or carotid. Cons don’t think about their thighs.
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Yeah, you look like an idiot, something jutting out from 
your crotch if someone

bothered to look.
Is that paranoid or prepared?
Once I had myself committed to the Massachusetts 

Treatment Center in Bridgewater, I forgot about the magazines 
and just kept my eyes open.

I had myself kept for observation there because it was 
easier time; my bid wasn’t up for another 18 years. I was 
getting older and needed the slower pace. If you’d asked me 
at the time I’d’ve said I was there for treatment.

After the period of observation I was civilly-committed 
at the treatment center for “a day to life” according to 
Massachusetts General Law, 123, subsection a.

I couldn’t leave before my 18 year bid was up, barring 
parole, and even then I had to convince a panel of qualifi ed 
examiners (a title that changed at least twenty times during 
my time there) that I was no longer Sexually Dangerous. Other 
states with similar systems, like California or Washington, 
D.C., use similar terms. Washington says sexually violent. I 
forget California.

They noted that, saliently, I was able to maintain an 
erection while forcing sex during my offenses. Using older 
FBI terminology the MTC doesn’t recognize anymore, I was 
classifi ed an “Anger retaliatory serial rapist.”

But still a skinner.
I’d made a living for years as what they called a con artist. 

I could convince fi ve academics I wasn’t sexually dangerous.
I was a fucking idiot.
Civil commitment is an end run around double-jeopardy. 

It’s for adding time for offenses for which you’ve already been 
sentenced, or making sure you can’t leave once your criminal 
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sentence is fi nished, by stipulating that your treatment for your 
sexual disorder is not fi nished quite yet. This is even refl ected 
in the terminology: after your state (criminal) time was up, 
you were referred to as a “resident,” and not an inmate.

The legal statues at present make the sentences for most 
sexual crimes (rape, child abuse, sexual assault, etc.) relatively 
lenient compared to something like murder or treason.

So what’s the easiest way a politician can get the public to 
think that he’s tough on sex crimes? To make a name for him 
or herself? Change the laws? No.

Actually changing legislation requires a shitload of time 
and effort and might not work, as well as inviting calls of Nazi 
or Fascist from the political Left and opportunistic politicians.

No.
Much easier to quietly introduce a new law with 

misleading wording that does not, technically, add to the 
criminal sentences of sexual offenders (the civil part of civil 
commitment), and with a stipulation in it (being cleared by the 
qualifi ed examiners) that could take a day to get past, but in 
reality might not happen at all (the “day to life” part) without 
you hiring a particularly voracious attorney who can fi nd a 
loophole, a sympathetic judge, or, more likely, a sympathetic 
(which generally means “dupable”) jury.

The wording of this legislative process necessitates 
treatment for the offenders. Or at least appearing to.

So, over the years at the MTC, each of the subsequent 
treatment providers (who are not part of the Department of 
Correction, they’re technically vendors) have been fi red and 
replaced with more compliant corporate entities who won’t 
dispute DOC regulations (thus making the “treatment” of 
inmates much more diffi cult and therefore likely to keep them 
committed) and will cost less money than did the previous providers.
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If this were happening outside this country, hippie types 
would call it regime engineering.

Inside, I think it technically qualifi es as good business.
Maybe you think this is all paranoid bullshit. I am a 

convicted rapist and con artist.
I’m not trying to convince you. These are my perceptions.
Do what you will with them.

°
When I was fi nally released, I was lugged to Louisiana to 

fi nish my sentence there; they had a six year on and after over 
me. They also had me on eight years probation, but that was 
quashed. When I moved back to Massachusetts, I had a tan 
from the Angola work farms. I didn’t look like an ex-con.

This was where I’d been for about three years, when I got 
mailed the fi lm roll.

Manuela was easy enough to fi nd. He had had to register 
as a level three sex offender upon his release and was, in fact, 
online.

A big head shot of him: evil in huge coke bottle glasses and 
greasy slicked down black hair, like he attended sex offenders’ 
hair salon for two semesters then dropped out ‘cause it was 
too hard.

The screws were the only ones not to make fun of Manuela. 
Everyone else loved the fact that he was limited just enough 
to be vulnerable to nearly everyone there without being so 
mentally retarded (developmentally disabled, if you like) that 
he was remanded to Bridgewater State Hospital. He was so 
child-like that he saw manipulation as attention and nothing 
more.

His listed address was just off Gano, a little white house 
with miniature Roman columns. As I got out of the Taurus 
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I noticed it. A smell. Like bug spray. Cleaner, but not any 
cleaner— I was sure it was the exact cleaner that we used to 
get exactly two bottles of each week to clean the showers.

Sounds like nothing, but this was a big deal at the time—
that shit was gold, the only way to keep the stalls clean. And 
with a population that included at least two guys who liked to 
shit in the shower (one maliciously, one just to play with it) 
cleanliness was fucking paramount.

As I got up to the porch the bug spray smell was so strong I 
was sure what Bobby had done: he’d been released and he had 
indulged: he went straight out and bought as much bargain 
basement bug-spray-smelling cleaner as he damn well wanted.

Good for him.
The smell made me also remember a guy who used to live 

down from me: a huge Mi’kmaq Indian from northern Maine, 
One Punch Pete. Crazy as a fucking psychotic bedbug just 
released from the asylum for being too crazy, Pete used to be 
how inmates got themselves discharged from the institution: 
scare him a little, which was easy, he responded to threats 
instantly, and he’d send you straight to the Shattuck, the 
closest hospital.

He was also a dishonorably discharged EOD expert. 
Explosives Ordnance Disposal. He used to make fuses with 
Rosary beads and matches, and explosives from the shower 
cleaner and frozen orange juice concentrate he stole working 
in the kitchen. He’d come out from his cell with nitroglycerin 
headaches he’d get from trying to make plastic explosive 
analogues. The only part of the C4 he could get right was the 
fact that it would explode when wet. He’d destroyed more 
toilets than I can remember. He had these scars on his forearms 
from the fl ying porcelain fragments when he’d cover his face 
with his arms.
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I heard a yippee dog yapping from behind the screen door. 
It started jumping up to the screen to see me. Looked like a 
poodle/ Chihuahua mix.

A poohuahua.
I walked up to the door slowly, wondering if I’d have to 

knock.
I hate dogs. The way they announce you.
A tiny tiny woman walked up to the door. She looked 

delighted to see me.
“Down Porky, down. Hello, there.” She stood there smiling, 

waiting. Smelled like mildew. Also with coke bottle glasses. 
If this wasn’t Bobby’s psychotic older twin or mother I’d eat 
my own penis.

I suddenly remembered all the things Bobby had said she 
did to him for violating the Bible. I should’ve strangled her on 
the spot.

“I’m Tom Malone, a friend of Bob’s. He here?”
Her eyes shone bright with the manic enthusiasm only 

amphetamines or delusion can provide. She smiled and turned 
away toward the kitchen. “Just a minute, just a minute…. 
Bob-bee!”

I waited, smiling politely, the killer and rapist hoping he 
acted appropriately around the mother.

She reminded me of someone. I couldn’t place it.

°
I thought about what I was going to say.
If he knew the fi rst thing about Augustine he wouldn’t 

out and out tell me. I knew Bobby—he’d cling like a kid to 
loyalty, even in the face of a butchered woman. He couldn’t 
afford to think someone he knew didn’t like him or wouldn’t 
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like him because of something he’d said— let alone a relative 
like Augustine.

A dead girl would be just someone on a movie who didn’t 
love him.

Sexual Aggressor rapists, like me or Starbucks Bobby, 
include two types: the power reassurance/ power assertive 
and anger retaliatory types.

The power reassurance type generally uses a covert 
approach with victims; he’ll act “gentlemanly,” personally 
compliment victims, reassure them, etc.

To appeal to this one, buy into the methods they use to 
condone their own behaviors: minimize the moral seriousness 
of the offence and justify their actions; this helps them push 
down their guilt; this’ll feel good; they’ll associate that feeling 
with you. They’ll say more.

Confessions, tacit or otherwise, start oozing at this point, 
like psychic pus. Continue the discharge by stressing their 
positive treatment of the victims: “you were, like, really nice 
to them before you raped them.”

Be careful with the ones who understand sarcasm.
The anger retaliatory rapist shows intense rage through 

excessive force. They’re usually so socially inept and 
frenzied with ire that they don’t even bother to try and act 
complimentary. If they do, it will only be a childish attempt 
to physically or chemically soften the victim (“Hey. You want 
some pot?”). They nearly always blitz the victim at some 
point— a direct, physical assault.

Use coldly logical themes with these. They feel no remorse 
and respond best to debate, like a machine programmed to 
rape. Drop guilt-based syllogisms revolving around evidence: 
investigations have proved your guilt, confessing might yield 
a mitigated sentence, et cetera.



43Psychopathic Fiction

And leave back doors to more information open: don’t 
accidentally limit them to a single confession. Stay vague with 
details; only use facts as points of attack, and then only when 
absolutely necessary.

You’ll be changing the subject with anger retaliatory rapists 
a lot, then returning to it later, when their anger has receded. 
Academics and feebs (FBI) call this “looping.” Get good at it: 
their rage will slam down like a lead fi rewall and cause a lot 
of dead ends you’ll have to back out of.

All this is textbook FBI tactics; miraculously it usually 
works.

Decades inside and nothing to do but talk, especially after 
lock-down, I’ve tested nearly everything they’ve written, to 
the extent I could. It was the only way I could stand having 
roommates.

Bobby Manuela, however, is none of the above. He’s a 
contact rapist.

He thought he was a perfectly healthy, sociable man with 
normal needs and desires. He didn’t believe he’d committed 
any crime, though he, like most contact rapists, felt some 
remorse for what he did, the same way a child who pulled the 
wings off a fl y might vaguely suspect he’d caused the creature 
an inconvenience.

Emotional appeals work best. A basic approach to start the 
questioning would be to condemn their victim: “clearly they 
enticed you—look at the way they were dressed.”

One more thing.
This habitual forged complicity will take its toll.
You know the Nietzsche quote: “And if you gaze for long 

into an abyss, the abyss also gazes into you”? After awhile 
you’ll forget what’s pit and what’s you. You’ll also forget 
everyone else isn’t in the same situation. After awhile you 
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won’t remember it’s even a question.
But don’t worry. Kids and animals will instantly know 

you’re different. They’ll remind you.
I was too shut off to begin to learn victim empathy from 

looking at my own actions. Fortunately I was surrounded by 
perfect negative role models.

I remember the day –the instant—that it hit me that me and 
my pussack gang-rapist roommate were not different.

You want to use an “Everyman” approach with the contact 
rapist: underscore that the guy simply allowed the situation to 
squirm out of his control.

Coulda happened to anyone.
Ride that sluice of horror to the information you need.
Using this style is particularly easy for me. I just have to 

think like I did 35 years ago.
This pseudo-empathic method, not surprisingly, works best 

when done by men.
Fellow ex-cons work even better.

°
The tiny old woman came back into view, a Shaw’s bag 

in her hand. “He’s coming, Tom,” she nodded up at me, eyes 
squinty, grabbed a jacket by the door and walked out, down 
the steps.

I waited.
I was counting the clocks in the study when I realized 

Bobby still hadn’t come down yet. I sighed. He used to do the 
same thing inside.

I walked up the stairs, and looked into two rooms before 
I found the one with the Celtics posters all over the walls. It 
was of course empty. I searched the room for weapons, found 
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one, then sat back on the bed, opened one of his Entertainment 
Weeklys, and propped my feet up on his batman bedspread.

°
I was ready to wait all day. The fi re escape outside the 

window creaked after about 45 minutes.
I rolled my feet off the bed, sat just beside the window, and 

when his head came into view, grabbed the back of his shirt 
and yanked him ass over teakettle onto the wood fl oor. He’d 
gained weight, but couldn’t’ve been more than 150.

“Motherfucker Thomas! What was that for?”
Forget the Why you runnin’ Bobby? line. We both knew. 

Instinct.
“Here to rent space in your head, Bobby.” Now, just a tap 

to make sure: “Why am I here?”
“Why do I care?” His double chin and greasy black hair 

made it come out petulant. It scanned true.
Bobby’s wicked Borderline. He’ll approach you, then 

avoid you if you open up to him. Then approach you again, 
then withdraw if you act interested. I came just to talk to him, 
not pull his coat. I should’ve known it wouldn’t be that easy. 
He didn’t have a clue why I was there.

I sniggered.
Tweak him with verbal abuse. He’ll warm to it and open 

up.
“Same fucking diddler, huh Bob. You can take the baby-

blaster out of prison, but you can’t….”
“I got my fucking Rule 30, I got my revise/ revoke, my 

charges were completely removed from my record. I didn’t 
do nothing.”

“No Bob. You raped your cousins. For fi ve years. Remember 
group? I was there too, fuckwit. You – and by you I mean your 
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lawyer, Ms. Kreuger— just got the offi cial records purged. It’s 
different.”

“Fucking tree jumper! Fuck you know?”
It was basically true, the epithet, but I used the slight –

the opportunity it suggested, the violence it would seem to 
demand— to fake more anger than I had. I grabbed the fatty 
part of his inner thigh and twisted.

“Fuck, Thomas! Fine, fi ne!”
I let go.
“What? You need money? You just get out?”
Abuse he understood. And that relaxed him.
“Nope. Been out for a few years, after I fi nished up down 

south.”
“Oh, right, right. I remember.” He didn’t remember shit. 

Rat eager now.
“You still have any contact with Augustine?”
“With Thomas? Uh, no. Mom still talks to his sister I think. 

Yeah, that’s right. You could ask her. Why? What’s up?”
“When she get back?”
“Dunno. She went to bingo. Could be all night.”
“Would she have an address? Phone number somewhere? 

On her computer?”
“A computer? Mom?”
“How to do get your porn?”
“Seven eleven.” As if I were the idiot.
“Does she have a rolodex, call caddy?”
“A what?”
Fuck me. “Does she have an offi ce…? A room with a desk 

in it?”
“I know what an offi ce is. Off her bedroom, up in the attic.”
“I don’t wanna bother your mom with this,” –and didn’t 
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want to wait— “so let’s go downstairs and see what we can 
fi nd, huh.”

Once you’ve beaten/ intimidated someone into capitulating, 
keep an eye on them. If they’re cowable in the fi rst place, 
they’ll wait for a chink in your armor to get you back.

And you have to watch Borderlines. They’ll shift moods on 
you faster than a gay fi gure skater.

True to form, Bobby seemed resentful but said “Yeah 
okay, lemme get my inhaler,” and reached into the drawer I’d 
opened before.

There was in fact an inhaler there— too.
Give him credit: he tried to hide the extra thing in his hand 

by using both hands to snort the inhaler. Except he’d never 
needed to do that inside, and inhalers had only gotten smaller 
since then.

Additional credit: He shook his head, as if to clear it, 
furthering disguising his putting two things in his pockets.

I guess fear, over time, breeds fi nesse.
His mood, too, pretend normal. “Hey Tommy,” clang on 

the nickname business— “remember when we both got those 
pinkslips the same day? What was that, ’82? Those fucking 
johnny restraints they put me in after that. Fuck, I was on 
eyeball watch the next two months, seemed like.”

Pinkslips = discipline reports. They were later changed to 
Observation of Behavior reports, the same way in Vietnam 
search and destroy became sweep and clear.

“What you get for trying to kill yourself, Bob.”
“Yeah, yeah, no doubt. What’d you have again? 

Contraband?”
“Yep. Dental fl oss.”
“Illegal’s illegal man. Hehe.”
He was practically starting to sound like Peter Lorre. 
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Walking down the frizzy green carpet in the hall, watching 
my hands too much.

“Too bad you didn’t try to kill yourself with that. They 
might’ve taken pity on you and not made you cuff up.”

“Yeah, no doubt, no doubt” –Bob’s lickspittle repertoire 
was pretty limited— “those fucking fl ex cuffs pinch.”

“They use plasticuffs in Louisiana. They don’t pinch as 
much, the bands are fatter.”

“Oh yeah, you go to Louisiana?”
“Keep up Bob, I went down south for the on-and-after, 

remember?” Paying too much attention to my movements and 
not what I was saying.

We walked though mom’s bedroom –NASCAR 
commemorative plates and porcelain fi gurines, snow babies, 
in fake oak cabinets— up the steps and into the little attic/
offi ce.

Bobby reached over on the desk and turned on a transistor 
radio, which babbled college distance learning courses 
somewhere out west.

It was necessary considering Bobby was practically 
slavering to hurt me, but purely out of habit I turned the radio 
nearly all the way down. We used to keep the radio on, to 
listen to obviously, but never loud enough that you couldn’t 
hear someone coming, to keep an ear on surroundings. Other 
guys just blasted theirs, but it was only made into a problem if 
they were beside your house.

“So where’s she keep her tax records or bills or whatever? 
That’s where probably the numbers and addresses will be.”

“Maybe, um, that bottom drawer?”
I started to lean over, and without even waiting for me to be 

off balance, I heard the click behind my ear.
The .17 caliber “puff adder” is almost not even a gun. It’s 
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so small it’s more accurate to call it a really powerful BB 
pistol. Unless fi red directly through an eye or maybe an ear it 
rarely kills.

The tiny hammer cocking made my blood run cold, even 
though I’d unloaded it.

I up put my hands up and rose slowly. Power, or the illusion 
of it, makes people expansive. Particularly a sudden shift into 
it.

See what comes.
“I know you’ll think this is just my cowardness, Thomas. 

I just get so fl ustrated when people bring all that shit back 
up—”

Jesus Christ, he was still fucking up those words. At least 
he hadn’t said phantom for fathom yet.

“—I didn’t rape anyone—my records are clean, I told you 
that. I fucking told you that. You’re like my fucking PO—”

He didn’t know anything I couldn’t get from his mother or 
her desk. I was watching out of sheer morbid fascination.

Working himself up to something. I wondered if even he 
knew what.

“—I mean, how long to I have to pay for that shit? I’m 
sorry, fuck me, I’m fucking sorry but I didn’t know what the 
hell what I was doing— and the same fucking thing happened 
to me! How was I supposed to know any better? Huh Thomas? 
You know what Mom did to me—” His voice was starting to 
tremor.

“I know what you told me.”
“Right. You know.”
No appreciation of irony worries here. He was tremoring 

bad now, face red—
“So why won’t you get off my fucking ass about this—”
He wasn’t talking to me anymore; I was a proxy of all his 
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hates. A surrogate.
“—and just let me move on, just let me move on, just let 

me—”
Tears in his eyes he stepped forward, pulling the trigger, 

click/ click/ click—
—and realized no bullets were coming out, this childish 

look of What? on his face, eyes bugged out behind his 
glasses—

Looking back, I know what did it. What set me over the 
edge.

It was the seeing him pull the trigger.
It was the knowing. The really knowing. That he would 

have killed me.
That he didn’t only because I was more prepared than he 

was.
I wasn’t even there when it happened. It was pure fury.
I bared my teeth without thinking, kicked him as hard as I 

could straight into the chest.
He fl ew backwards into the doorway, but instead of 

stopping at the ground he tried to roll out of it.
And tumbled down the stairs.
It sounded like a cap gun going off. The pop when his head 

hit the bottom.

°
The vein behind his ear was still.
Dissect/ fl agellate for this later— guilt always waits.
Mission time is more limited. Or should I say the time-to-

avoid-having-mom-come-home-and-fi nd-me-with-her-dead-
sex-offender-son is more limited.

Toss the offi ce.
I pocketed the gun, thought to get the ammo later and 
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dragged Bobby’s body over to the closet. Opening it, I kicked 
over a dozen Payless boxes, put him in the corner behind a 
trenchcoat that reeked of Designer Imposters perfume, and 
replaced the boxes in front of him.

If mom got home she’d think he was still out, running from 
me.

I looked at his body.
The CAB shrinks must be so proud.
The desk fi rst. A roll-top that actually looked like real oak. 

In the top four drawers:
Tax statements, Post-it notes (Call Dr. Kaferian! Hormone 

treatments??? Wal-mart—stockings, trash bags), tax 
information, a Jiffy Lube oil change bill, Walgreen’s pharmacy 
payment stubs, social security check stubs—

Stacks of letters, no, nothing, nothing—there we go... 
letterhead on an envelope in blue ballpoint: Stella Boisvert— 
Augustine’s birth name. Under laughably Catholic reasons, to 
piss off the DOC, he’d changed it just after I met him. They 
were legally obligated to let him change it then.

I read through the letter, crude, large purple handwriting 
in the same hand, “Brian and Kelly are doin’ good, the shrink 
still thinks they’ll be noticeably retarded for life though, Uncle 
Lorry will be out soon...working at the Rope still, still better, 
much warmer here than Pen----- was….” couldn’t make that 
out—fountain pen smudges.

Bobby had mentioned once Augustine’s mom worked strip 
clubs. “Rope” was Penance Rope, a New Bedford shithole.

I didn’t know any clubs that began with “Pen,” there or 
in Fall River or Boston –the logical other places she’d work. 
Taunton maybe, but I didn’t know anything that fi t there either.

So check out both. Couldn’t hurt to—
Creak of the downstairs screen door.
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I tiptoed down the stairs, through the bedroom, back to 
Bobby’s room. I was sitting on the bed when mom peeked her 
head in, smiling for an instant, then surprised, then irritated.

“You’re still here?”
She said it with a specifi c combination of arrogance and 

haughty peevishness that telegraphed fear and weakness 
trying to puff up.

I could suddenly recall Bobby’s stories of her and hot 
curling irons with gleaming precision.

I was practically salivating to strangle her. I could feel her 
hyoid snapping like a wishbone.

I don’t know if my reptile brain gathered the stories from 
my unconscious to justify murder to my neocortex or if the 
neocortex dangled the memories to stoke the murder lust.

Not sure if the Man or the Monkey wanted her blood.
Starbucks Bobby’s face: I guess I would be disoriented 

without this tendency. It’s just a road sign. I drive where I 
want.

And yes, in the middle of a high risk situation I devolve 
into simplistic analogy. It works.

I needed mom to talk. Promote the lie presently between 
us; keep her thinking she knows more than I do about Bobby, 
so the balance of power is hers.

“Mrs. Manuela, Bobby wasn’t up here so I thought I’d just 
wait. Do you know when he’ll be back…?”

There’ll be tension in her now from my still being here— 
relax it by alleviating her concerns about me staying too long:

“…I’ve gotta be somewhere pretty soon, I can’t stay much 
longer.”

She sighed/ exhaled, relieved. “Oh, you know, Tom, I forgot 
he meets his Parole Offi cer today. He must’ve left without 
hearing me call him. I’m so sorry. Would you like something 
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to eat before you go? How long have you been out now…?”
The mild endorphin rush from relief makes nearly anyone 

more talky.
“Yeah, a quick bite would be nice, then I gotta run,” –keep 

reassuring her by implying I’m leaving, keep her relief and 
her mouth going— “whaddya ya have?”

Parties, job interviews, post-mortem discussions with 
victims’ mothers—little tip: always accept something offered, 
water, tea, a snack—there’s an unstated acceptance that opens 
things up on a nearly genetic level that almost no one notices 
but everyone feels.

She gestured follow me and we walked downstairs into 
the grimy dark green linoleum kitchen. She waddled over to 
the fridge, her face awash in jaundiced light that steepled her 
cheekbones and chin— “you like Triscuits?”

Who keeps fucking Triscuits in the fridge?
“That sounds great.”
“Mmm.”
“The reason I came to see Bobby—” Odd to realize that 

telling her the truth was actually the best idea— “was to fi nd 
out about Tom Augustine. Have you guys talked to him lately? 
Or his mom?”

I knew about Stella for the most part from the letters, 
obviously. This was a bait to gauge mom’s candor, to see if 
she’d lie about it. If she did, any other information she’d give 
was suspect.

“Oh yeah, I talk to Stella all the time. We write a lot. She 
lives in Taunton, works in New Bedford. I forget exactly what 
she does.”

Puritanical understatement, yeah, but no outright lying so 
far.

She shut the fridge. “But unfortunately honey, no, Tommy 
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died in prison decades ago. Those damn police wouldn’t let him 
alone. They arrested him for spying on kids at a playground. 
He lives near there for Christ’s sake. Why can’t they just leave 
the poor man alone. There was some investigation; they just 
wouldn’t leave him alone. I don’t know.”

Mother/ civilian distortions. Cops usually hate SOs. 
There’s a subtle undercurrent of superstition that perversion 
is contagious, like leprosy. They would’ve left him alone if at 
all possible.

What the hell was Augustine doing to gather police 
attention? If mom wasn’t completely full of shit.

And he’s fucking dead.
“Wow… I had no idea he’d passed away. I’m so sorry.”
Mark of a good con artist: at that moment I really was sorry.
I channeled a semblance of impromptu grief out of my 

disappointment at not being able to kill him if he had anything 
to do with Naima.

“Thank you Tom. Thank you.” She turned her head down 
theatrically to signal end of the conversation. Ham-handed 
shit—two seconds ago she’d told me he was dead with the 
same tone of voice you use with Bruins scores.

I accepted the hint. It was time to go anyway. Bobby had 
been dead only a few minutes; ideally I needed to fi nd a way 
to move his body back into a position resembling his actual 
cause of death: at the bottom of stairs. A plausibly deniable 
demise.

Need to get rid of mom to do that.
From upstairs “Long Cool Woman in a Black Dress” came 

wafting into the room.
“How did that thing get on? Bobby…? Are you home?”
Shit.
“Alright Mrs. Manuela, I’d better pass on the Triscuits. 
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Thanks anyway.”
She was still looking out of the kitchen, distracted. “Okay, 

Tom, come again sometime, okay.”
I walked out the screen door, down the steps and into the 

street. The yippee dog was lying down in the yard, panting. I 
realized I’d never seen a dog that small pant. Shiver, but not 
pant.

I walked about two blocks to the fi rst payphone I found, 
called information for Manuela’s number –surprisingly only 
two Manuelas in East Providence, and one only an initial that 
was probably a woman. I tried to think like a parole offi cer.

°
At the library in East Providence I Googled “Augustine,” 

“Boisvert,” “sex offender,” “police,” “trial” and “sentencing.” 
The search returned no results, and no usable results when 
entered word by word.

I tried Tom Augustine. Search returned 1,704,000 results. 
All seemingly irrelevant.

“Pen,” and “exotic dancer”didn’t get anything until I added 
stripper. A message board on a porn site mentioned a club 
called Penitant in Montreal, of all places. Explaining why it 
seemed so much warmer in Massachusetts.

°
I walked over to a tea bar on Thayer: hardwood bar at the 

window, stools and chairs by the wall. It was full of kids on 
laptops, wearing logo after logo: the tea bar itself, Pats/ Sox, 
a couple of PETA shirts. Everyone visually proclaiming their 
causes loud enough that they themselves would believe them.

You can imagine the place.
I ordered the special –Kenyan Black— and sat in a brown 
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armchair by the men’s restroom.
Crime novels will tell you all about the shakes you get after 

killing someone. The adrenaline byproducts fl itting through 
your blood, pressing your limbs to move, to work, to do 
something for fuck’s sake, we’ve got all this energy.

It’s a load of shit.
Killing someone the fi rst time felt like taking out the trash.
Ugly. Necessary.
Normal.
The body/ brain is an amazing machine. And by that I mean 

horrifying.
A military historian named Grossman wrote that throughout 

history nearly all men who see combat will go to any lengths 
to avoid directly killing another person, particularly women 
or children.

They’ll carpet-bomb cities, sure; you’re just pushing a 
button and never tripping an ingrained biological reluctance.

Actual face-to-face murder they will avoid so strongly 
that, in rare instances, soldiers will take their own lives before 
taking someone else’s. Even after basic training/ boot camp. 
The number of shots fi red in World War II to enemy dead is 
50,000 to one.

And it’s not that these guys were horrible shots. They fi red 
all right—at anything but the enemy.

Those numbers shrank over time with the implementing 
of better conditioning techniques –fucking soulless industrial 
shrinks— but the general reluctance to kill was still common.

Grossman, however, also found an anomalous two percent 
of individuals.

Those who killed without apparent regret or remorse. 
Those who liked it.

And that’s not the hook.
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“Kills without remorse? Psychopath. Next.” you’ll say.
True.
But within that two percent, an even smaller subtype 

demonstrated a clear empathic response simultaneously with 
the capacity to kill guiltlessly when they had to.

Had to means a great social need, like war, rather than 
personal advancement. Many of these subtypes were cops in 
civilian life.

Another writer held that psychopaths were a wolf-like 
human subspecies, whereas this other subtype was more 
analogous to a sheepdog. A natural predator, but also a natural 
protector of non-predators.

It makes sense, evolutionarily. There are only a handful of 
species on Earth that have no natural enemies. Apex predators, 
they’re called: like crocodiles. The white shark. Lions.

And even within specifi c phyla members prey on each 
other: lions don’t have predators, but other big cats do. Same 
with most sharks.

It’s extremely unusual for a species to live long without 
being preyed on by something sometime. It keeps their 
numbers down (and starvation in check when food resources 
run low) when one species has taken over all others.

Like humans.
Enter the homicidal psychopath –as serial killer, Third 

world dictator, politician, corporate head— in numbers 
that have been steadily increasing with the growing human 
population.

And thinning the herd.
It follows, then, another subspecies might emerge to 

prey on them. The natural balance: that a predator would 
be introduced to keep numbers down, and, in turn, a second 
species emerges to keep their numbers down. A natural 
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protector of non-predators.
Non-predators.
Like the kid across from me.
Headphones on, loudly, his back to the room, wallet on the 

counter, leaned crossways –and off-balance— in the chair. 
Every weak point/ exploitable fault in that little tableau as 
obvious as if it were radiating pheromones.

Safe and relaxed in the crowd. A human gazelle.
Just glancing at him, I know he’s left handed, his back 

gives him some problems, he’s never been in a real fi ght, is too 
sensitive for his own good, has (or will have) experimented 
with homosexuality when drunk, and would practically turn 
to liquid when legitimately scared.

I also bet he likes to tweak his own subliminal knowledge 
of that by watching horror movies.

Part of his latent homosexuality stems from a frightened 
fascination with stronger men and the juxtaposition of their 
ability to protect him or hurt him.

Three to one he’ll cultivate and nurture an S&M penchant.
So.
Expensive degrees, hours and hours with shrinks, years 

introspected, more pages read than Spinoza, and I still have 
no real idea how I know these things with the certainty I do.

I’d been a wolf my whole life. I’m trying to evolve.
I waited for a baying in the distance.
I waited for mournfully obvious symbolism.
Gimme a fucking sign.
Sara Evans’ “Suds in the Bucket” suddenly loud on the 

radio.
No, Sara, you can’t fence time.
It’s true.
I sat back into the chair and drank tea.



59Psychopathic Fiction

°
No call from Ma. I considered calling the Pope to have it 

confi rmed.
I went back to Cazz Rooms in Dorchester. The desk clerk 

was actually there.
I asked for her by name.
“Haven’t seen her in a few days.”
“What about Mayron? Seen him?”
“You know Mayron?” He seemed surprised. I didn’t know 

if this was because Mayron was a celebrity or a scumbag no 
one would admit to knowing.

I guessed. “Afraid so.”
I was right; he smiled.
“Said he was leaving town. But that doesn’t mean anything. 

He’s just not here.”
“Is Peter Malmstein?”
“You know everybody. Why don’t I know you?”
I explained who my mother was.
“You just get out?”
And I thought ex-con wasn’t obvious. “Yeah.”
Simple answer.
“You know these places, man, no clue where they went or 

how long they’ll be. The only thing I know is that they never 
go far, or for very long.”

I knew.
I walked outside and sat on a green bench. Newspaper 

pages blew by. I half expected a tumbleweed.
So it was wait and see with ma/ Malmstein/ Mayron.
Only one other lead. Stella Boisvert.

°
“Characteristic-based victim acquisition: personality 



60 Beau Brady

exclusion in sexual selection to fetishistic and pathological 
extent.”

Sounds impressive as all hell. Like whatever shrink who 
wrote that shit had me nailed.

It means I had a type. I selected mates/ victims visually.
Like every other male in the known universe.
They also said I had latent psychoses that would occasionally 

emerge and dictate my behavior overtly, when otherwise they 
were the unconscious engines of my selection process.

A fascination with doubles, they said. Doppelgangers.
They said lots of shit about that.
The shrinks’ answers to my behaviors, even though I’m 

making fun of them, are fairly legitimate:
What motivated me? What motivated every guy I was 

inside with?
Or serial killers that were never caught or even largely 

thought of as such? Stalin? Idi Amin? For that matter, pick 
a country, anywhere on the globe, anytime in history with a 
few exceptions, where one man was in charge. What inspired 
whatever wholesale whimsical butchery he and his appointed 
got around to?

A German named Portmann wrote:
When terrible things, cruelties hardly conceivable, occur 

among men, many speak thoughtlessly of brutality, of 
bestialism, or a return to animal levels… As if there were 
animals which infl ict on their own kind what men do to men. 
Just at this point the biologist has to draw a clear line: these 
evil, horrible things are no animal survival that happened to 
be carried along in the imperceptible transition from animal 
to man; this evil belongs entirely on this side of the dividing 
line. (1943, p. 63)
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Yeah it’s long. Academics get paid by the syllable. The gist 
is this: Man: Bad.

If you’ve read approximately one psych textbook, you’ve 
heard this argument:

Mankind and his evil evil evil, with no purpose. Why, oh 
why my Unitarian God? I just wanna go to coffee houses and 
write papers and complain about politics that my money keeps 
me at arm’s length from. I wanna feel wronged. You get the 
point.

A professor in Virginia named Kent Bailey had an idea 
about where this “unique evil” might come from:

Destructiveness [in contrast to predation] may be seen as a 
generally pathological derivative or elaboration of the normal 
predatory pattern where pleasure is taken in stalking killing 
and mutilating. In destructiveness, predatory aggression 
jumps off its natural track as a provider of protein, and the 
pre-consumatory components of the pattern are enjoyed for 
their own sake. (1987, p. 373)

Or this:
This ‘animal’ part of human sexuality and aggression is 

rarely expressed in pure form, however, but is, in most people, 
shown in sublimated, disguised, elaborated, and culturally 
molded ways. At the deepest levels, then, people continue to 
possess atavistic residues of sexual and aggressive systems 
originally developed in the dim phylogenetic past.” (Bailey, 
1987, p. 339)

And here too. Stay with me, Jesus Christ, I’ll get back to 
the gore in a second, you’re so Goddamned demanding:

Segments… of primitive aggressive behavior may be 
elicited in regressive states where the neocortex fails in its 
inhibitory functions. [E.g.:] the role the prototypic behavior 
biting plays in extreme cases of phylogenetic regression in 
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humans. Teeth-baring is a frequently used threat gesture in 
humans, especially under conditions of extreme provocation 
or anger. (Bailey, 1987, p. 374)

When I kicked Bobby down the stairs I literally bared 
my teeth. I restrained myself from growling from anger. My 
limbic system had identifi ed him as a threat. I didn’t intercede. 
I fl owed with it, and that with an entitled satisfaction.

Paul Carus was a theologian. He wrote:
Satan [and Evil] is an indispensable phase in the manifestation 

of God; he is the protest against God’s dispensation as a 
yoke and an imposition, and thus revolting against the law 
prepares... the covenant of love and spontaneous good-will. 
(1974, p. 472-473)

I love that. Not because it seems to justify evil (and so my 
own actions –“See? Real writers say, indirectly, that what I did 
was part of God’s plan. You love God, right, so you must love 
me now too!”) but because it explains, without necessarily 
justifying, why what we regard as evil might have a purpose, 
or a use, or even be considered a necessary phase of existence.

Like a bad relationship that kept you warm that winter. You 
remember.

This explanation means I’m a part of something larger than 
myself, however reluctantly I might admit it.

Extending this line of reasoning is this idea:
It seems that we are forever frustrated in seeking human 

causes for inhuman actions. Ted Bundy, and those like him, 
represent a grievous threat to prevailing theories and models of 
aggression and violence, a fact apparently recognized by those 
hundreds of experts who write about every sort of nastiness 
except the worst kind. It seems that social scientists wish to 
protect us from ourselves by discrediting theories of ‘innate 
aggression’ and by explaining away extreme violence…. The 
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PRP [phylogenetic regression/ progression theory] represents 
one, albeit imperfect, attempt to confront the problem. (Bailey, 
1987, p. 337).

That, too, is a Great Fucking Idea.
If you want to conceive people like Westerners tend to, i.e., 

a soul wrapped in a body, then it’s a fantastic explanation for 
horrifi c violence.

Not an excuse, as in “this is why I’m not guilty.”
A reason, as in “this is how my environment gave the 

option of doing all the carnage my little brain could want.”
I made that choice. My soul indulged old, savage brain 

organs.
Get me drunk and listening to Black Sabbath and I’ll still 

smirk at the notion.
And I chose not to resist. Maybe my old brain was 

particularly strong. Maybe my
“new” brain was especially weak. I genuinely don’t know.
Evolution put the organs in my brain because at one time 

they were necessary for my species to survive. They just 
haven’t been necessary for the last 40,000 generations or so, 
and never during my lifetime, despite what alcohol, lust and 
entitlement have told me.

And yes, it’s all trite, high school level biology. But live it 
for a second.

Think of these organs along the same lines as the old 
eighteenth-century musket your great-grandfather used in the 
civil war. Just go with the analogy. That type of gun is totally 
unnecessary now, comically ineffi cient even, but a long time 
ago it might have saved someone’s life—by taking someone 
else’s.

Still.
I picked up the musket and aimed it whoever I thought was 
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in the way. Usually women, because true predatory instinct is 
cowardly. You harry the weak.

Nobody forced me. The gun was alluring, even more the 
trigger.

Soul wrapped in body. Life wrapped in cortical weaponry.
The Two.
Illusions, probably.
But wildly practical in interpreting eon-old conspiring that 

brought together reptile brain organs and emails.
Conspire means “to breathe together.” It follows.
Carl Jung was a Swiss psychiatrist with good, thoroughly 

unorthodox ideas who is more connoted for hippies and leftists 
who want a spokesman with academic kudos –i.e., someone 
not a hippie— who endorses dreamcatchers, reincarnation, 
and mind-altering drugs.

Jung grew up in the Swiss backwoods. The norm among 
Swiss rural folk was metempsychosis and transubstantiation: 
reincarnation and miracles. Jung’s mother was “dark and 
unpredictable” and “rooted in deep invisible ground” (Jung, 
1963, p. 40). Swiss Protestantism and pagan spiritualism 
were acceptable and not contradictory to his family. Unusual 
in the West. More like Asian countries, who worship a blend 
of religions, usually Hinduism, Buddhism and a few family 
Gods.

Jung said these religions cut him in two. He said that 
they showed him two personalities in himself: the “number 
1”—outgoing, athletic, social, and “number 2”— thoughtful, 
contemplative, carrying meaning and seeming to “stretch back 
into history” (Jung, 1963, p. 47).

Jung associated number two with the “strange, uncanny” 
(read: train-wreck fucked up and morbidly inspiring) world 
of his mother.
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He needed to symbolize it. He needed to contain it. He 
needed to study it.

He carved a little man wearing a black frock-coat and boot 
and stuck it in a pencil case that he hid under rotten fl oorboards 
in his attic— a part of the house no one was allowed to go— 
where no one would fi nd a three dimensional symbol of his 
blacker parts.

With ebony wood Jung essentially exorcised himself.
The use of poppets in African religion predated most 

modern attempts at projected psychological surrogates, but 
you can see why Jung and his borderline-fl aky experimentation 
usually get such shit in academic circles.

Years later Jung decided it was the shrink’s job to discover 
a patient’s secret man.

My secret man raped women. I was in the attic.
At least, that’s how I’m defi ning I now.
You talk like this to inmates and their eyes glaze over. More 

than non-inmates I mean.
No, I take that back. They don’t even register enough to 

glaze over. They don’t even recognize that you’re speaking 
English. Sometimes even that you’re speaking.

Those that do will think you’re a prissy know it all making 
up words (which is pretty much what psychology does 
anyway), the make-believe implying weakness.

So: I bulked up. Prison food, starchy white carbohydrates. 
In retrospect I’m lucky I didn’t get diabetes. I was slower, but 
stronger and, much more importantly, visually intimidating.

Inmates work on the same principles as bears. Look big 
and scary and they’ll leave you alone. The predator principle 
again. They want easy meat.

Like all my victims.
Like Naima.
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°
I’m going to talk to Stella in New Bedford.
I have to know what fucking happened.
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Four
Cull

Animal prius est homine.
—Boethius, Arithmetica, I.i. p. 10

I was released April 8. The day was sunny but the wind was 
still cold in Massachusetts as I walked out the front doors. I 
still remember the signs: ABSOLUTELY NO CELL PHONES 
BEYOND THIS POINT. The last time I passed through those 
doors cell phones didn’t exist. I had left the Center before for 
medical care at the Shattuck, to go to court, and on furlough 
when we were allowed to do that, but that was all through the 
vehicle trap in the back. Never the front door.

No one was there to meet me, which was the way I set 
things up. I didn’t even take the DOC’s mandatory offer of a 
ride to the bus station.

I still had had to serve my on-and-after sentence in 
Louisiana, and then was fucking trucked back up to Mass for 
fi nal processing, but this time, fi nally, I was done.

Robbie next door had been making soups. My white $4 
tee shirt smelled like bacon. It cost four day’s wages in Mass; 
Louisiana only gave “good time” credit for work, shortening 
your sentence.

At the bottom of the steps I heard the canvas rope gonging 
against the fl agpole, without a fl ag.

I remember that day clearer than I remember anything else 
in my life, including my fi rst day in, and the fi rst time I had 
sex.

I walked down Administration Road, then to the bus station 
alone.
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I sat in the lobby and read Cat Fancy and giggled softly to 
myself.

Even if I keeled over from a heart attack the next second, I 
didn’t die in there.

Whatever death came then was more than good enough.

°
Overall New Bedford’s a shithole. Dense strip malls, 

congested streets, no real reason to go there unless you’re from 
there. It’s sandwiched between Dartmouth and Fairhaven, 
across the river. Either is nicer.

Penance Rope is a sex club, famed/ notorious for gay S&M, 
particularly pegging. They’re the Ben & Jerry’s of dildos. If 
you like someone beating you, whipping you, and in particular 
doing it with plastic/ glass/ wax/ ice shaped like a penis –from 
Irish to Horse— Penance Rope is the place for you.

Also they supposedly play a lot of country music.
Not sure how those fi t together. Discuss.
I’d never been but I knew where it was. In the basement 

of a shiny stainless steel pseudo-50s diner. They use a 
system like the Fens in Boston. You get the menu and, with a 
handkerchief in your breast pocket, ask for any new specials. 
The handkerchief means submissive. I wouldn’t have tried 
dominant—big guys are less likely to request that, and I didn’t 
think I could do an impersonation of someone who’d have to 
pay for that opportunity.

Pride again.
I started the routine then realized I was hungry. I ordered 

waffl es even though it was late. The waitress looked surprised, 
but I wasn’t sure if it was because I ate fi rst, or if I didn’t look 
like the typical clientele. “Waffl es” was probably the sign for 
some freak stuff, like “shit on me, then make me vacuum the 
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carpet while parsing out pork futures.” I tripped something, 
anyway, because she went away and a short stocky Portuguese 
guy with a moustache came back.

It took a second to register. He’d been a screw at Walpole. 
He transferred out years before I was released.

Probably nothing to worry about, if he remembered me 
at all –screws on average had a GED and the IQ of my left 
nipple— and it would completely follow that someone from 
the Treatment Center would be there.

He might shake me down to get in, but that’d be it.
Probably.
Pray he wasn’t the 1% who’d actually report my parole 

violation.
All this in a millisecond. It seemed to take him 40 years to 

reach my booth.
For a second I thought about strangling the cunt and getting 

the hell out of there. Luring him into a bathroom, or being 
intentionally belligerent and forcing him to shake me down, 
playing him to take us to a secluded location, where, if I played 
submissive like I had with the waitress, he’d eventually let his 
guard down.

Punching him in the throat or elbowing him at the base 
of the skull when he looked away, or kicking his balls and 
sticking his carotid when he bent over.

No.
No, I won’t.
You can chase that dragon forever, but only you see it and 

only you chase it.
How long you wanna be alone.
Mature morality may be concern for others, but it starts as a 

fear of being alone, which begins with the realization that you 
aren’t interesting enough to be by yourself forever.



70 Beau Brady

“Sup? You need something?” The hack, up close now, 
bending over me in the stall.

I looked at my handkerchief. “Yeah.” I nervously pulled at 
my beard.

He looked at me again, just held the look. This version of a 
piercing stare probably worked most places he’d been.

I looked back, deliberately blank. Trying not to giggle or 
break his nose.

“You know the drill?”
“No.”
“You been down?” So he didn’t recognize me.
“Twenty-four years.”
He sat down. “Walpole? Shirley?”
“Yeah, then the Treatment Center.”
He smirked. He’d taken that as a confession and had just 

tilted, he thought, all the pseudo-moral weight in this exchange 
toward him. All the tension drained from him. He smelled like 
Brût and condescension.

“What for?”
“Women.”
“You’re submitting now?”
“Penance.”
“Hmm. You on parole?” He leaned back lazily and pulled 

out a leather ID. New Bedford Police on the badge.
Fuck me.
He stood to shake me down for a lot. A lot more than a C.O. 

would. The scene had fl oated from my original projections.
Float with it. In Walpole they said Prepare as much as 

possible, then prepare to fl oat when the sitch melts away. That 
was for robbery, but it works everywhere.

Scaffold something with this guy. See where he’s at. I was 
exposed and had to wait for a window here.
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Go.
Maintain eye contact/
Don’t appear threatened/
Stay spontaneous, open, composed/
Don’t touch fi ngers with lips after lying—
—and yes, you’d be amazed how often that happens if you 

don’t consciously lock it down. Often enough to make you 
believe in an inherent tendency for humans to want to undo 
their own bullshit.

Inspiring, when you’re not trying to lie.
Lying is half imagination, half physical discipline. The 

imagination part makes sense, but most people don’t really 
adhere to the second part. That’s what separates amateurs 
from pros. Ask Doyle Brunson or Mike Caro.

You can be born with a hell of an imagination, but locking 
down your nonverbal expressions is a task and nearly never 
comes naturally.

Certain environments can nurture the nascent liar: someone 
beating the shit out of you unless you know exactly what to 
tell them (rarely the truth) and exactly how to say it (without 
physically seeming as furious, frustrated and scared as you 
generally are), for example.

Trying to minister to a drunken, entitled, pansexual 
stepfather with no innate restraints against hitting, raping and 
torturing his non-biological children would make anyone such 
a good liar that by about eight years old, you yourself won’t 
be able to tell when you’re doing it: some of the guys I was in 
with had little to no idea what they’d done to deserve prison 
time.

To practice locking down nonverbal responses, remember 
your behaviors when you’re telling the truth— especially 
when you’re not being believed.
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Later re-enact the way you were acting then, but just 
substitute different words.

Seems easy.
But you’d have to consciously acknowledge that you 

will lie later, and most people avoid guilt for lying by never 
planning for it—that way they can exonerate themselves with 
the “it just happened” fallacy. Even when it happens hundreds 
of times a day.

There are two ways to get information: the fi rst is 
intimidation—threats or torture. The other, easier way is to 
draw it out by being nonthreatening. Seduce it out. Being 
physically large, like I am, hinders this, but with a light enough 
voice you can undo a lot of stature.

Put yourself in a position that invites their bragging—and 
then be someone who’ll listen to that.

More importantly, be someone who’ll believe it.
I was exposed. So go as passive and the beard and 200 lbs. 

would let me, and wait for the window.
Never volunteer facts. If you have to lie, don’t ever recant. 

Sheer tenacity in holding onto the lie, however unbelievable 
it is, will sway opinions more than you’d think. Dashiell 
Hammett once wrote that juries always believe Greeks on the 
stand because they stuck to their story, whatever it was.

So.
Go. Get the hack talking. Use what comes.
Humble. “Uh, no sir, I did my time. No parole.” Instant 

convict compliance, what he’d expect would come and what 
he was owed.

Not sure why I said no.
Follow the instinct, the unencoded thoughts.
“You got any ID on you so I can check that?”
“Uh, no sir. I don’t. I musta left it at home.” Trying to evoke 
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incompetence and ergo pity. I went there sterile, too; in case 
something happened to me I didn’t want an ID to limit who I 
could pose as. If ID was necessary to getting in, I could leave 
and try something else. I knew Stella lived in Taunton.

“You know that’s a violation right there, dontcha?” He was 
dropping his rs, the New Bedford accent growing. Good. He 
was relaxing into his dialect. People enunciate when they’re 
becoming angry. But they completely revert to their formative 
years’ accent when enraged.

Or conversely, when relaxing.
“What’s the name, son?”
“Pete.”
Ah.
That’s where I was going.
“Pete, huh? Wicked common name.”
He was right. I might’ve picked one more unique, he was 

already doubting me and I needed him to believe me purely on 
my story, since I had no fake ID to back it up.

I prepped to feed him one-punch Pete’s favorite memory. 
If the hack was trawling for a bribe, or was just lazy, he 
wouldn’t call the name in anyway and a good fl eshed-out story 
would assuage what little worry he’d have about skipping 
procedure—i.e., “that story was too involved, the guy didn’t 
look like he was lying at all, he’s who he said he was. This 
won’t bite me in the ass later. I can stop really scrutinizing 
him.”

And yeah, they’ll go through a thought process similar to 
this so fast they probably won’t even recognize it happened. 
All they’ll be aware of is the end of the thought, and a basic 
bodily sensation of relief that it comes with. The human brain, 
again, is an amazing machine. One that will make so many 
decisions without your consent.
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And anyway, Pete wouldn’t show up as being on parole if 
the hack called this in. Pete was dead.

Slather on deference: “Yes sir. It’s Peter Longage. The 
whole name.” Stutter. Blink a lot. It telegraphs hesitation and 
implies fear. This is where my size would help: this big guy 
being afraid of me, a fat cop? That’d make anyone feel better 
about themselves: about losing their hair, the sagging dick, 
hemorrhoids, the utter inability to empathize with women, the 
heavy, hazy gauze that emotional connections seem to them, 
et fucking cetera.

I didn’t mention the middle name was Redlion. I don’t look 
vaguely Indian.

The hack: “It’s true what they say about what happens at 
the Treatment Center?”

“What’s that, sir?”
“Everyone fucking everyone else all the time? People 

trading shit and bags of piss for canteen?”
“I wasn’t a part of it, but yessir, that’s happened.”
He smirked at my denial of involvement.
I wasn’t going to push him at all to let me in. He had to 

make sure that he was in charge, that I wasn’t a threat. Just 
wait it out.

The single greatest thing prison ever taught me.
“C’mon, let’s hear something good,” he poured himself 

into the seat opposite me.
“Uh… what’s that?”
He was relaxing still further into perceived superiority: 

Entertain me, peon.
“Gimme a perv war story. C’mon, something good.”
“Um….”
“Yeah…?”
“This… one time I was keeping the peek for this guy on 
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the block with me, and uh, the Native American Spiritual 
Circle was pissed at administration for screwing up our spring 
equinox celebrations.”

“You’re not Indian.”
This would work out better than I thought:
“No, I changed my name to refl ect my newfound faith in 

Earthly cycles of nature and the Creator’s guiding them”—
explaining the name discrepancy as well as giving him a target 
for his contempt: fucking white boy Indian wannabe.

Next step was Yes, Massa!
“So? Then what?” Waiting for the perv parts so he could 

vicariously get off on the sex. Like a lot of personnel inside. 
Like a lot of shrinks’ whole existences.

“So I fl ushed some fi reworks I’d made down the toilet 
and ruined the plumbing in all the B2 upper fl oor bunks. I’d 
jammed the door, they brought in a move team with cannon 
mace and everything, beat me down once they got in, fl ipped 
over the room, strip searched my ass cheeks and left me 
handcuffed afterwards just to fuck with me. When they took 
me out,” –the pace of the story getting faster to jibe with my 
presumably perv-inspired enthusiasm— “IPS luminoled the 
room, fast blue B test too, and everyone else told me later –I 
was in MPU for about two months— the room just glowed. 
That room’d been coated with dried blood and cum. Funny 
thing is, I’d only just moved in there the week before.”

IPS is inner perimeter security, the DOC’s internal affairs. 
MPU is segregation: the hole, solitary, seg.

He sniggered—too cool to laugh. The thoughts of limitless 
homosexual sex would give him jerk off fuel for weeks.

Then it bubbled right up, like it does.
I could suddenly hear Madeleine Peyroux’s Weary Blues. 

Oh sweet daddy please come home. Why were all men like 
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this horny, thoughtless swine in front of me.
Fear, to pain, to anger, to hate—
Why the fuck can’t he know something useful to me that 

he won’t give up, so I could justify my torturing him insane?
And, there… he was.
My enabler, practically sitting beside me.
Rage.
Shiny suit, scaly skin and diamond eyes, all self-

righteousness and purpose.
My Mengele. My Stalin. My Pinochet.
My fully-human demon on Earth. Jaws yawning with lazy 

unconstrained languor.
He didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to.
He knew I wouldn’t respond to pressure.
But that his mere presence would be like a row of new 

scalpels, or a syringe of strychnine, or a shiny S&W bulldog 
.44, its barrel implying the feel of skull exploding in front of 
it, the satisfying crack of bone shards.

Like no woman.
Like no bottle.
Unfettered fury.
Destruction without penalty.
Release.
I looked at windows, blacked with night.
I looked at the table in front of me, at the children’s menu, 

fl at, with smeared mustard on the tic tac toe board.
Times
Like these
There’s nothing to do
There’s no answer
But to look away.
Thomas F. Malone.
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You have a name. And are a human being. And don’t kill 
other human beings.

It bolstered my pride to know the hack in front of me had 
no idea of the debates raging in the head in front of him and 
his precarious position in them.

The hack: “Go on, down those steps. Fifty to get in.”
He slouched back in the booth, looking at me like I was 

something he’d scraped off his shoes. The waitress fl oated 
back over. “Did you… still want the waffl es?”

I glanced up at her.
“With blueberries. Please.”

°
The chance to eat.
The chance to stay in the hack’s face, tacitly ignoring his 

dismissal, without simultaneously scaring/alienating him by 
overtly intimidating him.

Too much to pass up.
I gloried in my pettiness.
I gloried in small victories.

°
When I was done I had that heavy sugary breath you 

get when eating refi ned sugars, like the maple syrup. The 
overdone sweetness was wonderful but reminded me of the 
food at chow.

Didn’t need to do that again for awhile.

°
The woman downstairs asked me what I needed. I said 

Stella.
She smirked. Apparently that was the currency in facial 
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expressions down there. I wondered if the smirk was a refl ex, 
the rictus of the desensitized, if Stella specialized in weird 
shit, or if it was just because of her probable age. It would 
have to be close to mine.

In mid-thought smirky woman came back and left me in a 
space about the size of a mall dressing room, with fake wood 
paneling like the side of a trailer, and a greasy sheen on the 
Plexiglas window in the side wall.

The lighting behind the window came up, slowly, around 
her.

She looked young to have had Augustine, but was still a 
hard 55. Spider veins under spray-on tan.

Cherry Poppin’ Daddies’ Brown Derby Jump played. I 
wondered if the irony was intentional.

Apparently Stella did anal. Once the light was fully up, she 
was bent over, ass smack on the glass. “You want that brown 
star? Huh, you wanna fuck that poop shoot…?”

It was almost exciting, until poop shoot.
You really have to suspend rational disbelief for most porn.
Generally the penis doesn’t have a problem with that, I 

guess.
Giggling: “I’m Tom Malone, I was inside with your son. 

He around?”
It’s hard to look dumbfounded bent over between your own 

legs, but she worked at it, and I’m happy to say she pulled it 
off.

I prompted: “Tom Augustine now, right?”
Total confusion on her face.
I got it a second later. Huh.
She stood up straight and looked at me. “Honey, you mean 

Stella Boisvert?”
“Yeah.” I rubbed my temple. “That’s not you I guess.”
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“Nope. Stella quit a few weeks ago.”
My door whipped open. A slender bald black guy, in a black 

t-shirt to show off his biceps –because the world thinks visible 
biceps mean strong— “Stella, you alright?” Looking from her 
to me, he probably looked young and vital to customers, but 
his hands were tremoring slightly from what was apparently 
an unfamiliar adrenaline dump in his blood, and he was way 
too confused at what was really a simple situation.

I felt pity for the responsibilities of young men.
I sat back, fake yawning to telegraph bored/ no threat. 

Used the lingo he’d know from television: “I was inside with 
her son, well I thought it was her son, and I was just looking 
to see him.”

He looked me up and down, seemed to relax and tense at 
the same time. “You just get out?” With the implicit question 
if you didn’t, why you looking for him?

“Yeah. Just wanna see how he’s making out.”
He gestured at the other Stella. “Up to her, just do it on 

your time.”
“He’s looking for Stella Boisvert, Arturo, not me. Wrong 

Stella.”
I relished in that microsecond seeing exactly how many 

ages it would take Arturo to process this juxtaposition of 
circumstances.

“Uh huh. I’ll be outside.” Giving myself more time to 
process that shit, he was thinking. Nobody’s in danger, I’m 
out.

“You know where Stella lives, Stella?”
She bent back, stretching her hips, naked. “Naw. Try the 

phone book.”

°
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Bobby’s mom was right. Stella Boisvert lived on the edge 
of Taunton. I Googled her. After getting out, anything new I 
can use, like Google, I used because it was part of my new 
life, however shitty it might be.

No phone books for me, ever again.

°
The fi rst time I saw her, later, she was crouched over on 

her back porch, sitting Indian-style in a pink t-shirt and baggy 
jeans, with a glass milk bottle between her thighs, wrestling 
with the red cap, graying blond hair in her eyes.

°
I didn’t want to go any more bars or cafés and I didn’t want 

to go home. I drove over to Stella’s address in Taunton and 
waited. It was 4:45am.

The dead of morning. What glory.
It lives in its potential. It doesn’t accept what came before, 

it doesn’t care about what came before, it’s not the small hours 
of night just before it: it’s emerging light, the cool air in Fall, 
like now, stupid uncalled-for hope, newness, the chance that 
someone else than what you expect might happen today.

It’s the fi rst facts when you wake up:
the infant’s palmar-grasping love—
—seeing everything, that lightning instant, like Guidos see 

every woman at last call.
What Is THIS?
Vas ist das?
Que es?
Quoi?
Then you remember, comically quickly. Ah.
That bane of wonder and moist-eyed awe. Memory.
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All That Which Happened Before.
The waters of the Lethe River, in the Greek underworld, 

were revered like Ambrosia by the Gods. Ambrosia nourished. 
The Lethe painlessly cleared memory.

It’s only in the full-on, malignant morning, with its gridlock, 
its crowded streets and its benefi t of full sunlight –and its 
harrowing gaze— that you can see, and, more importantly 
interpret, the looks, the walks, the postures, the vocal tones: 
i.e., the overall bearings of the people with whom you share 
the world.

That searing, quick semiconscious culling of minutiae 
hyperfocused on the people scurrying around you. People 
searching, moving, seeking, lusting.

The hardest part my recovery. More than modesty.
Realizing that in giving up your lusts you are unarming 

yourself.
That every way you think will have to change.
That you will have to decide to what.
That’s why there are no true mindreaders in the world long. 

They kill themselves young. Sheer overload. Dealing with 
your own thoughts is enough of a gate to insanity for most 
people.

All I have is a slight gift for perception, honed by greed 
and an aging psychopathy that lets me assess things before 
judging myself or them. And I still count reasons not to kill 
myself.

°
She came out just after 6am, wrestling with the milk bottle. 

She wouldn’t have thought anyone was watching her, but it 
was her hair in her eyes, her chewing on her lip I remember. 
Her utter disregard of scrutiny. A child’s obliviousness in a woman.
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I wanted that. To be a part of someone like that.
Is that love or envy.
It embarrassed me to approach her, so early.
To downplay the scare value of me being there, I scratched 

the gravel by the driveway to announce my presence, then 
called to her from a safe distance, my hands together in front 
of me. Placating.

“Excuse me. Ma’am?”
She looked up and over at me, surprisingly not startled. She 

still held the milk bottle. “Hmm?”
“Is this Stella Boisvert’s house?”
She smiled, hi-watt for the circumstances and the hour. “It 

is.”
She was the right age. “Are you Stella?”
“Mmm-hum.”
I was missing something, but she was still smiling.
“My name is Tom Malone. I was in the Treatment Center 

with your son Tommy. I just got out, and I heard about what 
happened to him. I’m sorry. I was trying to get in touch with 
some guys I knew inside, like Bobby Reigert.”

I was telling her the truth about some things. After 30 
seconds of acquaintance. I didn’t even change Starbucks 
Bobby’s last name.

“Mr. Malone, I’d be happy to talk more about this with 
you, but I’ve gotta leave to get to work. I’m already late. The 
bus’ll be here in a minute.”

Please fuck off and maybe I can avoid you better next time. 
I couldn’t tell if she just didn’t want to talk to me because it 
was inconvenient, or if she was hiding something.

I actually felt bad for saying it.
“I could give you a ride to work…?”
“You could open this fucking milk bottle, fi rst,” she said, 
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and smiled genuinely. All the right facial muscles rose. No 
common tells.

Fucking poker.
She handed me the bottle as she held open the screen door 

at the rear of the house. On the linoleum fl oor there was an 
empty metal colander, a couple of strands of spaghetti around 
the rim. A kitten sitting in it, batting at the noodles.

“That’s Harry,” she said.
“Harry?”
“Connick, Jr.”
“His namesake?”
She opened a drawer by the oven, pulling a strand of hair 

behind her ear. “And his whole name.”
I popped the lid off the milk. “You let him play in the 

spaghetti?”
“Only the colander.”
I laughed. “Remarkably unhygienic.”
“Oh yeah.”
She bent over, looking for something under the oven. She 

was surprisingly unafraid to be in the room with me.
She stood up, pulling a tote bag over her shoulder. “Ready.” 

She said over her shoulder, “Bye, Harry.”
Bat, bat, bat.

°
Jones’ Coffee Bar and Hangout.
The name, carved in a wooden sign above the door, of the 

place where we pulled up.
She walked up and turned the lock. The opening door 

wafted fresh sweet coffee and tea leaves.
“How long you worked here?”
“About nine years. I own it.”
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“Nice,” I said. “Why Jones?”
“It had a better ring than Boisvert. Actually, I bought it 

from Jones and just kept the name.” She walked behind the 
counter and pulled on a white apron with light brown dusting 
on it. I walked toward one of the stools by the cash register, 
then thought better of it: “Can I do something to help?”

And explain why I was still there.
She was pulling her hair up in a ponytail, and, even with 

the lines on her face and arms, looked thin and strong. Part 
of me thought how vital and striking she looked. Part of me 
knew that I was much stronger and could hold her down.

Once the systems are enabled, only death shuts them down. 
You don’t have to care what they say. This young shrink inside 
with a southern accent –we couldn’t actually ask them where 
they were from, boundary violations and all— told me that. 
He knew what he was talking about. He was a sarcastic brat.

She snapped the scrunchy around her hair. “What do you 
know how to do?”

“I can prepare espresso. In terms of technical coffee skills, 
that’s the ceiling. But I can always clean stuff.”

“You do that ‘inside’?” She practically used air quotes. You 
and your quaint terms. A distance surprising in the mother of 
a civilly-committed inmate and resident.

“No. Worked in the staff canteen.”
“You’re a cook?”
“Suppose so, yeah.”
“Well, I don’t cook anything but coffee, but you can pack 

the espresso machine. Just don’t turn it on.”
“It’s not too early to pack it?”
“No, I’ll open in a minute. There’s always someone who 

orders it, this early.”
“A lot of people order it?”
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“To mix into something else, yeah. But some people order 
it by itself,” she was wiping down the spigots on one of the 
cappuccino machines. “You can always tell those.”

I was smiling. “How do you tell those?”
“Anyone who drinks espresso neat reeks of either pretension 

or single-mindedness.”
“I always drink it plain.”
“Which are you?”
“Both.”
She laughed. What a sound.
A chortle she didn’t cover hastily with a hand.
I hadn’t heard someone laugh so unguardedly in 30 years. 

You forget there are spontaneous gestures.
She seemed so beautiful.
She seemed so far away.

°
A couple of hours later, after the morning rush.
She was wiping up glass shelves behind the bar; I was 

sitting on a wooden stool by the “foreign café” CDs, looking 
at Parisian Moods. Our fi ngertips were brown and smelled 
really good. Mine did, anyway.

She fi nished and sat down opposite me. “You do good 
work.”

“I like to work. Part of my problem. I like to do something 
for doing something’s sake.”

“Good work ethic.”
“Good protestant work ethic. I’ve been learning to do 

nothing better. To better do nothing, I mean.”
“Still learning? At your age?”
“You’re no spring chicken.”
She smiled fi rst. “Fuck you, Thomas.”
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My instinctive response was But we hardly know each 
other, to tacitly broach the subject of sex. It seemed ugly and 
wrong.

My smile went sad. I wondered if she registered that. She 
spoke again.

“You know I’m not Stella, right?”
I looked at her. “Yeah.”
“You’re not mad?”
“No. I’m not sure why, but no.”
“I’m subletting her apartment, illegally I mean, and I 

thought you were from the landlord.”
“I said why I was there.”
“Yeah, I know, it didn’t really make sense, I just freaked 

out, and when you came with me, I had to stick with the story.”
“Sound procedure.”
“Thanks.” She’d folded her arms around herself. “I was 

hoping that if I said I had to leave you’d take the hint. I was 
afraid to tell you no when you offered the ride.”

“Sorry. I was trying to stick with you, but only to talk to 
Stella, whether that was you or not.”

“She moved. That’s why I’m subletting her place, until the 
lease expires. She quit working in New Bedford, or she was 
fi red, she was never clear on that—”

“Pangs of conscience, maybe.”
“You know what she did then.”
“Uh huh. Did she leave a number or address where she 

could be reached?”
“No. She moved back up to Canada to manage some place 

she used to work up there.”
Shit. “Penitant?”
“That’s it. Long haul.”
I sighed. “Yeah. Six, seven hours. I’ll have to bring a book 
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on CD.”
“You’re going? You wanna talk to her that much?”
“I need to fi nd out what happened with her son.”
“What’s so important about him?”
To lessen your weight
is to increase hers.
I sighed.
“It’s a long story.”
She baby-smiled. “S’okay. Sure.”
You don’t have to tell me.
She pulled some hair out of her face. “I’m Annie. By the 

way.”
I just wanted to touch her. Smiling with her tired eyes, the 

brown fl uff over her lips, the stretch marks over her biceps, 
her utter splendor.

I made myself get away from her.
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Five
Delve

The primal causes of aggression lie deep within the recesses 
of the ancient reptilian and limbic brains. From these deep 
recesses emanate the primal motive forces which provide the 
impetus and energy for aggressive behavior... This suggests 
that much of human aggression is built into our nervous 
systems through eons of evolution. Therefore, there is no such 
thing as human aggression, only aggression performed by 
human phenotypes.

—Kent Bailey, Human Paleopsychology, 1987, p. 384.

Nowhere are you as safe, and full of potential, as at 80 mph 
on an interstate. You’re on your way.

It’s only going home that sinks the heart.
I’d gone home and changed, put some things in a black 

duffl e, and stopped by the public library when it opened. I got 
some books on CD.

It was still early, about 10. The day’s potential ahead of 
me, still.

I started from Mass highway 24. Montreal should take 
about fi ve, six hours.

I put in a novel called Faust I had initially taken for a sci-
fi  crime thing that quickly devolved into a grotesque satire. 
Kevin Bacon read it. He did accents better than I would’ve 
thought.

Passing from Massachusetts into New Hampshire, you 
don’t need a signpost to tell you you’ve left the state: the cars 
slow down quickly enough to make you paranoid of a speed 
trap only the locals know. It takes a second to click: this is 
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New Hampshire.
It should be refreshing, the lackadaisical driving, but being 

used to the fast always-on-your-ass Masshole driving style, 
it’s infuriating.

Ultimately you adjust to all but the most elderly strollers. 
It’s pleasant in a way, the tidal sand of New Bedford rising to 
hills in southern New Hampshire, swelling to mountains as 
you go north. The air clears. The cities get smaller. They get 
further and further apart.

I stopped at a convenience store just over the border. Prices 
had dropped and there was no sales tax. I bought some Met-rx 
bars, which are strangely always in convenience stores.

Five miles north, I stopped at a state liquor store and bought 
some 10-year cask strength Laphroaig. For some reason, 
every liquor store in Mass sells the 15-year and not the cask 
strength, while the NH state liquor stores sell only that. Score 
one for New Hampshire.

Many laud the smoothness and fruity mellow undertones 
of the 15-year.

Spineless life tourists.
The cask strength, sipped in tiny, tiny amounts, straight 

(despite what the label tells you), is pure sea-salt, medicine, 
peat smoke and fi re. Scalding ocean in a bottle. It’s absolutely 
the only liquor I drink purely for the taste and not the effect. 
The gasp-inducing burn is just a fringe benefi t. Go on, make a 
non-alcoholic cask strength Laphroaig. I’m all over it.

I got the bottle to console myself when I didn’t fi nd Stella, 
or I did fi nd her and she didn’t know shit about her son.

I was preparing for the worst and trying not to expect it.
This all seemed like a dead end I was too guilty to drop. An 

excuse to drive.
Scotch was probably also a reaction against what we drank 
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inside—homebrew, strained from ketchup we stole from chow, 
or made from apples or oranges (which, the last few years I 
was inside, were rarer and rarer—both too expensive to buy 
for our meals, and too likely to be fermenting in someone’s 
cell in a plastic milk carton). Some guys called it snakebite.

One used to sieve Sterno for the alcohol. He’d stumble 
around after, spitting out the little bits of wax that made it 
through the screen. He’d babble about his nine in. He’d babble 
about being a “two digit midget.” He had less than 100 days 
left of his bid. He had been in the military and Loved The 
Euphemism like all career military.

The nine in was his Section Nine hearing, which was how 
someone civilly-committed gets released. Massachusetts 
General Laws, 123a, subsection nine.

I had problems getting released for years—once I actually 
tried to get out. First in, I told myself I wasn’t ready and just 
focused on treatment. I was there ten years before I thought 
I was ready to leave. It took another twenty for it to happen.

Honesty was my only excuse.
I confessed to everything, on- or off-record, every woman 

I’d ever raped or beaten, every man I swindled and beaten.
I should’ve kept my mouth shut and dealt with it on my 

own terms.
I admitted forcing women to shave their legs. I admitted 

to keeping pictures of woman’s asses with whom I’d slept. I 
admitted sleeping only with married women. That way I had a 
hold over them –their infi delity— and I knew I could talk with 
them honestly. They couldn’t rat out details of their affair.

I told the CAB shrinks about my geographic cures: when a 
woman did rat me out (which happened from time to time), or 
the police got wind of me, I just moved.

In the early 70s I had a $120,000 house and a Lincoln 
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Continental. I invited my white trash family up to see it— I 
personally invited everyone to see how well I’d done. I wanted 
to shower everyone with gifts. I wanted to buy their respect.

Not one person showed up. I moved the next month. I left 
everything.

Why would I reveal all this if I wasn’t trying to recover?
The CAB shrinks, every three years (about how often your 

turn to fi le a section nine comes around on the docket) said 
that I was too good a con artist to be trusted: my revelations 
were devices to make my investment in recovery seem real.

You, literally, cannot argue with that stance. An angry 
rebuttal is evidence of my continued deviance. Acquiescence 
is evidence of my continued attempts to sway favor through 
pity.

Half of that teleology was true:
I was a monster.
But I wasn’t lying.

°
I got out through legal maneuvering and a judge’s pity.
I was nearly sixty and looked older. Like death. I’ve lost 

weight since then, and now look about my real age.
I had two noted psychologists, whose testimony the Suffolk 

county DA had previously gotten excluded, claim vehemently 
I was different, in the fundamental clinical sense.

My lawyer leveraged the fact that all of the annual reports 
written about me were nearly identical to each other: the norm 
for the CAB shrinks was to make the dates current and cut 
and paste everything else. My lawyer had an IT guy she knew 
feed the reports into a computer and compare them word for 
word. They were 96.7% identical. My lawyer used this to 
claim my case had not diligently been reviewed once since I 
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was in prison.
I also had no D-reports for the last 12 years inside. D-reports 

were discipline reports, evidence fi led that I’d broken some 
rule.

I’d had more code 99s (calls for emergency medical attention) 
than personal visits and was swimming in prescriptions, 
particularly heart meds: Zocor/ Digoxin, nitroglycerin, 
Isosorbide Mononitrate. Atenolol for hemorrhoids.

My lawyer also got an attempted murder beef chopped 
down to indecent assault. The trickier part was the multiple 
counts of sexual battery in Louisiana.

I volunteered to go out on a bracelet or bail.
The DA fought it, and managed to keep me inside for another 

year pending appeals. She even made me wait the mandatory 
ten days while the Commonwealth decided whether to fi le a 
fi nal appeal.

I always wondered what had happened to her to make her 
so committed to her job. And if he was inside too.

°
The coup de grâce was unstated court sympathy: a severely 

myopic (and so looking smart) psychiatrist testifi ed that I 
had suffered a head wound in childhood, and the resultant 
psychotic traumas blurred my appreciation of my actions. The 
“doubles” again. The DA cut down much of the testimony 
based on my Wechsler verbal intelligence scores, but some 
doubt lingered.

And that judge may have had a JD, a PhD, and a pilot’s 
license for all I know, but I know people. They like to simplify 
things into single, summed-up thoughts. And if I’ve ever 
sold a car in my life, read the Man, the pussy I’ll get in this 
Corvette look on someone’s face, then that judge looked at 
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me and thought “beaten down, pseudo-slick, brain-damaged 
old man.”

And let me out.

°
About 1pm I hit Manchester and mid-day traffi c. 

Manchester’s downtown is all converted mills that look 
expensive now.

Part of you, that enthusiastic part that’s been in the Taurus 
for awhile and needs to stretch, wants out to see the city. 
Thinking that it compares favorably with the blue sky and the 
fall.

Fall is exciting because it’s the season of entropy. Fall is 
exciting because it’s the last, downhill slide before the coming 
death. Fall is the last hurrah of the senior citizen who doesn’t 
have to go to work or raise any more kids. Just wait for the 
end.

But you know in your bones Manchester, the Queen city, 
isn’t special. You just keep driving.

As did I.
As I left the city there was a billboard for “Missy, from 

Watertown” for some online dating thing. She looked like 
Annie.

I hit Concord about 30 minutes later. I kept driving.

°
Inside we used to exploit the use of “legal” mail—mail 

stamped this way couldn’t be viewed by the DOC. We would 
have things we didn’t want anyone to see sent through a lawyer 
(love letters from girlfriends/ boyfriends, or porn, or letters 
from other pedophiles, even a mailing list of pedophiles you 
could write to, including movies you could try to buy –when 
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we could do that— that included scenes of children. Children 
of a Lesser God was supposedly a fan fave). This way they got 
the “legal” stamp.

If that was impossible, we just bookended the incriminating 
material with mind-numbing shit like legal or academic 
passages. No CO is ever gonna read, much less understand, 
that shit to save his or her life. Even knowing we might do 
that, they don’t continue reading a page or two into the dry 
stuff.

The DOC also took every opportunity to price gouge—we 
were after all a captive audience. A new TV cost us $249 and 
a black and white (when you couldn’t even fi nd a black and 
white on the outside to save your life—witness therapists agog 
at the notion) cost $129. Remember, too, that no one made 
more than $4 (and this was only in the coveted jobs) a day.

The worst of the petty torments, however, was smoking 
being discontinued: everyone hoarded tobacco and smoked 
it using rolled up toilet paper; once the Tac team came in 
stormtrooper, like they do, and all you could hear was fl ushing 
all over the unit. Turned out they were lining people up to take 
DNA samples.

I cried.
The next time I went up to MPU, I fl ooded out the cell just 

for that shit.

°
The greed I mentioned earlier was sharpest when I sold 

cars: I was unintentionally involved in a constant feedback 
loop about what convinced people and what didn’t (though 
only monetarily—there was no feedback about customer’s 
emotional states, only that they bought/ did not buy the car). 
The poker I played, after hours at work and then inside, 
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solidifi ed this.
Thus: a very reliable sociopathic empathy—I knew what 

customers or other players were feeling, but all I got from it 
was how to use it to my advantage.

Lots of people, torturers included, have empathy. What’s 
usually lacking is an accompanying sympathy.

Which makes all the difference.

°
Unless you’re a native of one or the other and have some 

personal stake in maintaining its identity, Vermont and New 
Hampshire are pretty much the same state. Especially north, 
where I entered it, off interstate 89.

Just north of Montpelier, I stopped in an overnight truck 
stop with a log-cabin type diner in front. Gorillaz’ Feel Good, 
Inc. was on the stereo. I ordered tea from a skinny white guy 
with penciled-in facial hair over his lip. The molestache. A 
classic.

No one seemed to mind I wasn’t a trucker. Maybe they 
only did if you tried to use the showers or the whores that 
came with them.

Diners gave me a reason to talk to people, especially 
women. You have to eat, after all. And I’m shit without a 
reason.

I need the mission. I never got small talk.
There’s that image again, my head impaled on a shiny 

bright steel spike, my skull caved in around the pole, red 
rivulets streaming down the corrugated sides of the spike, 
which somehow stayed gleaming. It always seemed designed 
to kill, and especially artfully.

That image brings me such peace. I use it a lot to get to 
sleep. The extinguishing of myself and my responsibilities to act.
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What bliss, oblivion.
The only reason I never killed myself was an infuriating 

confi dence that death was not the end.
I left deep tracks. My crimes would linger.

°
The tea came back with pencil-thin mustache guy. The 

nametag said Poul.
I took the white cup and saucer. I tried to make it obvious 

that I knew I didn’t in fact know him because I could read 
his name tag, but I was making an effort: sorry you make less 
than minimum wage and have to depend on the kindness of 
truckers and road scum to live. “Thanks Poul.”

“Oh, Poul’s not my name.”
“Oh yeah? Why you wear the tag?”
“Regulations.”
“Ah.”
“Yeah, ah. I lost mine. You have to wear one. I’m Chuck. 

Chuck Billy.” I shook
his hand. Weak handshake with greasy skin.
“Tom Malone.”
“Alright, Tom. You a trucker?”
“Nope. Ex-con. Rapist. I just got a fi lm of my step-sister 

being butchered and I’m trying to fi nd out if it’s real, and if it 
is, I need to fi nd who did it to kill them. You know, my karma 
coming full-circle. Very poetic as all hell.”

“Huh.” He wiped down the counter. “Be careful of the 
people you meet on the way. Their needs, I mean. How you 
can help them. They’re the reason your trip exists, not your 
sister.”

“You a Christian?”
“Atheist.”
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To this day I don’t know if he was ever being facetious. 
Wryness kudos, Chuck.

“I’ve gotta go turn the bacon,” he said.
“Been there.” I smiled.
“If you want another tea in the next few minutes, we’re 

a little short-staffed and all, just come back here and put the 
kettle back on. Chang Lu catches you I’ll deny I let you. The 
stove’s right here.” He pointed.

“Thanks.”
“No problem at all.” He walked back and away.
Eventually I did want another. But part of that desire was 

just to relive being so
quickly accepted by someone that I was allowed back 

behind the counter. Cooks are territorial. I was almost touched 
by Poul/Chuck’s gesture, even if it was just expediency. I put 
on the kettle.

A few minutes later it started to steam. The steam looked 
like spiders with gossamer legs.

No, wait: it was a spider, wet with dew from the steam. I 
picked it up and moved it to the corner of the wall, where he’d 
be invisible to someone else, who’d probably kill it.

I drank the tea and left a big tip. Chuck never came back.

°
A couple of hours later I hit the Canadian border.
I was counting on my lack of luggage and a story of just 

wanting to visit Montreal for a day or two to suffi ce without 
necessitating a time-consuming background check. As a last 
resort I could tell the truth and see how much I was punished 
for it. I fi gured level three sex offenders probably weren’t 
welcome up here. Or outside their state of residence.

There were no other cars in the line. One guard.
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He leaned his head out of a gray booth and took my 
passport. Looked at it, looked at me. Held my gaze to pretend 
to study my face. Handed pack the blue book.

“Purpose of visit?”
I did clueless American tourist: “Vacation. Er… I mean, 

holiday.”
“Length of visit?”
“Two days. That’s all the Days Inn would let me stay,” I 

smiled.
“Yeah, busy time of year in Montreal, with the jazz.”
Bored bureaucratic slogging. I stayed patient, like I was 

ready to be at the review of the Canadian Government all day 
if necessary, as a matter of course. A phone rang in the booth.

“Hang on.” He turned around and started talking.
He could only have been talking to a wife.
That unique mixture of resigned acceptance and swimming 

rage in his posture and voice.
After about fi ve minutes, he remembered I was there and 

absentmindedly waved me through. Go on, go on.
I started the remaining hour or so to Montreal. The 

mountains had fl attened, yet you still had the impression 
of being at a very high altitude from the long slog up the 
mountain: Kansas in the clouds.

°
I should’ve been glad to pass without event, and was. But 

the image had still popped up.
My face was a diamond stained-glass window, and from 

behind it, a leather-skinned hand, black talons tapping the 
thick glass:

tink
tink
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That high-pitched cat whine from way back: the human 
zookeeper howling with overwork dementia.

The comprehension that people are capable of animal 
and beyond-level cruelties, that your father, or brother, or 
in particularly insightful cases, you could rapidly jack into 
your neural chassis, your ancient brain parts, and kill a man, 
somehow instantly knowing exactly how to cripple or kill, 
is— beyond any other word— stunning.

The samurai, for instance, used to test newly-forged swords 
on peasants.

Think about that.
That these men, arguably from the most culturally-advanced 

nation in the world at that point, would walk village to village, 
and on a whim, dismember someone else to show their power.

No, scratch that—they weren’t even testing something as 
abstract as power, they were simply product-testing: Does this 
blade adequately sever an artery? Let’s fi nd out!

That the people around you are only a few generations 
from a cognizant animal so thoroughly emotionally-insulated 
(read: stunted) from their inherent connection to others that 
they can, and often do, reduce each other to steaming viscera.

An awareness of this strain of cruelty is like walking into 
your wife’s room seconds after her lover’s left; you’re aware 
only on a cellular level of a faint tang of sweat, semen and 
pussy.

All you’re left with is a basic sense of sick unease at 
something. Something that just left.

And only for now.

°
Lamentation of cruelty might seem unlikely coming from 

someone like me.
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It’s worse from here.
Not only do I have no base of pseudo-righteousness from 

which to condemn violence (which wouldn’t make me any 
righter, but would make me –like many others— feel better 
about violence I couldn’t control), but I know exactly how 
many people are walking around with exactly the same sort of 
appetites I have, and with no appreciation whatsoever of their 
ravenous and patient nature.

Monkeys, with machine guns.
My punishment for tasting forbidden fruit, my karma 

coming full circle (bladed boomerang-style), however you 
wanna look at it— justice has been and is being done to me.

I got away with nothing.

°
I love Canadian names: so pretentious (and intelligent-

sounding) compared to American roadways. I took Provincial 
Secondary Route 133 North to Autoroute 35 North to 
Autoroute 10 Oest.

I had booked no hotel. I always liked the prospect of having 
to fi nd a room without having booked one ahead of time. Like 
mission time again, however trivial and contrived.

As I drove around what looked like downtown, before I 
even found a hotel, I noticed a sign: C---- de Combats Ultimes. 
The fi rst word had smeared with age but I knew the French 
for “Ultimate Fighting.” Credit my years in Louisiana with 
something.

A boxing gym sounded like the male version of a massage.
It was small, bare concrete-fl oored and essentially a dive.
Ideal.
Just looking around confi rmed my biases: quality 

equipment, fairly new focus mitts, heavy and speed bags, 
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mannequin bags for targeting, a ring, even free weights in the 
corner.

No martial arts gym or dojo brings in that much money. 
They usually barely break even. Some try to expand by 
charging you for mandatory belt tests or getting you to 
sign up for multiple classes (often styles that the instructor 
is technically qualifi ed to teach, but has only a few months 
experience with). The sparse room here reassured me. When 
overhead for real estate is obviously not a priority, the money 
remaining gets used for equipment. Your members don’t care 
what the place looks like, it’s not a meat market where singles 
go: they just need the right shit to train.

As a mixed martial arts gym, it would almost certainly teach 
western boxing, Thai boxing or something similar, and some 
form of ground fi ghting, like Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu or submission 
wrestling. All simple, effective forms of defense.

I didn’t care about being able to complete (which is what 
mixed martial arts are all about): with these sorts of gyms it’s 
easy to train solo.

The average dojo/ dojang/ kwoon/ whatever is set up on 
a traditional master-student relationship and so only has 
equipment (if any) you can use with a partner during scheduled 
classes—which they assume, generally, you’ll do three to fi ve 
times a week.

A MMA gym assumes its members will train nearly every 
day, and sets up their equipment to enable the inevitable 
solo training. Hence the free weights and all the bags. Even 
though you could pretty much always fi nd a training partner, 
you don’t have to: the free-standing bags mean that you can 
actually work out effectively (and with a realistic self-defense 
angle) alone.

Just about everything here allowed me to beat the living 



102 Beau Brady

shit out of something harmlessly, without someone seeing my 
face while I’m doing it.

And me seeing them register my rage.
Wonderful.
I can’t usually stand to work out with others. At least not 

until the end of the training, when I need a working human 
nervous system to test some self-defense drills: how does a 
human body actually react to it? You can assume all you want, 
but you need a breathing person to really test it.

This is where I differ from many others who study martial 
arts, especially those arts that favor joint manipulation (wrist 
locks, neck cranks, etc) over striking. Judo versus Karate, 
essentially. They allege that the benefi ts, combat-wise, of a 
joint-manipulation style like Judo or Brazilian Jiujitsu is 
that, simply put, it can’t be trained without a partner, and that 
necessary partner will give you constant feedback on what 
works and doesn’t.

Which is true. With a joint-manipulation art, you’re 
constantly training with a living, feeling nervous system 
who’ll tell you if you’re doing something right. You can’t do 
that with a heavy bag.

However.
You can never use any of your tricks to full effect, either: 

it is infi nitely easier to get hurt using a style like Judo, where 
a novice can quickly pick up the rudiments of a basic muwash 
wrist lock.

What they don’t get quickly (they’re usually kids with all 
the crude enthusiasm that entails) is how to do the lock just 
enough for the two of you to register that, in fact, the lock 
works.

They just crank the son of a bitch: wham, the patient black 
belt is instantly crippled.
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The difference I’m talking about is not simply the overall 
abstract effectiveness of the art—i.e., “what’s the best thing 
to use when a gang of thugs jumps you?” I’m talking more 
about the realistic problems of training, week after week, in a 
specifi c style.

I’ve had ribs, my nose, my jaw all broken by training in 
striking arts like karate or muay Thai. But I was crippled by 
working with a novice in Judo: I had to have surgery –not a 
cast— to heal.

Ribs will heal relatively quickly; a spiral wrist fracture 
won’t. If at all.

And in striking styles you can use a heavy bag or a 
mannequin bag (shaped like a man to sharpen targeting skills) 
on which you can use absolutely every ounce of force you 
can muster: a BOB bag will not go down as easily as will a 
real man. It’s the martial art version of swinging a bat with 
doughnuts on it.

And there’s no rookie white belt you have to work with.
Yeah, teaching has its advantages in its reiteration of 

material (and teaching patience). But not if you’re trying to 
sharpen your ability to defend yourself and work out demons 
at the same time.

The last advantage to striking-style training is unique to the 
sexually abused: you never have to touch and smell someone 
grabbing you. You never have to light up a thousand abuse 
memories.

°
After the workout I felt bold.
Before even fi nding a hotel I used a phonebook behind 

Michèle’s desk –he was also a bouncer at a club called 
Miscatonique and he showed me a couple of ways to disguise 
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kicks to the head. One of which involved putting both your 
hands up in a “whoa there big fella” gesture, making your 
leaning back to hide your weight shift look like surrender. 
I could barely understand his Quebecois English. But he 
gestured a lot.

I looked up Boisvert, Stella: about 60 entries. If she’d 
wanted to disappear into the only place with more French 
names than southeast Mass she’d done it. I doubted she would 
ever register in Canada anyway. And yeah, I know I said I’d 
never use phone books again. Then I tried Penitant. Credit the 
French Canadian lack of Puritanism: there was a huge ad in 
the center of the page.

I caught un taxi.

°
No bouncers to analyze, no doormen to bribe, no off-duty 

cops to disguise myself from. I paid and walked in.
French may be the language of love, but it’s not the 

language of sex.
At least not of porn.
Watching a white woman with huge tits, black guy 

masturbating himself between them, her saying “Allez-y, 
allez-y, C’est bon, oh, c’est bon, allez-y maintenant…” just 
made me giggle at the semantics instead of its intended effect. 
She’s literally saying “go there, go there” and I kept expecting 
him to shit on her. Maybe then she’d whack him on the nose 
with a newspaper.

Somewhere down the hall, probably.
In any sex service it’s usually easy to spot the provider. 

The one who’s paying for it is usually obviously involved in 
the process, whether they’re concentrating because they’re 65 
and their heart is pounding from the Viagra, because they’re 
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having such a good time, they’re scared and they love it, or 
whatever.

With these two, the black guy and the white chick, it was 
obvious they were both actors and were there to be watched, 
masturbate over and/or prepare the mood for the rest of your 
evening. Ahem.

Both were professional, profi cient, and not at all nervous— 
as refl ected by their steady motor skills.

It’s the little things you notice. Once you’re thoroughly 
desensitized.

I had been allowed in the “fi rst room” (première chambre) 
while I waited for Stella. At least, I think I was waiting for 
her: I didn’t understand the guy I was talking to that well, 
his accent was thick and with Modjo blaring from speakers 
behind him, he could’ve said pretty much anything. I know I 
asked for the manager.

I heard Slayer’s War Ensemble muffl ed from a room in the 
distance. S&M I guess.

I walked down the hall, which went sharply downhill. The 
walls gradually lost sophistication: crystal lamps became 
imitation gaslights, became red fl ashing lights, and as the walls 
went to bare stone, became strobes and then –nice touch— 
became actual burning torches. The Slayer was getting louder, 
the air noticeably colder.

They really went all out here.
The sixth or seventh room was playing what I’m pretty 

sure was Weird Al Yankovic’s “Mr. Popeil.”
To this day, in quiet moments, I wonder what possibly 

could have been happening in there.
I stopped at what by my reckoning was the ninth room, the 

neuvième chambre, or whatever. It also seemed to be the last one.
I pushed the actually-stone door –it ground open like stone 
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tablets rubbing together— and stood in the foyer.
A man was standing there, looking forlorn, balding, gray. 

He wore an old plaid dinner jacket that thirty years ago had 
been expensive. But he was still wearing it, which meant he 
didn’t have a newer one.

He’d dressed up.
He was holding fl owers. Just watching. And I’m pretty 

sure just waiting. For someone. He couldn’t’ve looked less 
aroused.

He still hadn’t looked at me, or even seemed to notice I 
was there.

I looked at what he looked at.

°
A huge oversize gray wraparound couch that seemed to 

take up the whole room, with no other furniture in it. An Asian 
man about forty, presumably the client, sitting in the middle 
of the couch.

He had thick jet black hair cut short, and a goatee. He wore 
an expensive black suit, shiny black wingtips, and a blindingly 
white, razor-creased shirt with no tie.

He, too, had dressed up for his night out.
His nails were very long.
Around him were six women dressed in white gowns. 

With angel wings. One had gotten the man’s dick out and was 
pumping it.

It was twelve inches if it was two. I didn’t think they came 
that big in Asian.

The women moved around him slowly, seemingly 
fascinated. They were playing their roles convincingly, they—

Ah.
The man wasn’t the customer here.
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The women were.
Hence their –now I saw it— leering fascination with him. 

A lechery unusual on a woman not very drunk.
It looked like an errant sorority had indulged in a night of 

group fucking a well-endowed Satan surrogate.
I wondered how many Catholic colleges were nearby.
Now sad sack watching beside me made sense. I turned to 

him.
“Which one’s yours?”
For an instant he glanced over at me, blaring fury. Then his 

attention was gone again. I hadn’t thought he’d answer. His ire 
had pretty much verifi ed the verbal tap. I wondered if the one 
he was there for even knew he was there. And how he’d found 
her. By following her, I’d guess.

Nothing like breaking your stalker’s heart.
A voice from behind scared the shit out of me, but I don’t 

think I actually moved. I had been using the stone door’s noise 
as an indicator of movement, but it hadn’t made a sound.

“If you keep switching rooms how am I going to tell you 
about Stella?”

°
Gilda was probably about thirty-fi ve but no one disguises 

their age like an ex-whore.
She had skin the color of café au lait and course black hair 

she’d ironed fl at. She’d gotten the best features of blacks and 
whites. Full lips she brought to your attention by exaggerating 
their movement when she spoke (like she was consciously 
enunciating), and chewing them when you spoke. Her mastery 
of the art came through when she didn’t seem cheap or coyly 
stupid doing either. She had a plaid wool fedora on, a plaid 
bodice, and a long black cotton dress.
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She had no accent I could hear, and I was fucking listening: 
I knew that a madam (i.e., smart former whore) would’ve 
quashed pretty much every physical tell through which she 
might inadvertently leak information.

It was like talking to a hot David Sklansky.
What she’d pay less attention to are things that johns rarely 

notice, like speech patterns. Words, yes –“You like that stinky 
pussy?”/ “Gonna fuck me with that big cock?” and so on— 
but almost never speech patterns or accents.

One thing was constant, in her speaking, her posture, her 
eye contact, her bearing. Melding.

If I believed in them, I could practically feel her aura 
blending with mine, accommodating, being exactly what she 
perceived I wanted, like a female version of a sniper blending 
into the background and waiting for the shot. Gilda’s real 
personality would be buried, perhaps especially from herself 
and defi nitely from clients, lest they see some vestige of a real 
personality and be jarred awake from their sex dream.

Lest they realize the woman in front of them had pretty 
much the same desires, fears, ambitions, etc., as the one at 
home they were hiding from. The ones here had just been 
battered and beaten, emotionally if not sexually and physically, 
to forget they were entitled to ask something emotional from 
men.

We had come back to her offi ce. Lee Morgan’s “Since I fell 
for you” on a loop in the background. Cute.

No. Not cute. My wariness of her jacked up.
At no point in that song is the title said, it’s instrumental. 

Gilda was not only tasteful with her esoteric jazz selections, 
there was also an arrogance that assumed no one would get 
the joke.
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She didn’t care if anyone got her mockery: smart and 
self-confi dent.

And if she did it on purpose, dangerous.
I knew enough about her to assume the worst case.
She walked over and sat behind her desk. Her tastefully 

minimalist gray slate desk. Nothing on it but a slim black 
lamp and a picture, which faced her side of the desk but was 
visible from mine.

“Very nice place,” I said. “You go all out.”
“This used to be a club called Dante’s, hence the décor. You 

know, the descent theme.”
I’d noticed.
“Rather than completely renovate, we built onto the old 

theme.”
“Which would lend itself pretty readily to an establishment 

like this.” I very ironically did not put emphasis on 
“establishment.”

“Exactly.”
I looked closer at the picture. An Asian rendering of a 

female shape, apparently done with about six brushstrokes.
I’d seen this kind of thing before. The picture was to subtly 

draw attention to her and/or her fi gure and subtly blur any 
business conversations, either with sex or envy, depending on 
the sexuality of the viewer. The picture quietly said Aren’t I 
beautiful? Are you this beautiful? You’re not, are you?

I said, “That’s you?”
She looked over, apparently pleased.
“Actually, no.” She seemed to consider it again. “John 

Mujō did it.”
I only raised my eyebrows.
“Satan downstairs.”
Ah.
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“After about forty tries, that version took about fi ve 
seconds, he said.”

“No hesitation that time.”
She smiled. “No.”
That’s the problem with someone as well-versed in lying 

as Gilda almost certainly was. The smile she gave me scanned 
as genuine: she raised all the right facial muscles, and the 
smile got all the way up to her eyes. It was, for all intents and 
purposes, real.

As real as a real smile.
But she was enough of an actress to summon some fi ne old 

memory to smile at, while looking as though she was smiling 
at my acumen about the picture.

You can’t spot liars that good with your eyes. You have 
to wait until they screw up their facts, which, analytically, is 
a huge pain in the ass and involves a lot more brain cells on 
both your parts. Good nonverbal liars are usually even better 
with their stories.

And she could have been genuinely smiling.
But I didn’t believe that shit for a second.
Some primordial sense of mine was practically pawing at 

the cellar door and whining. I was in more danger here than I 
had been with the three cops off the Mass pike.

To obscure my thinking I pretended to glance at the books 
on the shelves. All library- or leather-bound. I fi gured some 
generic, conventional classics came with the shelves: A Tale 
of Two Cities, Anna Karenina, all those— but there weren’t 
any. Then I saw the fi rst book. Von Unaussprechlichen Kulten. 
The rest were in characters I couldn’t even name. I tried not to 
obviously study them. I shifted my focus back.

“Who’s the picture?”



111Psychopathic Fiction

“The picture’s not anyone. It’s just a facsimile.” She 
smiled, wryly.

“Then of whom is the picture a facsimile?”
“My daughter.” She said it strangely seriously.
Gilda looked out her window. “Maybe John could do one 

of you.”
“I don’t think it would take forty tries. I’m very square.”
“So, you told the receptionist you were looking for Stella?”
Strangely abrupt— I wondered if something sensitive had 

been tripped, and by what.
A big orange cat jumped into the window frame. It looked 

in expectantly.
Gilda stood up and slid up the window. The cat blumpted 

inside.
“There you are. I wondered where you were.” That’s why 

she was looking out the window. “That’s Clint, and that—” 
she said, as two other cats, both black and white, and smaller, 
popped in the black window frame, “—is Eli and Lee.” She 
slid the window back down. “My girls.” All three ran into a 
room off to the side. Sounds of jaws and hard food.

I made admiring noises. I started the story.

°
As I explained why I was there, for the most part honestly, 

Gilda’s face never wavered. I’m sure she could play the fuck 
out of some poker.

°
When I’d fi nished, Gilda sat back and actually steepled 

her hands, Ward Cleaver-style. Pat Martino in the background 
now, “Willow.” It lent the conversation a strange relaxed air, 
one probably intended, and made the shit I’d seen and done to 
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get here seem like something I was telling a neighbor while 
we grilled kebobs.

Gilda and I talked for awhile about me, about nothing, 
about the unspoken act of us fucking. She was that good, that 
it still hung in the air between us, when I clearly could see her 
almost complete lack of interest in me sexually—like a car 
salesman who could make you want an Edsel.

I hated her. Her complete ease with her lifestyle, her 
acceptance of what she was. But her profi ciency almost made 
me laugh out loud.

If you can’t fi nd morality, accept skill.

°
Looking back, I’m not sure how she notifi ed them. She 

didn’t touch her desk (and some button) and never gestured in 
any way even resembling a signal. The only alternative is that 
her lack of signaling was in fact a signal, or the two had been 
summoned before I even came into Gilda’s room. But why 
she would summon an investigative interviewer and a lawyer 
to meet with me based on the 35 syllables of conversation 
we’d had in the halls on the way to her offi ce was beyond me. 
Maybe she was psychic.

°
The lawyer was the utter shark you’d want sitting beside 

you at your child murder trial.
Bright white shirt, red silk tie, black crepe wool suit, all 

cut very slightly too small to exaggerate his size, which, in 
a t-shirt and jeans would’ve been slender. He looked like a 
young thirty-fi ve, smug, with babyish good looks that tended 
very slightly toward the satanic.

James Ciian was a living device. An amoral instrument 
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released to wedge itself between deviants and the legal system.
Even his business card was obviously expensive and 

tasteful: cream-wove linen paper. You could feel the heft in it.
My estimate of Penitant’s money went up exponentially.

°
The investigative interviewer’s intimidation value was less 

obvious than Gilda and Ciian, and worse.
Most high-powered professional women I’d met –

prosecutors, qualifi ed examiners, federal agents— inevitably 
looked like the upper-middle class college graduates they 
were, and took measures to visually hide that background and 
the softness it suggested. Deliberately minimal makeup and 
hair tied back to telegraph I don’t have time to fuck around with 
cosmetic beauty. I mean business. I am to be taken seriously.

Abilene Moorer’s curly red hair was tied severely back 
but somehow looked unforced. It came off like a precaution a 
surgeon would make if she didn’t want to get it bloody with 
work.

She was wearing a distressed black leather motorcycle 
jacket with a black shirt under it that looked like lycra, small 
silver hoop earrings, dark jeans that fi t her fi gure without being 
tight, black leather fl ats, and a thin, taut face that suggested 
compulsive exercise, and that, obsessiveness. Her name and 
laid-back demeanor implied southern roots.

Her bright blue eyes were striking. It took a second to 
realize why.

Their sheen, which, at fi rst glance might wake some 
atavistic trigger in you, like the eyes were moist from love, 
was actually fl at. Like a PCP high that mimicked tears.

They were, in wet sodden fact, quite empty.
The living cadaver’s eyes of the junkie.
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And yet somehow you still wanted to look into them and 
believe they were human— give them a chance, like a crack 
whore offering you a fi ve dollar blow job you were sure your 
wife wouldn’t fi nd out about.

Especially disconcerting was the fact that she radiated 
health from everywhere but the eyes.

°
After introductions Gilda suggested Moorer and I talk. I 

wondered what I’d done to inform Gilda’s internal computer 
that Moorer would get more information out of me than Ciian.

°
A few minutes after Gilda left, Moorer came traipsing 

into the room. It was practiced, the walk: meant to convey a 
business-like aptitude and inspire respect for her effi ciency, 
but not to the extent that she came off as machine-like and 
intimidating and choked off the interrogation via fear. And 
she sure as hell wasn’t trying to make this look like an 
interrogation.

Though that’s what it was.
She had to know that. Anyone who knew what they were 

doing would know my history backwards, and, even if Moorer 
hadn’t had that much time to research me (I don’t know how 
she could’ve, but I’d assumed the worst case scenario), she’d 
know I was an ex-con; even if I hadn’t told Gilda, you could 
tell by looking at me if at least one eye worked. She’d know 
an ex-con would be hyper-sensitive to taps for information.

“Thanks for talking with me this early in the morning.” It 
was about 1:30.

Nice. She didn’t say meeting with me. Kept things informal. 
Possibly intimate.
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“What exactly are we talking about Ms. Moorer?” Don’t 
say call me Abilene— don’t oversell the informality.

“I think we can Mr. Malone, I just wanted to get some 
things straight if I could….”

So do it now: gouge that subtext up to the surface, the 
arrhythmic move jarring them, like punching someone in the 
middle of a sentence:

“No. We’re not anything. You’re going to tell me why you’re 
interested in my story at all, obviously very interested, or there 
wouldn’t be two powerhouse lawyers-slash-interrogators 
in front of me at 1:30 in the morning. Include who you are. 
Include why both of you were already fully dressed.”

She had gone silent, an amused look on her face. Oh please 
do go on. I continued, the tone dialed back a notch.

“Tell me the truth, or at least work like hell to sound like 
it. When I’m satisfi ed, and only then, are we going to proceed 
with me telling you something.

“Are we clear?”
She’d folded her hands in her lap. Putting the weapons 

away.
“Let’s see. Mr. Ciian and I do most of our work for this 

establishment at night. It would’ve been harder to fi nd us this 
ready at three pm, actually.

“Next, I am Abilene Lucerne Moorer, formerly of the 
ICPO, where I worked fi nancial crime, specifi cally intellectual 
property crime, including counterfeiting and piracy offenses 
like trademark, patent, and copyright infringement. I 
later worked children and human traffi cking, specifi cally 
traffi cking in women. This is where I met Gilda –as well as the 
international problems inherent in coordinating organizations 
in Canada and the United States. This was specifi cally why 
Gilda sought me out.”
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I nodded. “The truth. Or at least its semblance, rendered 
by expertise in mimicking genuine candor. That’s all I ask. 
You’re either a great, practiced liar, or sincere. Good enough.”

“Excellent. Should we begin now?”
But quash that initiative.
“Did you always work at Interpol, or were you seconded?”
“Seconded from the RCMP. And nice job. No one knows 

that ICPO is Interpol, or even that Interpol isn’t the full name 
of the organization.”

“I fi gured the unadorned acronym was to test me and/or 
make you feel superior when I didn’t know it. That spiel was 
something you’d practiced for court?”

“I’ve done it several times in front of a jury. You’re good. 
Too machined?”

“Too fast. You jumped right into it, didn’t take any time to 
think. It had been stored whole and retrieved.”

“Nice.”
Give her credit. She’d sensed that I wasn’t going to let her 

have the initiative and pretty quickly dropped into Okay, you 
show me mode. She kept going.

“And why’d you say powerhouse for me? Ciian looks like 
a lawyer, but I’m not dressed up.”

“Sure you are. That jacket is what, two, three thousand? I 
was assuming that someone who knows to buy a jacket that 
expensive will coordinate a similarly-expensive outfi t. Which 
means you’re wearing at least as much money as Ciian.”

“And I thought I’d dressed down.” She smiled to herself. 
“Now that I don’t have to work in Lyon anymore, I try and 
enjoy what I wear.”

“And before you opened your mouth I would’ve sworn you 
were southern.” See how she responds to the personal tap.

“The family was. Been in Canada for a generation or so.”
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And a little further:
“You look like Allison Moorer, the country singer.”
“My cousin.”
“Shut up.”
“True story.”
“So Shelby Lynne too.”
“Yep. But I’ve never met either of them.”
“Huh.”
Any experienced interrogator would’ve long ago made 

up a series of Offi cial Facts about themselves. They’d keep 
them at the front of their consciousness, so as to retrieve them 
quickly and make them look like the truth.

Which they distinctly would not be.
They’d be data chosen, and arranged, to make the 

interrogator convey a specifi c persona to the person being 
interviewed. They’d be a buffer of misinformation to keep 
a level of security between them and their generally-hostile 
interviewee, while also maintaining façades to keep them 
talking.

Exceptional interrogators have several sets of such data, and 
would adopt the appropriate persona in the act of talking with 
someone. That was why I’d quickly cut into her conversation 
–and the subtext of her questioning me, however much her 
delicate manners blurred that process: to interrupt her data 
fl ow about me and force her to pick a specifi c persona.

Or have to tell the truth.
I wondered if Moorer had selected the “Southern girl goes 

to Canada” identity to make me feel like I’d learned something 
personal (and potentially humbling) about her, and relax me 
with the fake superiority.

She then could’ve improvised the country music connection 
to further distract me. Notice she quickly disavowed knowing 
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either singer personally. That way, she couldn’t be tested on 
their music or appearance, as well as further reinforcing the 
humbleness (and so affability) of the persona: Golly, I don’t 
know them, but I guess I am related to them famous people.

Maybe this seems like bullshit, like no one would go 
through all this trouble, let alone be able to.

But it’s a gift, lying.
If you have it, you want to nurture it, make it shine, get 

great at it.
Moorer would kill me as soon as look at me. I could smell 

it like pussy after a workout.
This kinship with her relaxed me.
Or, she was telling the truth and I was a bitter old cunt 

totally full of shit.

°
Time passed. Fucking stalemate.
Moorer got nothing on me and I nothing on her. The more 

Moorer got nothing on me the better I felt; the less I got on her 
the more I respected her; the more I respected her the more I 
wanted her and the more I was determined to hide that fact.

She never openly fl irted. If you didn’t know either of us 
you might think I was her father, she was so seemingly caring 
and deferential. I would’ve been happy hitting her or kissing 
her. Analyze that at your leisure.

The only thing worth noting in the whole conversation was 
the bait (which, true or not, it obviously was): Moorer said 
Gilda was having problems with her daughter.

Specifi cally, Gilda’s “clueless” daughter Haley. Clueless 
was a strong word for Moorer, one that gave weight to the 
whole story being a trap: I knew enough about Moorer to 
doubt she’d ever use a word that loaded with a stranger like 
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me if she didn’t mean to.
She was trying to build rapport with me. For something.
The story went like this: daughter falls for foreign exchange 

student in her chemistry class. Said exchange student, from 
Denmark, is obviously gay (at least to Gilda and Moorer) and 
using the daughter for her car, her food, and most notably 
muling her out. Pot fi rst, later heroin once he’d found some 
to move.

It also explained Gilda’s longing look –disappointment, but 
probably only in that Haley was so easily fooled— at Haley’s 
picture on her desk.

For a kid, again, assuming it was actually true— it wasn’t 
a bad shuck. The diamond in it (the good ones always have 
something glittering and bright in them, a clever twist that 
warms you inside with the precision of the deceit) was the 
Danish kid’s being queer. He’d spun his lack of attraction to 
Haley as loving, Christian devotion to remaining celibate. 
What teenage girl wouldn’t fl ip out over that shit? He, in turn, 
used that devotion to get her to carry the drugs.

Clever motherfucker. Half of me wanted to clap for him. 
Half of me wanted to feel his blood warm between my fi ngers 
as I did.

°
Even with the blackmail Moorer was up front.
She knew I’d catch it if she downplayed it, and just put it 

out there.
“We tell you all about Stella. Where she is, et cetera. In 

return, you persuade this kid to leave Haley alone. You’re an 
ex-con and he’s only barely legally in Canada. Whatever you 
do to him he won’t press charges and if he does, so what? 
You’ll be back in the US.”
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“That’s where Stella is?”
“Yep.” She was openly using vernacular, dropping 

somewhat the professional enunciation. She was relaxing. I 
wasn’t sure I liked why. It implied a confi dence which was 
probably earned.

“I’m registered and so is my DNA. I can’t just beat him 
into compliance with impunity.”

“I didn’t say anything about violence. I said persuade.”
“With an asterisk.”
She raised her lips in what technically was a smile. If I 

were clairvoyant I would’ve seen what was really sitting in 
front of me.

“Mr. Malone, we have literally dozens of people appropriate 
for this kind of work. You just walked in tonight with your 
story and Gilda had the good idea to farm out, so to speak, this 
assignment to you in exchange for your getting some basic 
information you need from one of our employees.”

“And if I just found Stella myself?”
“Good luck. You don’t know anyone in town and Stella 

wouldn’t register unless she had to. Besides, we moved her. 
Couple of hours ago.”

Her candor wasn’t even infuriating. It was relaxing that 
intelligence this deliberate –albeit malevolent— existed 
outside me.

It was like coming home.
“I know you’re resisting for the sake of it. I might too. 

But you know you can do this type of work in your sleep. 
The kid’s fucking Danish. And gay. And moving heroin in a 
foreign country.

“If you want to keep sparring we can. But you’ve already 
decided to do it and you know it.”

She was right.
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Evil chicks who can see right through me: fucking hot.
It was about 05:30. We agreed to meet for breakfast in 

about an hour and suss out the details.

°
I was too wired to sleep. I went walking. The Krane Brook 

Tea Room was four blocks away.
There was another Krane Brook Tea Room in South 

Carver, Mass. Looking at the menu, it looked like this one had 
the same owner. It was open all night. No reservations were 
required here for breakfast, either.

I was seated out in the back, by a cranberry bog still black 
with night. The one in Mass had a jazz brunch on Sundays. 
No luck here.

Over sweet black tea I debriefed myself about the talk with 
Moorer.

°
Some of the guys in Walpole had used a fairly complex 

system of verbal shorthand for nearly any enterprise, criminal 
or otherwise. It had been made up by Starbucks Bobby 
(according to him) with some other guys and refl ected their 
jazz band talk, poker, and some vaguely military euphemisms.

Tap. Scaffolding. So on.
A “tap” is a verbal statement designed to elicit subtly a 

suggestive or conclusive response about an area in question. 
In the same way you’d tap a wall to fi nd a stud or a hollow 
area, you tap in conversation.

Think about all the women/men you’ve hit on. Some taps 
are obvious: “Come here often?” “Do you have a boyfriend?” 
and so on. Some taps (generally by woman) are technically 
complex questions—in other words, statements that are 



122 Beau Brady

questions in disguise, or single questions that are actually two.
Say you buy a woman a drink and say “You sure your 

boyfriend won’t mind?” you’re really asking if she has one, 
not if he’ll mind if this chick accepts your Stoli.

More subtle taps only invite someone to comment without 
asking them anything (and alerting them that you’re looking 
to fi nd out something).

For example, the same bar conversation, after she’s taken 
the vodka: “Yeah, tough day at work. It doesn’t help being 
single.”

Real point: I’m not taken or I want you to think I’m not.
Even better version: “Yeah, tough day at work. 

Unfortunately being single is the best way to get through all 
the work I have to do.”

Without pressuring the listener to comment on any of them, 
this says several things:

I’m single;
I’m not looking for a long-term relationship;
and I work a lot (read: I have money, an impression best 

reimbursed if you dress the part).
Because none of these points are at the end of the statement, 

too, it forces the listener to rewind the conversation and bring 
up some of the points which you passed over. Your ignoring 
these points will imply that they’re insignifi cant to you— and 
therefore true.

Think about it: people nearly always (especially in a bar 
setting) fl agrantly self-promote (here from a combination 
of hormones, alcohol and pride). When you rush by points 
about yourself, downplaying them, it makes people want 
to backtrack and ask more questions. People love to think 
you have something you don’t want to talk about –whether 
from modesty or insecurity— and they’ll jump on the role of 
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“questioner” with laughable speed and regularity. It’s basic 
animal instinct—dogs rarely attack unless you run, after all. 
Humans also attack with words.

Of course, this assumes your listener isn’t too stupid or 
drunk and notices the lure.

°
Crumbing is leaving false clues to see if an observer will 

“follow your lead.” For example, dropping every few “r”s 
in a sentence to make people think you’re trying to mask a 
Brooklyn accent that you don’t actually have. It’s a Hansel 
and Gretel allusion.

It sets people up to play questioner, too, but is much 
more subtle than tapping and is only useful with intelligent, 
perceptive questioners.

It relies on implausibility to work: what shrink or cop 
is going to think “Wait a minute, maybe he’s been faking a 
Brooklyn accent this whole time to throw me off!”

No way in hell. They’re going to think, “Wait a second, 
why do I keep hearing him drop his “r”s? Is that a New York 
accent? Why isn’t that in his fi le? I’d better look into that.”

Like dachshunds after a rat.
At this point, they’ll either outright state their suspicions 

or not. In either case, they’re following you, though they 
don’t know it, and you can drop all sorts of lies that they’ll be 
intensely eager to believe— because if they’re true, each one 
just confi rms that they’re one hell of a questioner.

They’ll yearn to believe in the data you’re giving them 
(remember, they won’t realize they’re being led if you’ve 
done this right) because it verifi es their acumen and makes 
them feel good about themselves—the common drive from 
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the dumbest, drunkest barfly to the Harvard-educated 
Quantico interrogator.

E.g.:
“I knew it! I thought that was a Brooklyn accent creeping 

in there, you can’t erase that accent that easily…” (and yes, 
they’ll come up with something like this— they’ll tend to 
reimburse all their observations with the equivalent of mental 
hearsay), “…and once I nailed that down, he kept making 
other allusions to New York, like being on roller coasters 
as a kid…” (a subtle Coney Island reference I used once), 
“…eating franks and knishes…” (heard that one in a song. 
Space these out, too, over a couple of hours, the more your 
interrogator works for it, the more they’ll believe it)— “…and 
nobody does that shit in Massachusetts! I knew he was full of 
shit, so I confronted him on it.”

At this point, they’ll confront you, you’ll act contrite 
(which again, works especially well if you’re a big guy) and 
supply even more false information.

Which they will fucking eat up.
Bottom line: any information someone gets from you that 

it appears you didn’t want to give (because it makes you look 
bad, or worse) will be believed.

Capitalist countries are based on shameless self-promotion. 
If you’re not doing that, it must be because you got caught in 
some lie and now are telling the truth only because you have 
to.

°
Scaffolding is quickly building a shaky rapport with 

someone. It’s not designed to last (as opposed to building a 
foundation in a more enduring context) and so involves deceit 
as necessary.
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Like Moorer calling Gilda’s daughter “clueless.” The 
insult to her employer’s bloodline would serve, or at least try, 
to bond us: Both of us working for fucking Gilda, shit. It’s a 
bitch, huh?

Moorer knew enough about me, after a few hours of talking, 
to risk trying that. But what if I’d had a soft spot for kids and 
took offense? What if I’d recognized the scaffolding and was 
insulted? That’s why it’s scaffolding and not foundation—it 
goes up easy and comes down easy.

°
Ironic that Starbucks Bobby and the others could come 

up with this system— they were pretty much educated by 
conversation with therapists, which you could tell if you 
listened to their vocabulary: “unstabability”/ “therapeutical”—
it was obvious they had never actually read most of the words 
they spoke.

I’d added more terms myself, for my personal use.
You might wonder when I’d ever interrogated anyone, 

being in prison.
There were lots of opportunities with other inmates, but the 

best (i.e., most revealing) interrogations are the ones where 
you are seemingly the one being interrogated. Those shrinks 
gave up so much personal information without realizing it I 
despaired for the sake of the behavioral sciences.

For example, discrepant data. Discrepant data can be used 
as a wedge into alternate narratives.

Meaning you found two pieces of information that 
contradict each other in someone’s statement: “Wait a 
minute, you just said you were jogging off Mass Ave and 
Commonwealth at 09:30 but earlier you talked about being at 
the club in Braintree at 09:45. You couldn’t have cleaned up 
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and made it that far south in that time. What’d you do, hit the 
club in a sweaty track suit?”

That fake Brooklyn accent I mentioned above? Crumbing 
is just leaving intentionally-discrepant data for someone to 
fi nd.

How and when to use these is critical. Realizing how subtle 
(or not) to be is the trick. Is this guy/ girl quick enough to 
catch the crumbing I’m doing, or do I just hit them over the 
fucking head with it?

Reading the tableau and more specifi cally, the mood in 
them, is the best way. And, like sniping, if you don’t learn this 
young, you’ll never be great.

I again recommend being abused to hone this skill: it 
sensitizes you to your environment, to reading tiny non-
verbal cues to stay alive, not because you passed Quantico’s 
behavioral profi ling course with honors and then went to Pier 
1 to celebrate.

Having some musical ability helps, too—it trains you to 
listen (people are nearly purely visual, men especially) and 
feel things you’re not looking at.

A lot of the terms, accordingly, used musical analogies—a 
“minimal encourager” is basically the fasted, briefest way to 
get someone to continue talking, e.g., “Mmm-hmm,” “Go 
on,” “I see,” like that.

We just called them grace notes.

°
Caught in a lie? Your face is the fi rst thing they’ll read, 

specifi cally your eyes. Remember it’s easier to redirect your 
facial muscles than to stop them altogether. If you can’t hide 
an emotion, make it look like another, less incriminating 
one. Substitute error for sin. Remember Gilda’s smiles? Real 
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smiles, real emotions. Just not for me. For something she was 
remembering.

Pretty much impossible to mindread someone like that.
Like here:
[About a woman suddenly caught in a lie:] Not anticipating 

the need to falsify, she did not prepare her line... Caught in 
that predicament, she panics about being discovered. [She] 
probably won’t succeed if she tries to look cool, poker faced, 
totally unaffected... the best mask is a false emotion. It not 
only misleads, but it is the best camoufl age. (Ekman, 1971, p 
32-33)

The more smoke you blow up around you the less likely 
someone is to see your bullshit. Think of how many magicians 
use those smoke bombs. There’s a reason.

Card players know all a-fucking-bout it: Mike Caro’s Book 
of Tells, anything by Doyle Brunson, David Sklansky, so on.

Gregory McDonald’s Fletch mentions Fletch is successful 
because he’s “a good liar with a fantastic memory.”

Makes sense— when you lie, you make something up 
purely from your mind—your memory is put to the test: all 
the things you have to remember happened only in your head.

A good liar, then, will change the truth as little as possible, 
to create less work for him/herself. Remembering the actual 
truth is much easier: every sense you have, even if you weren’t 
really paying attention, was involved in the memory: hundreds 
of thousands of neural streams have relayed information and 
been encoded in your brain.

With the lie, not so.
Paul Ekman, a stiff, hidebound academic, the Jim Thompson 

of colleges, probably made his mom go to the morgue for 
him because he couldn’t stand the smell, but wrote brilliant 
treatises, said:
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“There are two primary ways to lie: to conceal and to 
falsify... For one thing, concealing usually is easier than 
falsifying. Nothing has to be made up... Abraham Lincoln 
is reported to have said that he didn’t have a good enough 
memory to be a liar” (1971, p 28-29).

So think about this:
[There are] major exceptions to what we have presented. 

There are some people who do not leak very much, if at all; they 
are professional, convincing nonverbal liars—for example, the 
professional dancer or actor, the skilled courtroom lawyer, the 
shrewd diplomat or negotiator, and the successful (sometimes 
psychopathically so) used-car salesman. (Ekman, 1969, p 103)

No coincidence I sold Fords. Part of the job application 
was a polygraph test. I remember I hesitated for days before 
fi nally deciding, fuck it, if I fail I fail. I got the job. A few 
years later, I was up for a management position and learned 
that I got the job specifi cally because I had failed it.

Remember Zuckerman? The blowhard got it right twice:
Learning to detect deception is essentially a concept-

formation task; that is, one must learn which behavioral cues 
consistently distinguish between truth and deception. Such 
learning may take place if subjects are given information 
about which messages are truthful and which are deceptive... 
two mechanisms may induce such learning: training, wherein 
the detector receives veridical information concerning the 
truthfulness of messages, and practice, wherein the detector is 
exposed to messages without receiving additional information 
about them. (1984, p 519-520)

Here’s Bailey again, this time with pretty much the polar 
opposite of my existence and a message of hope, albeit 
wrapped in psycholinguistic babble:

The advanced pole of the regression-progression continuum 
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describes something akin to what Sandor Rado (1969) 
calls “emotionless” thought. Here the lower reptilian and 
paleomammalian centers are operating at minimal capacity, 
leaving the individual free to apply his or her distinctly 
human abstract intelligence to seeking truth for its own sake, 
apart from self-advantage, deceit, or guile…. Ideally, the 
fully advanced person would have no interference from the 
reptilian or mammalian systems, and the resulting “living 
brain” of science fi ction could work at its fullest apart from 
petty concerns of survival and adaptation (1987, p. 123).

And a similar diatribe, this one more of an explanation….
Sexual sadism (as defi ned herein) is not a specifi c brain 

location: it is a pathological interplay between normally-
healthy brain parts— i.e., a “reduced cortical functioning 
which relaxes controls and allows for the reptile brain to take 
over” (Greenberg & MacLean, 1978, p. 248).

This approach of brain biology might offer a nearly 
positive explanation for the atrocities of sexual sadism— in 
other words, humans are not the potentially vile, loathsome 
murderers sexual sadism might suggest; they are evolution’s 
newest “face” of a cruel and ancient brain mechanism, the 
r-complex.

My tea had gone cold. I felt vaguely guilty over the wasted 
tea bag and gulped it down. I went to meet Moorer.

°
It was a setup, of course.
I knew that. I just didn’t know what it would look like.
The beauty of being down for so long was that it made you 

perfectly at home with being absolutely fucked: of having no 
advance knowledge of what was going to happen, of having 
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no advantages at all, of having an overwhelming sense of 
impending doom.

But no panic.
You learn to live with the humans –even enjoy it— once 

you realize they follow hierarchical, monkey-based, predatory 
rules pretty much to the letter, pretty much every time.

If Moorer had called the Montreal police, the RCMP, her 
friends at Interpol, or whoever else she knew, then except 
scoping the meeting place beforehand (I’d been there for 
half an hour), I had to work with whatever happened as it 
happened.

As it turned out, it was Satan himself.

°
Wearing a long black trench coat, and well: without looking 

like he should be stalking a high school cafeteria with an AK-
47—and a black turtle neck. His hands were behind him.

It was still pitch black night, and cold. The location Moorer 
gave me was an outdoor café that I assumed would’ve opened 
soon. The chairs were even out. But no hours were posted, and 
no one had showed up except him.

I spoke fi rst.
“I’m guessing Mujō.”
He smiled. The epicanthic folds made his eyes almost 

invisible.
“Gilda talks too much.” An American accent I couldn’t 

place. “She do the painting thing again?”
“Yeah. Why you?”
We were about six feet from each other and had instinctively 

stopped. Shaping up as more sparring. The violence on the 
wind warmed me.

“I’m normally the doorman—”
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“—You mean bouncer—”
“Uh-huh. But Gilda thought I’d enjoy the Sisters of the 

Holy Ascension Delta Delta Deltas.”
I rock predictions. “I enjoyed the performance. Though 

after watching it I’m assuming you’re not full Japanese.” 
Vaguely insult the bloodline he appeared to identify with—the 
painting, his surname. See what happens.

He chuckled. “Half Samoan.”
“Really.”
“No, just well endowed.”
I smiled.
He cracked his knuckles.

°
So, later, this is what I came to fi nd out from torturing Mr. 

Mujō:

°
When she fi rst saw me in the Satan room Gilda thought I 

was a cop.
When I explained why I was there, she read me instantly 

(and later bragged to Mujō), realizing I would fuck up what 
was going on –all the shit our Stella had gotten herself into— 
unless she got rid of the stupidly honest ex-con. She called 
in Ciian and Moorer to determine how to remove me most 
effi ciently (meaning cost-effectively).

Score one for Gilda. She was apparently more panicked 
than she’d let on but showed me no trace of it.

After Moorer talked with me, she knew she couldn’t seduce 
me with the girls from Penitant, or fl irt herself, because my 
pride wouldn’t allow it anymore.

I suddenly noticed that I’d been unconsciously referring to 
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her as “Moorer” instead of “Abilene.” I was trying to remove 
her femininity. Uh. Being the stupid guy in the room would 
take some getting used to.

And the bitch sent someone to kill me, and I’m still so 
impressed by her I don’t care. Acumen is apparently that rare 
in my life.

Moorer picked up on the “savior” ID I liked to get beyond 
my past to get me to a secluded place (“Here boy, save the 
helpless daughter and indulge your dark proclivities while 
you’re at it, that’s a good boy, who’s my good lil’ puppy? You 
are, yes you are!”), and buy herself time to deal with what was 
happening with Stella.

Later, Mujō, blood pooling between his teeth, told me 
Gilda just made up the daughter-muling-heroin story, pretty 
much on the spot. She had been seeding the conversation that 
early on. She got the idea, she told Mujō, from a magazine in 
her lobby— a young couple in a Mazda ad.

°
It turned out Stella had been moved to New Orleans a few 

days before I came to Montreal. Not a couple of hours, like 
Moorer said.

Probably rubbing my face in her being just a bit ahead 
of me. She knew I was impressed by her, and knew not to 
discourage me by letting me know how much of a head start 
Stella had.

Keeping me on the string.
Stella had been fucking some police chief in Taunton, 

been discovered by his wife, and so he chased her out of town 
because that what police chiefs who are also husbands should 
be seen to do.

That was the closest thing to an offi cial version.
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That’s what could’ve happened.
Here’s what really happened.

°
Stella had made a career of adopting kids to whore them 

out.
Mostly in Taunton, Mass. This was probably part of her 

relationship with said police chief, some arrangement they’d 
made— obviously in retrospect I can only guess. He’d found 
out about what she was doing, and she fucked her way out of 
it: maybe she was just different enough from his wife to work 
that angle, or more probably, she did something(s) the wife 
didn’t— anal, S&M, urophile, whatever. People are funny.

Or, when he’d found out about Stella, he’d actually been 
disgusted and he’d kicked her out of town because he couldn’t 
prosecute her since he was, in fact, fucking her extramaritally. 
I wondered if Police Chief there was solely an elected position.

Stella went back to Montreal. Apparently she’d worked 
there when she was younger.

Stella continued the adoptions, only this time it was more 
complicated, since she was an American citizen and couldn’t 
adopt in Canada. She went back and forth across the border.

And brought back a lot of kids.
One of the kids, Louise, one directly linked to Stella 

via adoption paperwork (and so also to Penitant, however 
indirectly), was involved in a minor scandal with an assistant 
to some city councilman or something, a local politician 
wannabe who was regularly fucking this Louise.

Moron that Stella apparently was, she ignored Gilda’s rules 
and had the assistant councilman meet Louise at the rear of 
Penitant, in full view of approximately fourteen thousand 
public CCTV cameras. Penitant was now undeniably tied to this.
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Gilda fi nds out about the cameras. Gilda et al. move 
Stella and Louise to a bobber they own in New Orleans 
called Pompeii. It was redesigned after hurricane Katrina and 
renamed. I asked Mujō what it was originally called.

He choked on a loose tooth before he could reply.
I didn’t press it. I wasn’t that curious.
Then things got complicated.
Only a few days after Stella’s fl ight to New Orleans, news 

breaks that the “politician wannabe” fi nally caved and dimed 
out: he admitted he was gay, in fact fucked only men his age, 
and Louise was actually for someone else.

He claimed he initially didn’t know why he was picking up 
Louise and once he found out what was happening he wanted 
no part.

It was a good, prudent lie. I would’ve done the same in his 
shoes.

Or, maybe he decided to tell the truth after there was no 
other option and his 100K job was in the toilet.

The man fucking Louise was in fact not even the city 
councilman, but was his boss’s boss. Someone whose family 
name was literally in the letterhead of the City of Montreal. 
Capital C, Capital M.

Wannabe/ gay also spilled Louise’s real age.
Stella had lied about it, and had Louise lie to Gilda and 

everyone else, so she could do “teenies” stuff— when in fact 
she was as underage as she was supposed to look. Eleven.

Even with both elbows bent at right angles to his torso, 
Mujō noted the irony.

Gilda fi gured Louise was as young as she was hyped to be, 
but Gilda didn’t know for sure and Gilda didn’t ask.

Stella and Louise were now killable liabilities.
Like me.
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Gilda was presumably setting them up like Moorer had me: 
get them away from Penitant and kill them.

I wondered how far New Orleans was.
I wondered if I could make it without sleeping.
I could call Stella.
She’ll avoid phone calls. She’ll be intentionally hard to 

reach.
I could say I have to get to Stella to save her life but it’s 

really because she’s the only link to Naima.
My only advantage is that no one from Penitant knows 

about that.
Of course, that doesn’t make them want me any less dead.

°
I went back to the motel and slept an hour. When I got 

up, in the bent mirror my eyes were dull and scuffed, like 
scratched marbles.

I pulled the swollen door shut and walked out to the car. 
The hood and windshield were dewy. My breath steamed in 
the air. I started the motor. I thought about the dreams.

I was trying to kill this brown gerbil, Herbie, which 
physically connected me to someone; the fucking hamster was 
stretched out like silly putty. I couldn’t cut through it, and it’s 
screaming, and all I wanted to do was kill it and put it out of 
its misery, sever it from me, but the knife I had was blunt and 
wouldn’t do shit.

In another I saw my old dead cat Chris, sitting beside 
me and dinner guests who ignored him. He was all gaping 
wounds no one acknowledged. He looked like a stripped 
Thanksgiving turkey, post-oven. He just stared up at us, at the 
table. I couldn’t get what he wanted.

In the last, a tiny dog like Bobby’s mom’s was tied to a 
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pole. Everyone was gathered around the pole, waiting for 
bears they’ve attracted to come and mutilate the dog. The 
dog, increasingly panicked and screaming, runs around and 
around in a leash-controlled circle, stirring up dirt and dust 
and making a rut in the ground before the bears come and do 
what I feared.

Everyone just watched.
I couldn’t get why they’re not afraid of the bears themselves. 

I kept saying These are fucking bears people. But I couldn’t 
say it loudly. My voice didn’t seem to work.

°
I fl ipped on the radio: Peggy Lee, “Black Coffee”: It’s 

driving me crazy, this waiting for my baby to maybe come 
around.

I don’t know what the hell I’m looking for.
But I can shake the fucking tree until something falls loose.
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Six
Seek

Do without fl inching what man’s nature demands; though 
with modesty, courtesy, and sincerity.

—Marcus Aurelius, Meditations, book 8, number 5

Bienvenue en Louisiane, the signs say.
Louisiana again. Shit.
Thirty hours, a couple of stops to sleep, and 1641 miles, 

counting drive-thru miles.
Past Slidell, I-10, a few scars still on roadsigns, gouges 

and uneven topsoil beside the highway. Not much else would 
imply Katrina.

I served an on and after in Louisiana. I had two separate 
convictions— an on and after is another state claiming, 
essentially, “shotgun on him when you’re done, Mass.” I 
worked from “can’t see to can’t see,” and dreaded the fi rst 
light in the morning, where hacks marched us down to a “four 
corners” and fanned us out, usually picking up trash off the 
state highways and I10.

Inside, I didn’t receive visitors, didn’t talk about getting 
out, didn’t watch shows about it.

There’s a simple trick to surviving hells. Never look up.
I hadn’t lived in Louisiana long before then; enough to 

absorb some dialect, get arrested and shipped back to Mass to 
serve the longer outstanding sentence there fi rst.

Louisiana, if you’ve never been, is a third-world fucking 
country.

Their approach to psychological diagnosis is Victorian. 
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Not in the prudish sense –fuck no— but their terminology: 
still fi n de siècle.

Nineteenth century.
To whit: their shrinks said I exhibited an extremely unusual 

case of autoscopic syndrome.
For those not versed in the annals of the history of psychiatric 

diagnoses, this is like saying your Audi isn’t running because 
there’s no horse pulling it.

Autoscopic syndrome is technically a delusional experience 
of a double, one generally perceived as gray or black and 
white. They said it was from a head injury I’d had. They said 
it caused a resultant psychotic trauma.

They quoted something called Capgras’ syndrome. In 1923, 
this French psychiatrist Capgras wrote articles on “L’illusion 
des sosies,” or the illusion of the doubles, and noted that his 
patients will claim, on meeting someone they knew well, that 
the person is a double or an impostor who has assumed this 
person’s appearance. French authors tend to give it a unique 
classifi cation in the books; German authors look at it as a 
symptom of schizophrenia.

Short version: no one knows.
I rubbed my tongue around my mouth. In Nashville I’d 

stopped to sleep and drunk about a fourth of the Laphroaig. It 
was supposedly regularly smuggled into the US as disinfectant 
because it smelled enough like it to pass customs.

I wondered why all night benders give you cottonmouth. 
My mouth stank even though I’d drunk enough alcohol to 
sterilize a Bosnian mass grave.

°
And Mr. Mujō…?
It was, in the end, his being Asian that undid him.
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It was, in the end, my identifi cation with Asian ideas and 
culture, as something to focus my energies, that undid him.

It was disappointment. It was mourning things never 
promised me.

And at 60 I’m not looking for an idol. Just a colleague.
Which in itself is way too much.
The frustration, the six decades of rage, ruptured like a 

cantaloupe-sized tumor, at fi nding out he was another whoring, 
violent, greed-infested westerner scared me and braced me. 
The emotional critical mass surprised me.

Surprised him, too.
And was pretty much the only reason I walked away from 

him intact. It was the woodcutter tactic.
There’s a fable of a Chinese woodcutter faced with a 

dragon who reads minds. The man realizes he can’t ever get 
the advantage on the dragon, so he turns his back on him, goes 
back to cutting wood with his axe, accepting whatever fate the 
dragon metes out, since he can’t change it.

While chopping the wood, the axe slips out of his hands 
and brains telepathic dragon, who read no thought to warn 
him. Because there hadn’t been one.

Michèle, in Montreal, taught me to put both your hands on 
a bar table to brace yourself for a roundhouse kick to the head, 
but looking as though you were just leaning back, relaxing. 
You’d never be able to land a kick that high and that fast 
otherwise. Especially not at my age.

I had leaned back onto one of the tables around us, 
exhausted, when Mujō said it.

Said it was just business.
It was that phrase.
IT was that fucking fl ippant, verbal et cetera, that excuse 

for thinking, that contemptibly easy excuse for slaughter, that did it.
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That Pilate’s gesture of dismissal.
Even with all the lies, all the rapes, all the horror I loosed, I 

didn’t lie to myself about what I did, or what I was doing. Shit, 
I was proud of it. My eyes were open.

I had been ready to give up. Mujō’s trite-yet-world-
destroying epigram loosed the axe from my hand.

Don’t hand me that shit.
Leaned back on one of the tables, without moving fi rst I 

slammed my right shin into his temple, hard enough to feel 
my hip’s ball-in-socket joint grind.

He crumpled like a sack of dirt.
I crouched down as he fell and twisted his wrist up and 

back to immobilize him. Joint locks, as a rule, work great—as 
long as you hit the guy fi rst.

I dragged him into the alley near us. I snapped his index 
fi ngers so he couldn’t use weapons or make fi sts; to keep him 
stationary I torqued his shoulders until I heard his rotator cuffs 
tear.

With him stuck, I went to work on his face.

°
As usual, I had nothing.
No connections, just knowing the general way law 

enforcement works, and no real way to fi nd where the hell 
Pompeii would be. It wasn’t in the yellow pages. I looked.

Fortunately, the tourism board in New Orleans is also 
known as their vice squad.

°
The fi rst way to investigate something is to call. It’s quicker. 

Also I have to move less.
“Vice, Malloy.”
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Don’t say my name is so-and-so, it sounds like an 
introduction. It makes you sound like a salesman and/or like 
you actually want something, which will turn off any civil 
servant.

“This is Tom Malone—” say the full name like they 
should know who the fuck that is,“—what do you know about 
Pompeii?”

“Who is this?”
“Tom Malone. I got a CI keeps talking about it and I never 

fucking heard of the thing.” I hadn’t meant to pose as a cop. 
Fuck it.

“No… doesn’t sound familiar. Like a dance club?”
“Maybe. No idea, really.”
“Hang on a second.”
The line went quiet. My instinct was to hang up. They’re 

fi guring it out. I had nothing to back up my story, unless—
“This is Arsenaux. Who am I speaking to?”
Act bored. “Tom Malone. Orleans Parrish Sheriff’s. I’m 

looking for—”
“Alright, wait a second, I—”
“I nothing, Arsenaux, look here: I need to fi nd out where 

this fucking club Pompeii is because Boo here won’t shut up 
about it, and Manny will have my ass if I don’t jump on this 
kid’s juice. You hear me? Can you help me or not?”

Balls it out. I could always hang up if it didn’t work.
“Manny?”
“Manny Lopes. My Lieu.”
Actually my cell block offi cer years ago, I heard he’d 

moved to the OPSO. Wonder if he’s still around.
“He made Lou?”
“Last August.” Fuck do I know. Just go with it.
“Where are you?”
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“Just off Esplanade.”
“Alright, I’m around the corner. I’ll be in front of the 

cathedral in a minute. How do I know you?”
“I look like Santa Claus.”

°
In a minute. He didn’t want any time to check me out. 

Good. On the other hand, I didn’t have time to buy a cheap 
seersucker suit and look more like what I was now offi cially 
impersonating: an Orleans Parrish Sheriff’s Deputy. No badge, 
nothing.

An idea: on the way down I scooped water pooled in the 
street in front of the Café du Monde.

°
“What the hell happened to you? You smell like death.”
Arsenaux was about fi ve ten, with a shaved head, black 

trousers and white linen shirt on. He looked genuinely 
disgusted. Pussy.

“Don’t ask. This is why I’m gonna fi nd that fucking place 
and Boo is coming with me. That little fuck.”

Let the gusto work for me. I had no idea what I was going 
to say happened. I fi gured, I smelled enough like shit to 
preclude extended questioning. Another cop that smells like 
shit has either been working, or has been somehow implicated 
not working—and either one would scare the shit out of any 
New Orleans cop.

He’d want to know as little as possible.
We ducked into a bar off Royal— Golden something. 

Arsenaux kept beating around the bush, not giving, not giving, 
at fi rst I thought he wasn’t buying it. Then it fi nally hit me.

I should be ashamed for not getting it faster.
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I gave him what I had with me, $75.
He told me everything.

°
Pompeii was a specialty service club, which means it 

catered to a particular fetish, or perversion, if you like. Here, 
sex with anaesthetized women. They’re conscious, they can 
talk (but aren’t usually asked to) but they don’t move and 
can’t feel anything.

Psychoanalyze that in your free time. Now accepting 
dissertation abstracts.

Mujō called it a bobber, meaning there’s no fi xed address. 
Which, you can imagine, might well come in handy with, 
shall we say, arguably-legal endeavors like this. It would be 
completely legal, if distasteful to the average person, except 
for a marked tendency to use unwilling, underage and foreign 
–read: untaxable— women.

All S&M clubs get dominants and submissives. Pompeii 
seemingly also tended to get “extreme edge players” (corporate 
babble again: even S&M gets a semantic facelift) known to 
use narcotics and medical procedures like intubations and 
catheters.

Bobbers were like Tupperware parties. With Pompeii, 
Gilda and company “own” the club, meaning they own the 
supplies, not an actual physical location. Turned out Gilda 
et al. actually did own most of the physical plants, which 
generally were other things during normal business hours: 
accountant’s offi ces, laundromats, a skating rink, a gym.

Arsenaux said the only reason he knew about it was because 
in the course of a Jell-O enema an unknowingly-diabetic 
participant had gone into diabetic shock: the sugar from the 
Jell-O had been absorbed through the intestinal lining with the 
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resultant less-than-stimulating end.
He said he had no idea how to fi nd them now, or even if 

they still worked under that name.
I believed him.

°
“How did Angola go?”
“Don’t ask.”
“What about Peggy? How’d she work out?”
“Similarly.”
I had gone straight to the Orleans Parrish Sheriff’s Offi ce. 

See how popular I was. Manny Lopes still worked there. I 
thought he could check if Stella had any kind of record here, 
or if she’d been arrested recently.

Peggy was a pen pal of mine, back inside in Mass. We 
wrote back and forth twice a week for six years. I’d fi rst met 
her in Louisiana—she came in with a friend who’d come to 
see a guy I knew inside.

A common method of meeting women, the Double Prison 
Date.

Manny kept thumbing through old fi les beside a Voodoo 
coffee cup. A gorgeous blond woman was hauled by me, 
lugged by two deputies who had a shoulder apiece and were 
pushing her toward the cells. She kept yelling Be gentle with 
me! It’s too hot! I’m made of sugar! It faded out, a psychotic 
Doppler effect, as they moved down the corridor. I looked out 
onto the tier.

Someone’s outfi t reminded me of the Treatment Center.
Jeans or sweats with t-shirts or grey DOC gear that looked 

like medical scrubs. Even here, they could only wear select 
shoes, ones they could order from canteen (a catalogue from 
which inmates could order, and from none other): Nike/ 



145Psychopathic Fiction

New Balance/ Converse for awhile, some wore slippers, or 
cheap leather cowboy boots. Shirts so bare you could read a 
newspaper through them.

Priorities—coffee and Cheetos beats a new shirt pretty 
much every time.

In MPU you wore red jumpsuits. When we were led to rec 
time, the one hour a day of being in a cage that was actually 
outside, we were in four point restraints, I-chains. Manny had 
mentioned that they’d changed what they wore here now, in 
solitary.

I look down the tier. A table of guys playing Dungeons 
& Dragons. I can’t imagine how many maidens/ half-elves/ 
orcs/ whatevers were raped in the course of a night of grog-
drinking— +5 magic penis and all. Therapists used to lose 
their shit over these games, especially with guys who played 
10 hours a day—the imagined rapes worked as foreplay.

Therapists were nearly undercover inside, both in Mass 
and Louisiana—there was no public notice of names of 
employees; no public appearances on TV or newspaper—even 
if something happened, like an traffi c accident, administration 
went out of its way to keep employee’s names out of the 
media—pretty much any public newspaper, magazine, was 
available to inmates. Inmates who had nothing better to do 
than triangulate impromptu biographies about therapists.

Most coveted data: a mailing address.
Manny, turning from the fi ling cabinet, fi les in his hands, 

shrugging: “Nothing here. We could write Baton Rouge. 
Might take awhile. Prob’ly have to fi ll out a form.”

Deep South for dead end.
“What I thought. Thanks anyway, Manny. I’ll see what I 

can fi nd on my own. If you think of anything else let me know.”
“Ah’ight.”
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°
You should treat people like dogs.
It makes more sense than you’d think and is less cruel than 

you’d think. Treat people like you’d treat a large, strange dog.
You can be terrifi ed. You can be shit-scared. Just don’t ever 

show it.
Radiate/ telegraph nothing. Don’t turn your back. Don’t 

blink, don’t look away or at anything but what’s across from 
you—don’t waiver, in any perceivable way. If you absolutely 
have to, attack as hard and as fi erce as you can. Let your 
determination scare the other predator away, not the actual 
damage you infl ict.

Use your implied bark, not your bite. If you have to bite, 
you’ve done something wrong.

And if you do have to bite, swallow. Shake your jaw. Spew 
blood around you like a shark. Fucking commit to the act.

Do that, and you’ll survive 99 of 100 fi ghts.
The 1 is simply freak chance. Which will always get you. 

Eventually.
Ethics only enter later, in a uniquely human way.
Like the present situation:
I run from Gilda and company to fi nd Stella, and maybe 

something about Naima. This to satisfy my curiosity (because 
that’s what it is) about what actually happened to Naima.

My search is pure pride. She’s either dead or she isn’t.
If she is dead, I can’t do anything for her—beyond revenge, 

which is purely personal, despite what I tell myself; if she’s 
alive, what then? I haven’t spoken to her for nearly 40 years. 
I’m gonna make up for that, if she’s a homemaker somewhere, 
with a vague memory of some pseudo-snuff fi lm she did for 
money or heroin some three or so decades ago?

This is all to assuage my own guilt, or at least plumb it. The 
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same way feeling your own asshole feels good.
Soul bungee jumping.
I should be out helping others— not exploring my dark 

depths from narcissistic, morbid fascination.
And if that’s ethics, pragmatics is left— how to implement 

what’s right, once you’ve determined what, in fact, is.
So:
1) Find Stella. See what she knows about Naima. If 

anything.
2) Punish Gilda et al. for doing essentially the same kinds 

of shit I did. In that case, I need to go back to Canada and wipe 
out the entire corporation: they have to maintain a specifi c 
address for commercial purposes—which means they’ll be 
easy to fi nd, and though they’ll have found Mujō by now, they 
won’t leave town. They’re not afraid of me in the least.

No more than a rhino is afraid of a mosquito.
Who may or may not carry virulent malaria.
Extreme, yet focused violence (i.e., not enraged and blind) 

with nothing to lose is still fairly rare (from a white man); 
even experienced risk managers won’t expect it.

I learned enough about explosives from one-punch Pete. It 
wouldn’t be hard.

If you’ve got the stomach for it, it’s also a solid strategy for 
personal survival: do you want to run your whole life, when 
it would just be easier to eliminate the threat? I know where 
they are, or where they’re bound to be at some point in the 
future—and killing Moorer, Ciian and Gilda will, at the very 
least, radically slow down further efforts to fi nd and kill me— 
and, even if Someone Important with Infl uence has learned 
my name, they won’t know me as well as my trail of dead did.

Regardless.
Something to think about.
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°
And of course there’s always option three.
Let that shit go.
Let them fi nd out the error of what they do on their own. Be 

there when they need someone. When anyone needs someone.
I wasn’t that enlightened.
I have karma you could dissolve a penny in.
And Stella was around here somewhere.
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Seven
Plumb

There is no contradiction between free will and knowing in 
advance precisely what one will do.

—Kurt Gödel

With perfectly-proportioned blunt-force trauma facial 
swelling that looked warped in autopsy photos— but Stella 
was, in fact, around.

No master detective work needed. I listened to a police 
scanner I bought at Radio Shack while I trawled bars. Hoping 
that, without resources or contacts of any kind here, I’d fi nd her 
before a multi-million dollar illegal business with recruiting 
arms in national and international law enforcement agencies 
did.

I’m a romantic.
Once I caught the squawk about Stella I went to NOPD at 

Broad Street. I didn’t tell them why I was there. I said I was 
related to her, but otherwise I told them exactly who I was.

In their Southern Disgust with sex offenders, they’d 
assumed I was telling the truth and didn’t check out my story.

I played broken-down old man, again, and, professing 
complete ignorance (and inviting the young and apparently 
new ME to lecture me on some perceived infraction of 
Obvious Morality), I saw the body. I saw the fi le.

The ME, so sure I was too stupid to know what was doing 
on, didn’t seem to notice one bit that he was sharing an offi cial 
fi le with an (alleged) relative of the deceased concerning an 
open homicide.
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Any DA would’ve barbequed his ass and cinnamon-salted 
his sphincter.

If you’re willing to sacrifi ce your own ego, you can get so 
much done.

The paper-clipped police report/ offi cial version read, in 
typewriter font:

Compass-perfect circular welts became irregular on the 
face and head: subject’s cheeks, teeth and jaw broken with 
beer mugs. Called in by bartender, also sole witness.

Argument(s?) unknown; medium blood spatter about scene 
suggests at least two attackers with great strength/ presence 
and amount of congealed blood suggests an extended post-
mortem assault: familiar drunken behavior.

Or sadistic behavior, masquerading as drunken.
The way the report was worded, the NOPD has assumed, 

not illogically, that while one man might beat a woman to death 
like that in a drunken fi t (insert likely motive here: infi delity/ 
money/ thwarted aspirations projected onto her, beer-mug-
fi rst), two men wouldn’t. Two men beating a woman to death 
suggests business. Suggests she was a whore.

So they got that far. But would almost certainly short-shrift 
the rest of the investigation.

It was the NOPD: vaguely above Bangkok and Mexico 
City in terms of thoroughness. Gilda could’ve farmed this out 
without stopping polishing her nails. The New Orleans Police 
getting in her way would’ve been like Rich Little entertaining 
a deaf man.

This same police department caught me. Humbleness 
should be easier to fake.

°
The same thought, echoing in my skull, later, in custody of 
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the Orleans Parrish Sheriff’s Offi ce.
Even the iron bars were the same.
I ran my fi ngers up and down one. Brown rust fl aked off 

onto my palm.
Manny had run an AFIS search based on Stella’s last 

name. Nice of him, but when his Lieutenant queried him on 
it, Manny, being honest, told him. I was actually picked up on 
suspicion of parole violation.

Like I said. Third World.
So I’m sitting in the cell, reading the hack’s copy of 

Backpacking –how many fucking multitools can there be?— 
when someone calls into the hack about Boisvert’s son coming 
to ID her body.

This shit is just falling into my lap, apparently.

°
And yet, not.
When he walked into the room, you would’ve thought you 

had to take a nap before he made it all the way in.
He’s fat, is what I’m saying.
Distended fat. Whale fat. Using a trolley to get around fat.
But he was not Augustine. By any stretch of the imagination.
No idea who the fuck this was.
“Hey! Who the fuck are you?”
The deputy looked over at me, rolled his eyes. “Shut it, 

Malone.” Fat guy hadn’t even looked up. He was breathing 
hard from the walk to the chair.

I shrugged him off. “Are you related to Thomas Augustine? 
I was inside with him in Mass.”

He swallowed hard and looked over at me. “Yes—we’re 
brothers.”

The hack: “Shit Malone, why didn’t you ID the body?”
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“I didn’t know his mom. Why would I know his mom?”
His face registered yeah, that does make sense. His face 

registered it with the same look anyone else would’ve used in 
response to “The Brahminic religions, avoiding the seeming 
emphasis of their Christian, Judaist or Islamic brethren, 
implicit or otherwise, on the centrality of thought in this, the 
material world, are a more appropriate response to today’s 
technologically-increasing complexity and the corresponding 
irrelevance of Western logic.”

He went back to typing with his index fi ngers.
“Do you see Thomas much?”
“A little bit. Yeah I do.”
Something clicked off. I was tempted to say his fatigue was 

blurring my intuition of him, misleading me, but there was 
something else.

“How is Thomas?”
“He’s okay. Okay.”
Ah. That’s it. The short, truncated answers might be 

hesitance to talk to me. Or grief. But that wasn’t it.
He was mildly retarded. Very slightly, at least from this 

distance.
One of the units at the Treatment Center, A unit, was for 

“special needs” residents. “Special needs” means retarded or 
wicked old. I can spot an A unit guy from fi ve clicks off.

Can a retard ID a body legally?
Scratch that. Fucking New Orleans.
“What’s your name?”
“Al.”
“Al Boisvert?”
“Uh-huh.”
Wait…
For…
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It—
“Where does Thomas live now, Al? He live in town?” He 

didn’t of course. But if he felt like he had the upper hand, he 
might say more to the old man behind the bars.

“Not Augustine.”
“What’s that?”
“It’s not Augustine.”
“What do you mean?”
“His name’s Boisvert. He just changed it. But it’s Boisvert.”
He could’ve been offended. I couldn’t say.
A poster on the wall behind him said WEAR YOUR VEST 

with a guy in a ski mask pointing a huge-barreled revolver at 
the viewer. The hack beside it, his feet on the desk, thumbing 
through Barely Legal. This month’s. Because to the true porn 
connoisseur that was important. Apparently the girl you were 
spanking to had to conceivably look that way at the same time 
as the spanking. A subtle point, but the cogitations of the porn 
aesthete were not something with which to trifl e. 

“Yeah, I know he was born that, but he changed it, didn’t 
he?”

“Yeah, he changed it back. But not both of ‘em.”
“Oh. Huh.” Act like I needed more time to process this than 

I did. Relax him. Keep him thinking we were about the same 
intelligence. “Back to Boisvert?”

“Yeah. Lawyer said he had to.”
“Why did the lawyer say that?”
“To get the money.”
Still scanning. I still couldn’t get my hands on exactly how 

retarded he was. If I just wasn’t understanding him, or if he 
had psychotic features.

“What money, Al?”
“Money from Uncle Pedro.”
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Ah.
He’d changed his name back to legally claim an inheritance. 

It was probably stipulated that the money go to a “Boisvert” 
and not “Augustine.” So much for his Catholicism.

“How much money?”
“Five thousand.”
“Huh.” Huh was right. “Is Thomas around now?”
“No.”
You better not be dead motherfucker
“He’s in heaven?”
“No. Huh! He’s in Reno.”
“Reno, Nevada?”
He nodded. “Nuh-vada.”
LIKE THE POSTMARK.

°
I stayed in jail by my own request.
I didn’t catch any shit for being out of state— my time had 

been served.
They had nothing on me for anything, they knew it (and 

as far as they knew, I hadn’t actually done anything wrong or 
illegal—they didn’t know I wasn’t related to the woman I was 
looking for) and they probably knew that the ME told me way 
more than he should’ve. So, to avoid a minor scandal (Manny 
mentioned my tendency to whimsically sue) they released me 
from custody.

Attrition. Unfortunately the only way to deal with 
bureaucracy. What’s-his-name in Notes from Underground 
might actually grin.

Sad, too, that so many bon mots from Satan (insert your 
religion’s fabricated arch-nemesis here if not him) work so 
well as survival tools for life. We subconsciously give our 
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created other the best lines because true wit cuts. We can’t 
have that. We have to distance ourselves from our violent past 
as monkeys, as fi sh, as voracious paramecia—the species-
wide equivalent of saying “that wasn’t me that wasn’t me that 
wasn’t me,” the day after a hellacious bender where you butt-
fucked your fi ancé’s sister.

The shame is generally misplaced and overripe. It’s also a 
tiny, perfect indicator, of the scope, the lay, the sheer breadth 
and depth, of the evolution of this beast of matter, Teilhard de 
Chardin’s omega point, and its slouching toward Bethlehem; 
this upward groping of Satan back to god, to the Tao, to Asgard.

It’s a good life, if you don’t weaken.
The big one: NOPD defi nitely didn’t wait to check my SO 

status. Apparently Manny didn’t mention it. Post-Katrina they 
couldn’t check it quickly— and they couldn’t check it fast 
before the storm.

New Orleans’ motto: “If you want something done, go to 
Baton Rouge.”

Problem was, I got out about six hours after Al Boisvert 
left the station and Manny had no idea where he went. And 
he wouldn’t let me check the cameras in the parking lot for 
Manny’s method of transport, even though he said they didn’t 
work—the city council had never fi nished approving tapes for 
them to actually record anything.

Fucking New Orleans.
Al had to come back to fi nish the paperwork on Stella. But 

he didn’t say when he’d be back. So I waited outside the cells.
Reading magazines.

°
The ads in the back of Barely Legal are more interesting 

than the pictures.
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Alright: as interesting.
Alright: not as uninteresting as you’d think.
I called ten of the personal ads, and those without caller 

ID (whose readout presumably read New Orleans Police 
Department—the pedophile’s offi cial Worst Day Ever), lost 
their shit when I told them where I was calling from. I got three 
offers for money, one for head, and one indignant, slightly 
effeminate retort that he’d done nothing wrong. Which was 
true.

Al came back nearly twelve hours of this later.
Turns out he worked construction.

°
I end up asking myself how I get into this shit, but, retarded 

or not, Al had a job to get back to and so he went. I went with 
him.

The Plum Village apartments weren’t anything even 
resembling a building. An iron skeleton of maroon I-beams.

On a pink ninja turtles stereo, this whole time, we’re 
listening to the soundtrack from “Breakfast at Tiffany’s”—I 
shit you not. “Oh oh oh oh,” the whole deal.

Al was apparently some kind of high-wire balancing idiot 
savant—he didn’t even strap himself onto the sixth story (the 
top of course) beams as he was welding.

But I fucking did.
The acetylene torch fl ickered blue, on and off, as he went 

through things.
A fi reside talk.

°
Al gave it up. Al kicked loose. Al spilled.
Al gave up things Stella had said, and shit that didn’t jibe 
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with what Manuela’s mother mentioned in passing: she’d said 
(heard through Stella) that Augustine died in prison years ago: 
They arrested him for spying on kids at a playground. He lives 
near there for Christ’s sake. Why can’t they just leave the poor 
man alone? There was some investigation; they just wouldn’t 
leave him alone.

Al said Augustine wasn’t in prison at this time—but was 
in a hospital.

He’d had a heart attack— and was presently alive.
The Rage, suddenly beside me, suddenly legion, all visible 

only to me, all raising their glasses to the news, like every 
famous serial killer happily attending your bar mitzvah, 
hailing you, human viscera dripping from their raised hands.

°
Al got off work. He talked about how much he loved 

carnivals. It felt bad form to leave until he was through talking 
about just how much he loved carnivals.

He was going to one outside town and asked if I would go. 
We went. We squirted the clown head, we guessed a fat girl’s 
weight, we ate cotton candy— you could practically hear “I’m 
into something good” in the background. Al went to the arcade 
and I found the Tilt-A-Whirl.

The guy taking the tickets smelled like cigarettes and like 
alcohol sweating through skin. Prison tats on his forearms, the 
smeared ink and shall we say uninspired design giving them 
away.

Of course, all carnies look and smell like that. Pretty much.
Some guys inside traveled with carnivals to cull children. 

Guys so entrenched in their thoughts and feelings –obsessed 
lacks strength here— that they thought constantly of what 
they want to do and to whom they want to do it.
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As you would immediately notice the absence of oxygen 
in your life and do everything you could with everything you 
had to rectify it, these types will pursue fucking a child.

They’re just a little more patient.
One guy inside had 104 victims over about 15 years on 

the road with some carnival. He’d said the Tilt-A-Whirl was 
a “chick magnet.” Chicks meaning girls. A few therapists had 
mentioned this total in passing later— it wasn’t just a prison 
boast.

At every carnival I wonder about the Great Statistics Book 
in the sky, the one that has the true fi gures about how many 
kids were abducted from each fair and by whom.

Said book also gives the real deal on the Bermuda Triangle, 
the Marie Celeste, the Aquarian Gospel of Jesus Christ and the 
Akashic records (unless that was just the Sanskrit name for 
the Great Statistics Book in the sky). That’s neither here nor 
there, however.

Sexual sadism, compared to something like strokes or 
AIDS, has barely been researched. The biggest, and to me, 
most applicable area is on what’s called the triune brain. 
Research on the triune, or three-part, brain is over twenty 
years old, but no one really agrees on what, exactly, makes up 
each of the three parts.

It’s mostly just well-chosen words rather than facts. It’s 
just a theory, but it’s not terrible.

Kent Bailey, a researcher in Virginia in 1987 I mentioned 
before, followed up in detail with it, but other theories about 
sexual sadism, like sensation seeking (people using excitement 
as a drug), hormonal variations (some people are just born 
hornier than others, for example), and psychoanalysis (tell 
me about your mother) don’t really offer anything beyond 
interesting but groundless theory to explain this modern 
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sexual sadist, i.e., sex killer.
Again, just words. Few facts. No pictures.
However, research into brain activity (BEAM scans, PET 

scans, CAT scans) has begun to isolate certain areas of the brain 
that light up in violent activity. Academics say basal ganglia 
and the reticular system. Certain drug treatments lower levels 
of the male hormone and appear to inhibit violence. Results 
like this suggest drug treatment works. They suggest brain 
research into violence could grow more specifi c and better.

Drug treatments with electronic diagnostic resources are a 
great place to start researching this for two reasons. One, they 
can quickly ID areas of the brain involved in violence (it was 
the PET and CAT scans that fi rst lit up the basal ganglia and 
reticular system as being part of the r-complex—the reptile 
complex, keep up) that theory alone (like psychoanalysis) 
cannot. Two, these methods can actually slow down or stop 
violent impulses.

In other words, talk in depth with them, delve— but while 
they’re on drugs.

And you, Joe Normal, Jane Bourgeoisie, remember:
More times than you’ve probably been aware of, you were 

a hair’s breadth from ravening demons that looked like men. 
Carnivals. Malls. Parades. Baseball games.

Church.
I suggest vigilance.
I waved bye to Al, then stopped at an automatic teller by 

the edge of the gravel parking lot and withdrew enough money 
to not use cards again. I put Bobby’s puff adder in the trunk, 
unloaded. I bought frozen orange juice, kitty litter, a box of 
wooden matches, a roll of twine and an egg timer from a Wal-
mart two blocks down the street. I bought gasoline cans from 
a hardware store. I bought gasoline. I got comfortable in the car.
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Eight
Vex

Whereas the contents of the personal unconscious are 
acquired during the person’s lifetime, the contents of the 
collective unconscious… were present from the beginning... 
The shadow is a moral problem that challenges the whole ego-
personality... To become conscious of it involves recognizing 
the dark aspects of the personality as present and real... 
Emotion, incidentally, is not an activity of the individual, but 
something that happens to him. Affects usually occur where 
adaptation is weakest, and at the same time they reveal the 
reason for its weakness, namely a certain degree of inferiority 
and the existence of a lower level of personality. On this lower 
level with its uncontrolled or scarcely controlled emotions 
one behaves more or less like a primitive, who is not only the 
passive victim of his affects but also singularly incapable of 
moral judgment... In other words, it is quite within the bounds 
of possibility for a man to recognize the relative evil of his 
nature, but it is a rare and shattering experience for him to 
gaze into the face of absolute evil.

—From Murray Stein (Ed.), Jung on Evil. (1995, Princeton: 
Princeton University Press. pp. 91-93.)

Thirty-fi ve hours to Reno.
2400 miles because everybody and their grandmother 

wanted me dead –yet again— this time, because I knew about 
Montreal and all that shit, and –yet again— because I couldn’t 
dig up dirt without alerting a major criminal organization.

My vengeance like molasses.
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And the Montreal shenanigans: yeah, it was disgusting and 
horrible, but that shit happens all the time.

Like Whitechapel, London, 1888: The public scandal 
wasn’t Jack the Ripper merrily butchering fi ve prostitutes— 
it was that the investigations publicly, and painfully, showed 
how Every Famous Figure and their uncle were fucking little 
boys and little girls.

The moral man is surrounded.
Look closely. The ground he stands on is alive with insects.
GK Chesterson said morality is the most dark and daring 

of conspiracies.
It wasn’t a shocker. With all sex stuff —even Canadian— 

I fi gured that I’d stumble onto something ugly, suppressed, 
foul. I just didn’t think it would be this messy.

I remember once mentioning to my wife (at the time) what 
I would do if someone hurt her: I’d eat his heart and mail 
his mother a piece of his body every year on his birthday. I 
had even considered having to rent space to hold his chilled 
remains to enable the plan. She looked at me funny. She said 
something about evil. I said I knew what was around me.

So I collected weapons.
So. First to Dallas.

°
Interstate 20 is nearly completely straight.
Long strips where you can see the city you’re nearing, or 

think you can, for nearly an hour. You start to think that the 
Stucky’s you’re coming up on is some kind of mirage—a 
mirage for people who’ve really lowered their expectations. 
You drive faster and faster, thinking that somehow you’re not 
moving forward, not actually moving at all (the sort of visual 
illusion you get when your subway car isn’t moving but the 
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one beside you is): the only indictor of your progress is the car 
shimmying at higher speeds, speeds it clearly wasn’t meant 
for.

Reassuring, that threat of high-velocity vehicle breakup.
This from I49 up to Shreveport, and over. I stopped in 

Natchitoches at the Landing restaurant. For six bucks I had 
alligator.

I am that thing that the Massachusetts government (or any 
government, generally) is making sure you don’t see. And 
doesn’t see you. This is called consensus reality. Meaning, 
if we all agree there’s no pink elephant in the room, we stop 
smelling elephant shit.

In H.G. Wells’ “Country of the Blind,” the narrator fi nds 
himself on an island where no one has eyes. They were all 
born without them. The narrator describes all the wonderful 
things he can see, things they by nature won’t ever be able to 
look at themselves. Finally they get really pissed off and tear 
his eyes out.

And that’s not the horrible part of the story.
Eventually he agrees that his visions must’ve been delusion. 

He thanks them for the mob-inspired surgery.
I hate that story. I hate its applicability to the present time.
I hate its reality.
Feel that?
That’s me collecting atrocity— me working myself up to 

do violence.
Me collecting horrors and assuming they affected me or 

people worth affecting. Me working myself up to a righteous 
rageful lather.

Old tapes playing.
When I want to justify something, I keep injustices shelved 

and nearby, staying fl uent in them, so I can justify hurting 
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someone, justify drinking, justify whatever I know I shouldn’t 
do.

They’re like old books—those memories don’t die. You 
just forget where you shelved them.

Their ink hasn’t even dried.

°
In Oklahoma City I ate two egg white omelets at a Waffl e 

and Steak for $17. I walked around in the parking lot to stretch 
my legs while a group of pseudo-bikers (really stock brokers 
or landlords or insert boring-but-seemingly-potentially-
lucrative-in-Junior-College occupation here), sat around on the 
asphalt, talking it up, maybe a half a notch on the evolutionary 
ladder above those guys at the comic book convention still 
entertaining the hulk versus superman dialectic.

Life tourists. More of them. They’d reincarnate as ants or 
bees, loving the routine, loving the lack of mental activity. I 
wished I could hurry them toward their new lives.

But apparently I had part of my own to attend to.

°
In Wichita I found a cheese-fi lled pretzel and a cream soda 

at a Borders just off the interstate. It was empty, near closing 
time, and the only other people were a couple at the table by 
the door: a brunette and a balding red-haired guy who couldn’t 
have looked more Scottish if he tried. I kept expecting him to 
stand up and hurl a pole across the room. She looked a little 
drunk though it looked like she was drinking coffee. I was 
passively listening (look away from people; seem to study 
something –anything— else, and everyone naturally assumes 
you couldn’t possibly be keeping up with the conversation). 
When she said something like “I’m all about some politics 
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and shit,” I tuned out. He seemed to be humoring her. Finally 
he stormed out (“Kevin!”) through the emergency exit—he 
couldn’t get it open at fi rst, then kicked it open.

The sign lied. No alarm went off.

°
In Denver I stopped at a Tower Records and bought the 

entire Charles Mingus catalogue on seven CDs. I listened to 
them straight through –stopping only once when the radio 
advised me to turn to 1250 AM to hear tourist information 
about the world’s largest dung pile— all the way to Cheyenne. 
Wyoming air was noticeably thinner, colder and cleaner.

I stared into the rolling hills behind a 7/11. I thought about 
staying. I smiled to my habits.

That kept me awake and moving.
Death was slowing things down. Death would eventually 

remove the needle from the record. Death was comforting.
Each day taking a bit longer to wake up, workouts taking 

longer to recover from, the thin, cold, clean air was always 
like fall coming, like coming home.

I smiled at this, even though I knew it was a lie (like I’ll 
just have one more, I can stop when I want to, she wanted it 
because she didn’t scream or bleed); my karma wouldn’t stop 
for anything else. Not for a force of nature.

Only when I stopped it.
No, scratch that.
Only when I let it go on without me.

°
I went through Salt Lake city quickly, before the Mormons 

got wind of someone with a defi led mind going through, 
let alone a thought that they could stamp as corrupted and 
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mentally excoriate themselves for allowing into their midst, 
all in a vocabulary the Cleavers would work themselves into 
a boredom coma over.

Vatican City still has Cardinals who shake their heads in 
shame, that someone –anyone— managed to hate having a 
human body more than they.

I couldn’t stand the Mormon Church. The tenets I mean.
But I never met a Mormon, personally, I didn’t like. They 

were ridiculously nice people. With every exposure to them, I 
kept trying to pull up the carpet to fi nd the dirt, look beneath 
the mask, whatever you want to call it, to gouge secrets to the 
surface.

Perhaps sadly, they seemed to have none, most of them. 
Comically often, they were exactly as they appeared.

A complete lack of artifi ce is always disorienting to me.
Don’t get me wrong, there would always be the secret 

bukkake porn addict, the gambler (and a comically 
disproportionate number of obviously closeted

–or “recovering”— homosexuals), but by and large they 
were exactly as they appeared.

Odd, that.
But maybe not really. I knew a guy inside, nicest guy you 

could imagine, perceptive, helpful. A good guy. Implicated 
and convicted of three gang rapes of teenage girls his friends 
snatched off the street.

He just never went fi rst. He’d be sure to let you know that.
Outside of groups, he read and exercised and planned some 

unit functions, got his GED. The fi rst time he was released –
and this within 24 hours— he went out and did the same thing 
again with his buddies.

Speaking of drones and ants.
I’m not trying to oversimplify. The group has its place. It 
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can help. There’s hospitals. The Red Cross. Unitarians.
But don’t tell me there’s not common ground between the 

same feeling you get:
A) Cheering with the guys when your team scores/ 

fumbles/ fouls/ whatever;
B) Finding that Prada knockoff with your girlfriends 

that no one else has seen yet;
C) Testifying over and over and over again that you 

know the teachings of the church are correct;
D) Giving that bitch the big hard cock she knows she 

really wants after your friends have.

Are they all the same? Of course not. Are they cousins 
whose shared lineage is

routinely ignored? Whose… similarity is inescapable if, 
like Kafka, you stand perfectly still, do nothing and let the 
world reveal itself to you?

Make your own decision. But fi rst, go to a political rally 
or sporting event. Then watch a few minutes of gangbang 
porn. Don’t tell me you don’t remember a few relevant web 
addresses.

Let your brain make the comparisons it will.
I fucking dare you.

°
Outside Reno, Nevada. Just east of the California line.
520 miles in about seven hours. The car smelled like 

McDonald’s fi llet-o-fi sh and my crotch.
I stopped at a motel off the interstate because in the middle 

of fucking nowhere this one-story, dark blue decaying series 
of squat little buildings hunched by the highway advertised 
not “24 hour porn,” not “free HBO,” and not “pool and Jacuzzi 
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in every room,”— the neon, miraculously tasteful, signs read 
cable includes BBC America.

Because— Damn….

°
The desk clerk’s name, I learned from the police reports 

later, was Winnie Borgia. I never asked if she was related to 
Lucretia. Odds were if she was working in a shit motel outside 
Reno she might not appreciate the reference.

Though perhaps you fi nd me harsh.
Forty pounds overweight, charitably. Purple spandex 

leotards, obvious grannypanty line with open toed fl ip fl ops 
and mother of pearl nail polish. The mother of pearl worked 
strangely well—it came off not as polish but as vividly healthy 
cuticles and nails. Tastefully minimalist toes. This a strangely 
dissonant waft, compared to the rest of her.

A suggestion of a tiny corpuscle of style in her brain trying 
to manifest itself, like fi nding Burdick’s Chocolate in a Wal-
mart.

She knew the address Al gave me. She drew me a red 
ballpoint map on a used Shoney’s kid’s menu.

My Odyssean journey through the service industry. People 
whose job is to briefl y handle, i.e., be nice to, people like 
me. I should get out more. I should have more meaningful 
relationships. My Relapse Prevention Plan has clearly been 
ignored.

I dropped my duffel bag on the bed. Puff of dust at the 
impact. The room had hardwood fl oors and a faint wax smell, 
like a candle had just been snuffed. Like a church.

I was suddenly sure someone had died in the room. It was 
strangely peaceful.
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I got out the gasoline, twine, matches and the egg timer. I 
went to work.

°
One East First Street. The end of Al’s intel.
Four stories of yellowed stone. Tall grass, bottles strewn 

around. Gothic stained glass windows spray painted Lent 
purple.

A converted abbey.
Towels were stuck between gaps in the windows. Someone 

worked nights. That sounded about right for Augustine.
The gravel drive empty.
I knocked. I rattled a thick green wood door. I went 

around back through a fi eld suggesting a graveyard—greener, 
recently-fertilized mounds symmetrically laid out. I rattled a 
brass doorknocker tarnished black on a big red oak door. I got 
sounds of metal echoing off stone inside.

No one home.
Or no one answering.

°
A public library was less than a mile away. I waited 

45 minutes in Maps and Geography to use a computer. 
Apparently Ceylon is now Sri Lanka. A grey-dreaded black 
woman was looking up Hallmark cards on different websites. 
She kept looking over her shoulder, explaining to me she liked 
to research her card purchases before she walked all the way 
downtown and bought them.

I related to the research-based approach. A good, layered 
defense warms the heart.

I never got antsy. It was like having the pizza –or the 
victim— in front of you. You savor the moment.
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Finally Althea got up, gathered her Mike Sklansky books 
and walked out on shiny purple Adidas. She didn’t clear her 
cache though, and that dangling thing left undone bugged me. 
She had surfed exactly where she said she had.

Evidently I trust no one.
I looked up a reverse directory and found a phone number 

for the address on East First. By the stucco stone columns of 
the library I called the number. Disconnected. I called again 
to verify.

Assuming Augustine didn’t leave for work, I’d wait until 
dark to break in.

°
I drove around Reno. At nine, at solid dark, I’d wait outside 

the house. If he worked nights like the windows suggested— a 
typical third shift could be expected to start a couple of hours 
later.

Two hours later, still no car in the drive. Windows dark.
I walked on grass to the back of the house, avoiding gravel 

noise. I looked toward the back of the yard by a huge oak, 
but found a dirt niche behind two juniper bushes in front of 
a windowless spot on the back wall of the house. I squatted 
down and settled in, leveling my hips, back and legs so they 
wouldn’t fall asleep. You wouldn’t have seen me unless you 
were on top of me.

The dirt was comfortable enough. I knew I could stay 
there for a few hours without moving. The section of the wall 
behind me was spruce or pine, which would conduct sound 
better, and with my head against it, magnify any sounds at 
the low end of the spectrum, like tinkling kitchen plates, a 
grandfather clock that rings fast, a large dog.

A fat cannibal.
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°
Two hours later, and not a fucking sound.
Rattling silence. No clocks, no dogs, no natural settling of 

the house, nothing.
It was like putting your ear on a closed coffi n.
A full moon shone above and behind the house; the juniper 

canopy blocked it from hitting me. Good; it would blind people 
from seeing me in that shadow, assuming they’d adjusted to 
the moonlight.

I had stopped using my eyes. It was all tactile sensation and 
hearing. The only thing I ever heard was my breathing and I 
had to strain to hear that.

Just after midnight I went in.

°
Assume that someone was still in the house, though there 

was nothing to suggest that.
Assume they were fucking paranoid, fucking prepared, and 

every sense worked wolf-well.
If I was wrong and the place was empty, all the prep work 

would seem happily overzealous.
Any other way tended to get me stabbed.
I took off my shoes.

°
The abbey.
Through the rear door and the antique lock—a nineteenth 

century warded. One tumbler. It was black, Ş-shaped and 
salted with rust. It defi nitely was worth something. It defi nitely 
still worked.

Inside in Walpole ten block, I’d learned in a week how to 
pick everything up to a Schlage fi ve-pin tumbler deadbolt. I’d 
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learned from a 4’5’’ Hispanic who looked like an extra from 
The Chocolate Factory. I’d learned in exchange for canteen. 
Mostly candy. Seriously.

While sweeping the corridors we’d practiced on the 
stairwell locks and framed his cellie. We got said cellie busted 
to DDU: he’d been trying to drug shorty (with the aldol 
prescription he’d cheeked and hoarded) so he could fuck him 
while he was unconscious.

After this, I could pop one tumbler with a swizzle stick. 
And did.

At fi rst the door seemed stuck by something –my immediate 
thought was a corpse; Sully was right, I am grim— but I 
put my foot under the door frame and lifted it. The red door 
clicked back and open. Puff of tomb air. I opened it an inch, 
slowly, tiny creaks at a time. I slid in the slit. In socks I’d stay 
quiet— bare sweating feet would stick to fl at surfaces audibly.

For a solid fi ve minutes I let my eyes adjust. The unbroken 
black focused into shapes.

The place had apparently been modeled from a basilica, 
but nearly in miniature.

There were rows of pews in front of me, a nave beyond 
them, an unfaded spot of blue carpet to my right where the 
font had been. One of my foster families, the Shochs, had 
been rampantly Catholic; I could suddenly remember nearly 
the entire liturgy with gleaming precision.

So many pews, vacant. The eerie silence. Like an empty 
ballpark or subway station, you were left with the throb of 
unnatural absence, more disturbing because, being absence, it 
took longer for you to grasp it— you fl oated with the unnamed 
feeling longer.

I was scanning the stories in the stained glass windows 
when I realized someone else was in the room.
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°
I froze, my blood cold. The front aisle, left.
A man, large build, head tilted back against the pew. Dead? 

Drunk?
He didn’t move. If he knew I was here he was sniper-still.
Move. Over the cold wood fl oor, putting toes down fi rst 

and then heel —less ligament noise— and a more fl uid motion 
that would mute the creaking of old wood, breathing on the 
down step and through the mouth, slightly open, to suppress 
sinus rattle.

Toe, heel. Toe, heel. Creak
Wait
Toe, heel, toe… right behind him I stopped breathing, 

closer—
My hands just behind his head
He looked furious, his skin looked wrong, looked—
Pink?
Of course his skin looked pink.
He was a fucking striking workout mannequin.
I caught my breath. Gentle exhale, don’t gust it out in relief.
Check the sacristy. The fl oor grew carpet after the rail. 

Soft, cool, quiet.
The sacristy was now a pantry. King Dons, funny bones, 

dry cereal, a bulk box of laxatives, boxes of dry IGA spaghetti, 
cans of Chef Boyardee. A roach on its back on linoleum. If 
this wasn’t Augustine, someone was eating like him.

A black spiral staircase just beside the sacristy/ pantry 
door: wrought iron, relatively new. I scanned for other ways 
upstairs. I didn’t want to be up a noisy staircase and announce 
my presence on what was essentially a choke point. Too many 
angles of approach for anyone else. Too many ways to get 
kicked down from the top fl ight.
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I stayed just inside the sacristy door for a few minutes, out 
of sight, waiting to see if I’d attracted or woken up anyone.

I eeked out. I held the banister of the staircase, swaying it 
slightly to see if it would give. It didn’t budge.

Stepping up an inch at a time, the stairs didn’t give, wobble, 
or shake.

°
At the top, cracked parquet fl oors before an arched 

doorframe. Smell of unmoved dust.
Beyond, an attic studio, queen bed on the left, galley 

kitchen beyond that, blue track lights, skylights on either side 
of vaulted, arched ceilings. There was a closed white wood 
door at the other end. Looked like it might’ve been a rectory. 
At the foot of the bed was a plastic 7/11 bag.

I was walking past the bag when the smell hit me. Rot.
I leaned down. It was tied shut. Something purple and wet 

in it. I walked to the door.
I stood outside it, listening. I got nothing.
The brass knob gave in to a closet. Smell of oil and heat. 

Probably over the boiler. A few coats hanging that smelled 
like grease.

I pushed them to the side. I looked under beds. I checked 
the fridge, I walked through the whole apartment, opened the 
little drawers at the writing desk. No computer. Absolutely 
nothing hinting who lived there or where they were.

I picked up the bag. It was cold. I don’t know why I’d 
expected it to be warm. I teased open the plastic ties. A waft 
of earth.

Blood smears in the folds of the tan plastic. Entrails, 
viscera, intestines. I couldn’t tell, animal or human.
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°
Overall, it took about three hours.
I tossed everything, upstairs and down, two feet by two at 

a time. I tossed each zone. I replaced everything in it. I tossed 
the next four feet square.

Surprisingly, no rape kits. Though they would likely be in 
his car. Even more surprisingly: no porn.

Nothing suggesting location or identity. I started to wonder 
if this was a fuckpad. A place he took his kids. The place was 
practically sterile.

I only got that whoever lived there was male and had been 
there recently. The toilet seat was up and stained. There was 
unspoiled macaroni and cheese in the microwave.

Back to the fetish clubs. Trawl for Augustine’s true loves. I 
know what the man liked.

°
Four am.
I fl agged down a gypsy on West Second.
A tiny bald black guy driving, smelling like men’s 

handsoap, with a razor-thin beard. He’d never heard of where 
I wanted to go.

Louie and Spank, back in Bridgewater, mentioned it a 
couple dozen times. They were both from Vegas. I fi gured 
they’d know.

But that was years ago; the place might not even be around 
now.

“You sure you don’t know it?”
“No idea Pete. What is it?”
I gave him the sterilized version. The version that would 

help him fi nd the place, not enough to decide he didn’t want 
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to be around someone going there. Especially since he didn’t 
know the place right off the bat, and its raison d’être might 
offend.

His face just registered interested friendly surprise the 
way most people look when they fi nd out Steve Young is a 
Mormon. The look said I don’t know from that, but if that’s 
your thing.

“Hang on, Pete.” He pulled the divider shut, fl ipped open 
a silver Razr. Then, while talking, opened another cell, put 
the fi rst one down, and talked with the second, nodding 
vigorously. It made my neck hurt. He closed the second, then 
the fi rst. He put his fi nger up —one minute— pulled out and 
drove two blocks, stopping at a pay phone.

He got out, gestured just you watch this shit and spoke into 
the red receiver for a second. Then he held the phone away 
from his ear, shook his head, put the phone back, listened, 
nodded, fl ashed a disgusted look, one an apparently self-
defi ned salesman/ mover and shaker would never have let 
linger, and put the phone down.

He walked back to the cab, jean shorts and white K Swiss 
sneakers, a distinct gravity in his steps. He pulled shut the 
door.

“You wanted Legion,” he said.

°
We drove away from the moon, stopping at the edge of 

town.
It took up the corner of the block, all fl oor to ceiling glass. 

A tiny logo on the lower right:
Legion:
The cab pulled out and away. It sounded like magnetic cell 

doors engaging behind me.
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I tried to approach coolly, like I knew what I was doing. 
This was a different building than Spank described: they’d 
either moved or this was simply another place that did the sort 
of thing Augustine liked.

Where’s the door, walk around the corner serenely, just 
look for the knob, for something that seems to push in….

WTF.
There was no door. None at all.
I pushed gently on the window with the back of my wrist, 

a holdover from B&E days, to avoid leaving prints. Twenty 
years later it still bothered me to touch glass. I tried the other 
side. It was as though the whole place was a window box.

I fl agged down another cab. Back at my car, I got the 
gasoline/ twine/ timer device out and put it in the backseat. I 
drove back to Legion: and parked a block down from it by an 
empty loading dock.

°
Crescent moon on the glass. I cupped my hands and 

looked in. The space inside was huge and deep. Rows of huge 
identical wood desks with wooden chairs pulled up to them. 
Single black spotlights curled over each desk. They were 
all empty. The desks were old. They looked like oak. White 
carpet fl oors, wall to wall.

It looked like an accountant’s offi ce or a travel agency.
Something was off. It took a second to snap into place. The 

desk surfaces were shiny and brightly refl ective; a strangely 
dissonant look on the fi fties Prudential offi ce it seemed to 
want to resemble.

They were almost certainly fl uid-repellant.
Of course they were.
A sort of architectural irony of the deviant.
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There was obviously a door somewhere; I just had to fi nd 
the fucking thing. I walked around back, assuming there 
wasn’t some secret way through the glass.

A small alley on the left led to nothing. At the other end 
of the ceiling-high glass, white stone steps that went down 
to what looked like a basement apartment –below the area I 
saw— where a red haired woman in a –wait for it—white suit 
(skirt just below the knee) was standing in the doorway.

And with an amused grin.
“Help you…?” as if she was trying not to giggle. A faint 

sewer smell I fi gured was from the alley nearby.
“I heard this was… quite the place.”
“You’re sure you’re our kind of people?”
A mental sigh. “Yeah.”
“Then come in.”
Through the door, down another fl ight of stairs, and into an 

offi ce: clear glass tabletops and bookshelves, the titles in –I 
think— Asian characters I couldn’t name.

She didn’t go around the desk, just sat on the edge and gave 
me, of course: a waiver. I stayed standing, glanced over it, but 
didn’t bother to act like I was reading it. I signed. I realized in 
a fl ash what the sewer smell was. I handed the amount of cash 
in the contract over to her.

She set the wad down on the glass desk. She walked up to 
me, her head nearly at my own, smiling big. Without taking 
her eyes off me, she reached under her skirt, rubbed between 
her legs, and brought her hand back up, smearing brown on 
my chest.

“Welcome.”
I smiled over the shit.
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°
Legion was a Mark/ Luke New Testament reference. 

Procurers for uro- and coprophilia aesthetes and enthusiasts. 
It was the byline on the contract, in Garamond font. Augustine 
used to get young, new residents to give him their shit and 
piss in exchange for canteen. Augustine used to tell one kid 
that he could rape and kill nieces he didn’t actually have; the 
kid was later found Sexually Dangerous just from the OBRs 
he’d gotten on account of these stories— he had no record of 
killing kids. The story lust was enough.

The girl’s fake swagger, her bluster and bluff, practically 
blew my hair back. What was left of it, I mean.

How far into this I was actually going to have to wade.
Wade because Alice –shit girl’s given name— was giving 

me the tour and the fi rst room, well below the street, was a shit 
pool. They called it something more semantically gracious. 
I forget what. Apparently they kept it moving with the same 
technology you’d use, on a larger scale, with whipping icing 
in a mixer. One that kept it from stagnating.

I didn’t ask where they got the shit.
At the bottom (ha!), they were another goddamn corporation; 

they probably tasked subcontractors across the country with 
establishing focus groups that decided corn-fed shit was more 
fun to wade in than steak shit, or pizza shit, or burrito shit, 
or sushi shit. Or that it was more cost-effective, or whatever. 
They probably had cosmetologists run tests on dermal and 
sub-dermal reactions to fecal matter and found in longitudinal 
tests it suggested benefi cial collagen count increases.

Or something synonymous.
If incest wasn’t a species-wide prohibition at the genetic 

level, there’d be journal articles on the benefi ts of that, too. 
There probably are in Bangkok. I don’t know. I don’t read Thai.
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So: how far into this?
Places like this (whose practices are perfectly legal, by the 

way, assuming there’s no health risk or danger to public health), 
guard their client lists like Madonna with her philosopher’s 
stone, and I’d pretty much have to run smack into Augustine 
here to know he was a member.

Frustration
I heard suddenly people shrieking in pain, screeching 

addresses and phone numbers… I let it fl oat away.
It wasn’t yet worth beating the shit out of everyone and 

everything here.
I remembered the things I’d left in the backseat of the car. 

I ached for them, like Love.
Finesse this fi rst:
You can always draw down war.
All this as Alice continued her spiel.
Up a ladder, several stories, into a small rotunda with 

beveled glass instead of walls. In the distance, under the 
moon, you could see Reno’s lights. Though these windows 
were recessed, they still semiconsciously gave anyone there 
a vaguely exhibitionist feel, as if they were proud of their 
fetishes and put them on display. Even though no one could 
really see shit.

Forgive the pun.
Light blue ceramic tile on the fl oor. The soundtrack was the 

fi rst thing you noticed, though there was no music.
It was water dripping. Then fl owing, then rushing, then 

dripping. It was remarkably clear.
I said as much.
“Look in the corners,” Alice said, “There, off-white, like 

the walls.” She pointed, manicured nails with clear polish. 
“Little Bose radios. In each room, in the corners for radiant 
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sound. We buy them wholesale.”
“Why the sounds effects?”
“This is the water room.”
Read: land of golden showers. The clicks of recognition, 

mental tumblers falling into place, normally exhilarating, 
sometime sickening, now just somehow disappointing:

The water sounds would have a diuretic effect. Getting the 
party started, so to speak, or keeping it going. Or them going.

Think Augustine. Where would he be, in shitworld?
Then it hit me how to maybe fi nd him. Step one:
Tap for kids.
“Alice, you ever have NAMBLA associated events here?” 

Surely she’d get my meaning, and my being somewhat subtle 
about it would imply I was also being genuine and not just 
trying to shock her.

Which was exactly not what I was doing.
She did exactly what you’d expect someone to do who’s 

working multiple overtime to tidy the image of coprophilia—
she feigned righteous indignation at the mere thought that I 
might associate pedophilia with it. Before she even opened 
her tiny mouth How dare you sir was practically rolling behind 
her eyes, somehow with a Kipling-esque, turn of the century 
accent, relate such a heinous activity as sex with children with 
the perfectly healthy if statistically anomalous enjoyment of 
feces and urine smearing.

Like most if not all rhetoric: say it enough times, people 
accept it.

Habituation is the best friend of the experimental scientist, 
the blood-thirsty third-world dictator, and the politician: the 
big lie told enough times becomes the truth and all that.

NAMBLA was the national man/boy love association, 
based somewhere in Europe, advocating for lowering the age 
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of sexual consent, among other pedophilic concerns.
Alice was, indeed, on a verbal roll. I didn’t hear a word of 

it.
I needed her to build up enough righteous momentum to 

be angry enough to get to step two. I was just monitoring the 
tone of her voice, making sure the right note of righteousness 
was still there (funny how readily that comes to people, from 
pedophile to race-slaughtering dictator to shit-fetishist)— 
in the same way, you know, the same way men monitor 
conversations with women: not really listening, just waiting 
for the pause, and then inserting the appropriate comment to 
simulate genuine conversation long after they’ve lost any real 
investment in the exchange.

Don’t tell me that doesn’t sound familiar.
And then, right at her crescendo— add the little dirk-twist 

to push her over the edge:
“Well, I hardly think there’s very much of a distinction 

between the recreational interests your organization pursues 
and that of NAMBLA… Alice.” I practically dripped 
condescension off her name.

“We’ve discussed this quite enough. Clearly you are not 
the proper patron for Legion: and are sorely misplaced. Will 
you please leave.”

“I will not be forced out of an establishment whose self-
delusional tenets are so clearly distorted as to invite not even 
suspicion but outright contempt for….”

But somehow, she’d already signaled someone. She had 
tensed slightly and was trying to keep her eyes on me and look 
around for the presumably-imminent backup.

Step two.
I bent forward to weaken my stature. I made my eyes dart 

around nervously. I essentially dropped every trick to puff up 
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I’d learned inside in 0.2 nanoseconds.
The bouncer was behind me, I knew it by Alice’s look. 

People make the best mirrors. I knew where he was, how fast 
he was coming up and how much I physically had to fear just 
from Alice’s pearly whites, which were, tellingly, exposed.

An instant after I felt the sausage fi ngers on my shoulders, 
I raised my voice, projected it from the upper octaves of my 
throat.

“Hey! Unhand me!”
I know. Too much. But Alice wouldn’t have time to tell this 

guy this isn’t what I normally sound like –he was in the middle 
of bouncing me from a club where they like to rub shit on each 
other, he was busy— and I try to take every opportunity I can 
to sound like Jerry Lewis.

I practically curdled under his grasp. I couldn’t see him, 
but knew he was shorter than I was, based on where the lever 
of the force (here his shoulders) was. I let him walk me down 
the steps, toward the door. I slouched forward so he couldn’t 
hammerlock my arm behind my back—no way in hell am I 
having impingement syndrome surgery again. And not without 
real health insurance. I still have Mass health for fuck’s sake.

We came out a different door, one not near a streetlight, my 
internal compass saying we were probably near that alley I 
couldn’t fi nd the end of. He pushed me through it, and started 
to shut the door.

Which wouldn’t do.
And nothing will incite violence faster than a taunt from 

someone telegraphing weakness.
If you tell a man, especially one primed both by his current 

situation as well as his genetic temperament, that you fucked 
his mother last night and couldn’t get the stink off your dick 
without an SOS pad, you’d better be looking him dead in the 
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eyes without blinking, be standing up straight, have your arms 
at your sides and your jaw even with his. Stay nearly still, but 
don’t freeze—it suggests something like a rabbit frozen with 
fear, at an unconscious genetic level. Depending on these and 
a lot of superfi cial stuff (hair color dark? Facial hair visible? 
Muscles?), you’ll probably get away with it—for that instant 
and that instant only.

I did absolutely none of those things. I did it very fucking 
wrong.

His face, a Hispanic face, head shaved, black t-shirt, went 
from blank, uncontested and relaxed indifference, to fury.

This despairingly fast.
I cowered away, just a couple of feet ought to be enough—

and he reached out for me, the door shutting behind him.
Step three.

°
I found the spot, the one that would kill without sound and 

watched his eyes open, his skin blue up, his open eyes stop 
blinking.

°
And let go, just in time.

°
He gasped, he coughed, he sputtered. I held his head up 

as he lay on his back. It made it easier for him to breathe. It 
engendered a relationship he’d feel without either of us saying.

It expressed my positional superiority—you know, the 
same way you like your woman on her knees when she sucks 
your dick. Ever wonder why that was? Because your monkey 
ancestors were worried she might try and kill you in the act, 
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and you like to relax during your fellatio.
It also suggested my being kind. Which, in the moment, 

he’d feel and appreciate: he’d talk more.
It would take longer for the neocortex, which needs more 

blood to work, and consequently more time, to tell him who 
knocked his ass out in the fi rst place.

Ever wonder why after an all night bender you can feel 
anger so early in the morning and not so much gratitude, 
love or glee? Neocortex is still booting up. The fl esh you’re 
wearing follows distinct molecular and biochemical patterns; 
there’s practically a warranty.

So, a minute or two to get it working. Then confusion. 
Then anger.

So work fast.
He had an accent I couldn’t place. Portuguese dialect. 

Azores, maybe.
He was probably slightly concussed. He talked for awhile. 

He kept his head in my lap the whole time.
Unfortunately, I believed what he said.
He’d never seen or bounced anyone matching Augustine’s 

description.

°
On the way back to the Abbey, my phone rang. It always 

scares the shit out of me. Only three people have that number.
And a fourth was calling.
617 area code. Boston.
“Thomas, Sully. Long story short, Mooj was asking about 

you, I told him about your case you whiny fuck. He’s gonna 
help. He fi gures any grandpa like you that can take out three 
Boston city cop….”

“Who the fuck is Mooj?”
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“Mujō, you know—”
I had to have heard that wrong—
“—Japanese sergeant from warrants you beat the shit out 

of?”
“Mujō, you said?”
“Keep up, motherfucker, yeah, Luc Mujō. Sergeant Luc 

Mujō, Boston Metropolitan Police, fi ve foot ten, dick size 
approximately….”

“What about him?”
“Long story short—”
“Too late!”
“They got that movie in the perv house? My tax dollars 

at work, baby. Anyway, Mujō—” He’d stopped using his cop 
buddy’s nickname, he was pissed I kept interrupting him, 
just like old times— “wants to help. He was working a case 
with the Feebs —he’s former FBI— and found in NCIC a 
JD matching Naima. Matched what you described on the 
fi lm, anyway. He’s got an autopsy report about her matching 
Naima’s description, injuries consistent… you know.”

Like most cops, he hid a prurient side.
“He’s fl ying to LA tomorrow and can see you tomorrow 

before he goes.”
“I’m in Reno.”
“Nevada? Why the fu— never mind. I’ll call him, he can 

probably re-route it through the airport there, what is it—”
“RNO.”
“—RNO tomorrow night for a few hours and help out, if 

you wanted it.”
Why the sudden turn of interest, for a convicted sex 

offender you were trying to beat the ever-lovin’ shit out of 
eight days ago?

It smelled like setup.
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But, fuck it.
The shortened serenity prayer.

°
Mujō and I at the Brew Brothers in the Reno/ Tahoe 

international airport.
In the corner, beside the taps, opposite a huge liquid crystal 

display screen. Team banners everywhere.
As a fallback, I brought two things from the car with me. I 

made him meet me outside the gates— and the security.
He’d looked alright, walking out. No limp, like I expected, 

though if someone crushed my nuts I’d sure as hell swallow 
the blood and walk upright no matter what. Just a light brown 
crease on his right temple. Didn’t even look like a scar from 
a distance.

Mujō eating nachos, talking between bites:
“Female, approx. 5’6”, 20 years; two high-caliber gunshot 

wounds— stomach, chest. Cruciform tearing/ ballooning 
on the back indicates contact wounds—point-blank. Severe 
bruising along head and neck give impressions of a .45-like 
weapon not present on scene.

“Think this is her?”
He never overtly said one kind word to me. Like most men, 

he was trying to show his concern through his help. What he 
did, not what he said. He was helping to fi nd her, and sticking 
his neck out to do it.

I wanted to mock him for hiding his emotions like that, 
albeit in a good-natured way that nearly no one ever took as 
good natured.

“Talk me through it,” I said.
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°
“Vic was a stripper outside town— these photos are from 

the Gentleman’s club-slash-whorehouse backstage. 1970. 
Notice the projectors and cameras in the background shadow. 
For the champagne rooms, stag nights. Fits Sully’s description 
of the fi lm. You still got it?”

“At home. In a safe.”
“Stop me when some detail clangs on it.”
“So far it works. The ballooning from the .45 wasn’t visible 

in the footage I have.”
“That scans. He’d want to capture as much as possible on 

fi lm to jack off to later. And most sexual homicide offenders 
will focus on the genitals. He’d wanna linger on those, rather 
than her back.”

“He did. Film at the time would’ve been expensive, too; he 
might only focus on what he had to.”

“Or he was effectively making a highlights reel to get off 
quicker. It’s not like he could cut right to the good scenes, like 
with digital.”

He sipped a coke.
“This is so much easier to discuss with the victim’s family 

when I don’t really care what they think. If I hurt your feelings, 
I can just think to myself: ‘serves him right.’”

“Suck my ass, Mujō.”
“So. Her face was obscured by long blond hair caked dark 

in photos at fi rst. The blond hair threw me, but— wait for 
it.” More nachos. “Blood on mirrors and the fl oor implies 
the sequence of events: beating, rape-slash-torture, kill shots. 
Presumably the mutilation happened mostly post mortem, 
though at the time that distinction would’ve been hard to make 
and without a corpse now –says this JD was cremated years 
ago— impossible.
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“Sequence of events suggests initial intent was not to 
kill— I’m thinking a latent kill-lust was excited only after 
head wounds spattered fl oor, including dressing-room bulbs.”

Latent kill-lust.
My second night in Walpole ten block I was jumped. New 

meat. Four against one. What I remember was the pause.
Everyone had slowly fi led in the laundry room. Confi dent, 

ready. Then just standing there. Probably not more than 30 
seconds. But I could never tell for what they were waiting. 
They seemed to just stand there, ready, eager even, but stuck.

Dumps of adrenaline into your bloodstream increase the 
detail in what you perceive. The brain records several thousand 
more neural streams of information than normal. Everything, 
as a result, spikes into crystal clear resolution.

Certain senses, too, those not important at the time, will 
actually stop working. Not seem to stop working, but actually 
shut off.

When I was jumped no one was making a sound, but the 
dryer was rattling like a banshee— the spinner was broken. 
Once they came at me all audio went off.

“Auditory exclusion.”
Trained cops, in a fi refi ght, later often can’t recall why they 

heard no shots. Initially, when this research was in its infancy, 
shrinks just assumed they had forgotten hearing them. It 
turns out that their ears had actively stopped accepting and 
interpreting soundwave vibrations, or hearing as it’s called, to 
focus on killing that person trying to kill them.

Before I was jumped, everyone just waited, jammed up. 
Down to their very molecules, they were waiting for a signal 
to begin, to fi ght. Like dogs need a visual fi eld urging to start 
them, like prey running the other direction. Or women in porn. 
Notice all the rear-entry shots, fl ashing the ass at you, animal 
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kingdom style, the “come hither” mating stance. The smell 
of blood, however unconsciously, is a pheromonal elicitor of 
atavistic responses like barking, chasing or humping. It wakes 
up parts of your brain you probably haven’t used for decades, 
if ever.

Hopefully, anyway.
Mujō piped up.
“Focus, Malone. You need some Metamucil? Prunes?”
“You got prunes? They’re deceptively sweet, and so gentle 

on the colon. I love prunes. Also shuffl eboard. Also beating 
the shit out of Boston’s fi nest half my age. Also fucking your 
sister.”

“I don’t have a sister.”
“You just call her your wife? Very Appalachian.”
“Once you get used to tossing salad, is it just like normal 

sex? Do you rinse your mouth after, or is it truly an acquired 
taste?”

“You just ask the gentleman nicely to kindly wash his 
sphincter before you tongue it. How’re the nuts, by the way?”

He smiled. “Sully said you were a dick.”
“This from Sully?”
“True enough. They’re bouncy and sperm-laden. Always 

were. You kick like an old man.”
“That would make sense.”
He laughed.
“Asian women really have horizontal pussies?”
“I wouldn’t know. I only fuck white women like your 

mother.”
“My mom got freaky witcha? Man…that brings back 

memories.”
He couldn’t talk for a minute, he was laughing too hard. “I 

should’ve known better.”



190 Beau Brady

“What were you thinking?”
We had already decided to like each other. Fighting, and 

men, are funny like that.
He grinned and grimaced at the same time, like you do at 

dismemberment in a slasher fl ick. Gestured to the fi les.
“Please,” I said.
“CSU notes steaming blood on bulbs distorted other blood 

patterns. The initial assessment of the amount of blood was 
deceiving: the splashed bulbs darkened the room.”

“That would explain the maroon glare on the fi lm. I thought 
it was just some product of the fi lm’s age, but spattered bulbs 
would do it, too.”

“There was also a witness: a second stripper, beaten and 
unconscious in ICU at the time.”

“Someone, then, who never fucking showed up to tell 
anyone what happened.”

“I haven’t fi nished describing the fi le, shit. You always 
jump right to the worst explanation?”

“How do you think I stayed angry all these years?”
“So you’ve nutshelled your criminal history to a tragically 

distorted pessimistic tendency?”
“Ironic, and sad.”
“Miss, could we get another round of these?” he signaled 

to our waitress, Yancy.
“We? I didn’t eat any of those. That how you keep your 

fi gure?”
“Going out of town counts as vacation. And you’re too old, 

anyway. The cheese’ll kill you. Shouldn’t you be in bed now?”
“I do need my sleep. I’ve gotta beat the shit out of a couple 

of LVPD guys tomorrow.”
“Only two?”
“They’re tougher.”
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“Not gonna let that die, huh?”
“Fuck me sideways, no.”
“Anyway… some plastic package shattered on the fl oor near 

the body, was bloody only on top— likely thrown imminent 
to bloodshed. It was lambskin condoms, connoting the sexual 
nature of a murderous insult: the sudden realization she’s a 
stripper and/or unfaithful yields jealousy and betrayal, yields 
classic disorganized murder.”

“I don’t like the spontaneous torture part. He realizes she’s 
a stripper, he’s pure fury, he then proceeds to methodically 
rape, kill and mutilate her? In a manner suggesting a honed 
skill set? They seem like two opposing mindsets, too close 
together.”

He wasn’t married to any thesis here. He just nodded.
“I guess there really would be no better training to think 

like these guys—”
“Than to be one?”
“Yep.”
“You like me. You’re reminding yourself that we’re 

different so you don’t freak yourself out with the camaraderie 
and what it might suggest about you.”

“Good one. You read palms too?”
“What else do we have?”
“Alright then, what else do we have…Two gun-barrel-

made wipes through the blood on the mirror, and two cracks 
suggesting a post-murder lucidity: namely, self-loathing, then 
rage.”

You know, the way you feel after you come in the hooker.
“Wedding band on hand bent under her implies husband 

involved.”
“Ring fi nger was broken? Broken back?”
“Coroner’s report is vague, they short-shrifted these sorts 
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of investigations then and now, so I can’t really tell by looking, 
the way this is worded, and the photos don’t help much either. 
Take a look.”

They didn’t. The on-duty coroner either couldn’t write 
worth a shit –run-on sentences, unclear pronoun referents that 
any defense attorney would jack off over— and had hurried 
through the report, didn’t care, was told not to care, or all of 
the above.

“Okay, you got anything else?”
“It was the last shift; all the others were on stage, so no 

one else saw anything. Owner paid them all in cash; he knew 
only vic’s stage name, “Sweetie,” said she was allegedly in 
love-slash-lust with “Meaty,” boyfriend, one Damon Reilly 
not present on scene.”

“Reilly have a sheet?”
“Reckless endangerment and statutory rape at the time, 

counterfeiting two years later. Did three in Lompoc. Textbooks 
near body and victim’s lack of friendly coworkers suggest 
ashamed or poor college student. No names in books. They 
skimmed local university records for corresponding class 
loads. Got nothing. Or at least nothing here.”

“Alright, but Naima’s not blonde.”
“That’s why I said wait for it before.”
“Yeah, I was there when it happened. You just totally blew 

the fucking timing. Anyone else would’ve forgotten it by 
now.”

“So there’s a postscript,” –he’d already learned to ignore 
me, a smart one, our Mooj— “the last pages of the fi le are 
actually handwritten, and look like the original copy— 
like no one ever went back through and typed it out, lazy 
motherfuckers. The owner had come back in later, having 
remembered the girl’s gun: a .45, 1911 model she bought for 
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protection, and the witness, another stripper it looks like, had 
woken up, concussed but alert, and said the textbooks were 
hers and not the vic’s. Finally on this missed half-page— a 
footnote on blood in brunette victim’s blond wig. Actually a 
brunette.”

“No shit.”
“None. There’s some forensic work too but—”
They announced Pacifi c Air Flight 1208 was boarding.
“—Shit. I’ve got to catch that fl ight.”
He gave me his cell number. “I’ll talk to you on the fl ight, 

but I gotta keep the fi les with me.”

°
I moved down to the center of the airport’s main arteries, 

to watch people and be in a more open area. People leaving 
on fl ights always makes me lonely and crowds help. I chose a 
corner to watch them, but from a distance. Funny, that.

I called his cell number. I got the sex offender registry 
board report line. Funny motherfucker.

°
He called me about ten minutes later. Engine noise behind 

him.
“Did you call?”
“You’ve got a sense of humor like a bright eight-year-old.”
“It’s true. I’ve got a few minutes, the fl ight’s delayed, they 

won’t cut off the cell phones and shit for awhile.”
“So forensics.”
“Yeah. Shame we have no body and there’s not that much 

about what they did at the scene.”
“Nothing about them using luminol?”
“Nothing I can fi nd, no.”
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“Was that around then?”
“Since the late 30s. They could’ve used it, yeah. Not much 

need, though. Semen on the other hand.”
“Ultraviolet light?”
“Yeah, but nothing about them using it, and they didn’t have 

anything like Fast Blue B tests, or even reliable equivalents. 
Not that they would’ve used them, anyway, they would’ve 
avoided giving this a sexual slant if at all possible, it looks 
like there genuinely wasn’t one, not at the primary scene I 
mean, and even if there were it’s a whorehouse. They’d have 
to book everyone on two week’s overtime to log all the semen 
samples.”

A skinny girl with bright red pigtails walked Zero 
Halliburton carbon fi ber luggage by, wearing a holey PTP tour 
’88 shirt. “Yeah.”

“Something here about the club renting very private parties. 
Mean anything to you?”

“‘Very private’ party means orgy. Preselected guests 
screened in advance for disease, all that shit.”

“You’re like a pervert’s encyclopedia.”
“It’s true. Alright, so nothing really with the forensics. 

I don’t know. Naima as a stripper. I can see that. I’m more 
surprised she wasn’t a streetwalker or a junkie. All in all, a 
step up from my projections.”

“That’s your sister.”
“I wouldn’t have been disappointed in her, unlike the stigma 

you seem to be putting on those things. Wherever she’d ended 
up, it was better than what I did. The only way I can help her 
now, right now, is by loving her enough to say exactly what 
I’m thinking. Honesty in the end helps more people than so 
many motherfuckers think.”

“Alright, holy fuck, jeez. We can check pharm fi les; I’ve 
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just got a brief header here, overviews the vic’s tox screen: 
Benzedrine, booze, then an ellipse…. I don’t see the full fi le 
here— fucking Mass civil servants, I can see if I can requisition 
it.” He sighed.

I sighed. “So what do you think?”
“I think we’re pretty much down to pure theory. I think 

DNA testing, blood pattern analysis, fi ngerprinting, trace 
and all that shit is fi ne, and could be used in the absence of 
a confession. I think it can substitute for more ‘popular,’ 
meaning jury-friendly, information like witnesses. I think 
without all that this is fucking thin.”

“Okay, so we— hang on, I’ve got another call.”
I clicked over. “Yeah?”
“Mr. Malone.”
I know this voice
“James Ciian. We met before, with Ms. Stanhope?”
“Gilda’s last name is Stanhope?”
“It is. I have something for you. We should talk.”
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Nine
Brink

“The robber of your free will,” writes Epictetus, “does not 
exist.”

—Marcus Aurelius, Meditations, book 11, number 36

The satanic thing was still there.
James Ciian looked like a demon that had stolen a child 

actor’s body years ago and was still oh so impressed with 
itself.

Apparently everyone was following me. I met Ciian two 
hours later, and for all I know he took his time coming. He 
was probably in baggage claim the whole time.

We talked in the airport parking lot in the front seat of a ’58 
Plymouth Fury. Even had the original radio. He was leaning 
away from me in the driver’s side.

His thoughts scurried visibly, like an ant farm.
“You shouldn’t feel badly,” he said, “She fools everyone. 

True, she just glanced at the ad and fabricated a story about 
her daughter and the Swedish exchange student—”

“Danish.”
“You do realize there was no exchange student, Danish or 

otherwise?”
“Just saying.”
“Good memory. You must do crossword puzzles and eat 

fi sh, at your age.” He looked, calmly, dead in my eyes.
He had that thing that only skinny white boys seemed to 

pull off. He was thin, but there was something in the eyes 
that let him get away with shit talking me. Something that 
said if this turns physical you will have to kill me to get me 
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off you. I only saw a few people ever get it right. A simmering 
ferocity, coupled with a playfulness, as if he wanted an excuse 
to act out his inner desires with you. And he didn’t care how it 
turned out, as long as, for a minute, he got to let go.

I said, “She’s a clever one. Used the Zen picture too.”
“She is. She uses the ambiguity to create all the shit stories 

she uses.”
“To serve her own ends.”
“To serve her own ends.”
Ciian reached over and turned off the radio. I hadn’t 

realized it had been on. Ascension was suddenly not playing.
“So, deposition,” he said. “I have contacts similar to 

Detective Sergeant Mujō’s within the federal law enforcement 
infrastructure and I came across the same NCIC information 
as did he. However, you may have noticed the section seven 
and nine fi les, those for pharmacy and intra-agency cross 
references, are missing.”

“Go on.”
“Neither was given to non-federal employees, much as your 

DS is presently—” His saying DS, along with his elocution, 
suggested an upbringing in England. He didn’t have an accent. 
He sounded very vaguely like James Mason and his mid-
Atlantic enunciation. “—not from spite or interagency rancor, 
but rather simple bureaucratic oversight.”

“Shocker.”
“It seems that those fi les were housed in the administrative 

building on fi fteenth avenue and were never relocated, once 
the main NCIC fi les were uploaded. So no fi les to non-feds.”

“But you have them.”
“I do.”
“Looks like I fi nally have friends in high places.”
“Acquaintances.”
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“And somehow these fi les, they’re pivotal.”
“I haven’t said that.”
“Not out loud. You’ve got most of your nonverbals locked 

down pretty tight, but I can practically smell your enthusiasm. 
You’re building up to something you can’t wait to hit me with. 
I keep expecting you to whip a bunch of fl owers outta thin air, 
or pour milk in a paper funnel.”

“Most of the NCIC source data is iron-clad. Triple checked, 
fact-reimbursed. All the data from fi fteenth avenue however, 
was mismatched with its original source, or only matched 
erratically.”

“So you have something not in the fi le I’ve seen, that either 
confi rms or disconfi rms whose body that was.”

“C19 H21 NO·HCl.”
“Go on.”
“Doxepin hydrochloride.”
“Still here.”
“Tricyclic antidepressants.”
Huh. “Brand name?”
“Sinequan. First marketed—”
In eighty something.
I said, “That was the other stuff in her system. That was 

why the fi le scanned wrong. No one had many clothes on in 
the photos, but what they did have would’ve been wrong for 
the time.”

Fucking ignored salient peripheral details.
“But the projectors in the background?”
He shrugged. “Maybe it was a themed place and the 

projectors didn’t actually work, maybe someone liked 
antiques, maybe they did work and someone had a fi lm fetish. 
The fi le, the whole fi le, doesn’t have anything else on it.”

“The fi le doesn’t mention the place being themed.”
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“No,” he said. “It’s just a fi le.”
“That’s all you got?”
“That’s just so you’ll entertain two offers pending.”
“You always talk like this?”
“Not when I’m coming.”
“I don’t think I believe that. And can you get to it? I thought 

one of the cornerstones of a good lawyer was being able to 
clearly understand and relay a line of thought.”

“That’s a writer. A good lawyer should be able to clearly 
delineate his thinking, but only to himself, perhaps to his 
client, and then only for the purposes of obfuscating opposing 
arguments.”

“They teach you that in law school?”
“Indirectly.” His eyes smiled. “So. Since you have no 

credibility, being an ex-con and a sex offender at that, Penitant 
is willing to leave you alone, i.e., not kill you, if you agree to 
say nothing about Stella.

“Direct enough?”
“You know anything else about Naima?”
“That depends on your agreement with one stipulation. 

I’ll need you to sign several documents, to the previously-
mentioned effect.”

“That say what? I, Thomas Malone, in fact never saw 
the corpse of anyone who was a political liability to you or 
your governing corporate body and I swear I didn’t torture 
anyone with impunity into telling me the Dickensian-slash-
Lovecraftian saga of your organization’s extensive history of 
human traffi cking?”

“Of course not. Here.” He handed me several sheets of, you 
guessed it, very expensive cream-wove paper, with several 
blank signature and date lines. I barely glanced at them.

“This is wrong. My middle name is Paige.”
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“Your middle name is Francis.”
“I always liked Paige.”
“Should I add a rider that stipulates the aesthetic name 

change?”
“I’m good. You said two offers.”
“Right. While you look over that…” he glanced at pages I 

wasn’t, “…it seems that Ms. Moorer likes you.”
“Ms. Moorer doesn’t like anything but herself,” I said.
“I know. I was being playful. By likes I mean in the same 

way your cat carries around mouse corpses.”
“I can see that.”
“…and she researched your annual treatment reviews after 

your talk.”
“So?”
“She was done with you. She never takes a second glance 

at anyone or anything not useful to her. You should feel quite 
singular.”

“I generally do.”
“I mean in a good way.”
“Ah.”
“She asked that you be informed that there is, extant, a 

law fi rm that offers assistance as a subscription service for 
necrophile and raptophile patrons.”

I.e., selling snuff fi lms.
“And that they might currently be in possession of relevant 

information regarding your sister.”
“They’re in Boston?”
“They’re national. With a branch offi ce in Las Vegas.”
“Name?”
“Smith & Wren. And I see no signatures.”
“Alright.” I held out the papers far enough to begin to read 

them, then stopped. “Cute.”
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“Yes, we’re very clever.”
“A pre-written confession. Notarized by you, signed by me 

–in theory— where I confess to what now…?”
“Apparently there’s been a series of unsolved rape murders 

attributed to a serial in the larger Devonshire area of southern 
California. It’s one of LAPD’s currently open-unsolved cases. 
Would be quite a boon to their numbers, were these solved, or 
even addressed in any way. Apparently the trail is quite cold.”

“All since I’ve been out I assume.”
He scratched his temple. “Mm-hmm.”
“So I sign this, and although I can see no real need for you 

to arbitrarily dime me out on it, it still gives you considerable 
leverage.”

“Not really. It just keeps your nose out of the public eye. 
You’re utterly expendable, yes, but it costs money to kill and 
remove someone, and even more, generally, to bribe the right 
people to close the books—”

“So hire someone to make it look like an accident. Aren’t 
there people who specialize in that?”

“There are. Nearly all former or current government 
vendors.”

“Meaning ex-military. Meaning generally expensive.”
“Rather. You wouldn’t hire Martha Stuart to kill a 

cockroach.”
“Financially very prudent.”
In retrospect, it would’ve been easier to just sign the 

fucking thing.
But no one was holding anything over me ever again. And 

defi nitely not this bureaucrat psychopath piece of shit in his 
Jermyn Street silk and British education.

Starbucks Bobby used to say he drank eight cups of coffee 
a day to stay “medicated to the level of his anger.”
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Violence always did that for me. I wanted to hurt Ciian.
“Turn that radio back on.”
He glanced down at it, for a nanosecond—
And his head was bouncing off the driver’s side window. 

I leaned over him, opened the door with my right hand and 
shoved him out and onto the pavement in the parking garage. 
He rolled out onto his back. I scooted over him, landed on my 
haunches, dropped my right elbow hard onto this temple and 
felt his head grind asphalt. I looked around. No one. Few cars 
parked near. Just a minivan at my 12:00 blocked my sight.

I looked back— Ciian was feeling in his jacket, I reared 
back my elbow, aiming for his throat, slipped on grease under 
us and landed face fi rst onto the pavement. Ciian rolled onto 
this side, slammed his elbow into my ribs and used the force to 
roll over and get up, stood up straight, and scythed a shin kick 
to my spine. Blood welled into my mouth.

You can tell a lot about someone by the way they kick, if 
they kick. Ciian was trained.

All styles have a version of a shin kick, or roundhouse 
kick, with some quality. It looked like Ciian had taken the 
most expedient facets of each one. A combination of western 
boxing, Thai boxing, and Brazilian jiu-jitsu overall seemed to 
work best: kicks wear down an opponent, but punches fi nish 
things. Ciian clearly knew this. He’d pushed his rage and love 
of destruction into a system that refi ned its delivery. Like law 
school. Kicks usually only fi nish things if the opponent is on 
or near the ground.

Which I was.
I couldn’t breathe, my lungs seemed to expand and contract 

separately.
I reached for one of the things I brought with me: the puff 

adder I took off Bobby Manuela in Providence. The front 
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sight snagged on my coat. Ciian smirked and reared back for 
another kick. I whipped my leg around under him and swept 
out his rear leg. I heard and felt the concrete crack his tail 
bone. I got the gun out, pressed it against his left thigh, put as 
much of my coat around it as I could and fi red.

The coat muffl ed the shot and all we got, even in a bare 
stone parking garage, was a light snap. His spine arched, his 
face clenched.

A light caliber gun has more uses as a torture device than 
a murder weapon: initial wounds to either the thighs (better, 
they can move and won’t die, probably) or stomach, for a 
more disabling shot (if you do have to move them) without 
being immediately lethal. I didn’t really need to kill Ciian. If 
he lived he’d never report this.

Smoke smell: I looked down; the inside of my jacket was 
burning from the muzzle fl ash. I laid on it to smother the 
fl ames while keeping the gun away from him.

Ciian was made of stern stuff: his head came back around 
to face me and he just looked pissed. He pulled himself toward 
me, fast, on his stomach using his arms.

I was fading. My blood pressure dove.
He got his arms around my neck. He was trying to close 

my carotids and, depending on how long he held them, knock 
me out or kill me. I tucked my chin to my collar bone, enough 
to delay him but not break his grip. I needed my right hand 
before I passed out and/ or he killed me. I shoved up beside 
him, making it look like I was futilely trying to move him, and 
put the second item I had with me in his jacket, clicking back 
the egg timer clock I’d bought.

I’m not sure how much time I put on it. Three minutes?
He raked my eyes. My head reared back. He drew out what 

he’d been fi shing in this jacket for: I had time to open my eyes 
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and see a fat black magic marker thrust toward me. Once I 
felt the sting beside my neck I fi gured what it was: an autojet, 
an automatic syringe that injects morphine and scopolamine. 
Special Forces use them for quick hostage acquisition.

My vision slurrrrrrrred. I stayed conscious long enough to 
see him pull himself onto his other leg and fall into the car, and 
to think to myself that he was in way too much pain to notice 
the extra four pounds in his coat: a Rosary bead string soaked 
in a solution of pulverized matchheads for a fuse, coupled with 
the egg timer, wrapped around enough propellant to distribute 
the frozen gasoline/ kitty litter payload in about a fi ve foot 
radius.

More than enough.

°
It was still dark when I came to. I couldn’t have been out 

long. No one had disturbed me or was around.
Guerilla habits: I kept the autojet.
I was getting into my car on the roof level of the parking 

garage when I saw the ambulance and fi re engines just outside 
the ticket window. A car had crashed into one of the ticketing 
exit booths. I couldn’t see if was a Fury.

I went out a different way.
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Ten
Fugue

You say it is the good cause that hallows even war? I say 
unto you: it is the good war that hallows any cause.

—Nietzsche, Thus Spake Zarathustra, p 47.

A sweat rivulet down my cheek, a bamboo rain forest.
Southwest Las Vegas, south of ember glow circle.
The late morning sunlight scalding through thick 

greenhouse glass. A massive outdoor nursery, the Asian 
section. Three tiny waterfalls, two small ponds, thick bamboo 
stalks forested. Hearing water, seeing tan bamboo. A slim 
gravel path led to me.

Phone ringing. “Malone.”
They asked where I was exactly. I told them for the most 

part. I like to play How smart are you? by giving people most 
of the facts. I like to see how dangerous they are by how fast 
they get what I leave out. Personal threat radar.

They crunched up the gravel about ten minutes later. Dark 
blue suits, well cut. About 6 foot each, close-cropped black 
hair. Blue eyes and brown eyes. Firm jaws, high cheekbones.

What do I call you two
What would you like to
You sound like whores
We are in a way
Unnerving, the candor, crawling on the hair on my forearms.
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°
They described how it worked.
Higher end snuff production –contracted lethal display 

media— generally involved retaining legal services to service 
necrophile/raptophile patrons. Raptophile means they get off 
killing people.

As such, there was again no “club,” per se: no physical 
location, hence my meeting them at the nursery. I saw it from 
the Dunkin Donuts across the street. Smith & Wren were 
essentially a subscription service.

They explained their billing measures. They illustrated 
today’s procedures.

They were also an adjunct party to the contract Ciian had 
waved in front of me. I hadn’t read that far down.

Upon their arrival, I was asked to sign it if I wanted to 
remain in their presence.

I had no leverage yet. I signed. Forty-eight hours without 
sleep was taking its toll.

They asked if I would like a ride to their nearest affi liate, or 
if I’d prefer to drive.

°
The setup resonated.
An abandoned air hanger with three huge military-issue 

spotlights in the corners, focused on the center of the space.
There, under the bright white lights, were several trailers 

with the outer walls removed. The trailer’s interior had been 
designed for a specifi c look.

It was a library.
About a half an acre of shelves loaded with black books. 

I looked closer as we got closer: every book was leather, 
De Vermis Mysteriis. Cute: suggesting a dark search for 
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immortality and certainly setting a mood. In the center of the 
stacks was a viewing area.

There was a recliner and a DVD player opposite it.
They reminded me that looking through these “trailers” was 

a prosecutable offense, as stipulated in the aforementioned 
contract.

They left me alone.
The disc in the player was a highlights reel. I watched 

snippets of the fi lms, each about 15 seconds.
All guaranteed authentic—with accompany autopsy fi les 

and photos for augmented veracity.
Naima was number forty-three.

°
The autopsy report with it, actually a photocopy of the 

offi cial one, listed her as Jane Doe.
The markings on this body were identical to the fi lm: head 

and arms severed; course, wide blade paths suggest blunt 
workshop-handy tools— an ax or scythe.

Grainy black and white photos highlighted a penknife mark 
in the back of her head—hence the matted bloody hair on the 
fi lm. The angles of the shots obscured healing lines on her 
back and thighs. The patch of skull shaved for a clean view of 
the entry wound refl ected fl ash bulbs. Spiral notebook paper 
clipped to the pictures footnoted the obvious: the penknife 
entry wound was the lethal wound. There were bruise lines 
from regular antemortem abuse, probably from electrical 
cord, hence the whip marks.

Foreign saliva on the lips, untyped, suggests the perp might 
have been a secretor and indicated a possible half-hearted 
resuscitation, or more likely, kissing. Discrete blood types 
indicated the killer nicked himself pre- or post-murder— or 
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there was a third party, the coroner suggested, then went on 
to deride as unlikely—no other minutiae about the scene 
suggesting that. The blood spatter patterns were perfect round 
circles common to light bleeders standing still: textbook for 
the stunned and remorseful.

Or exultant, and reveling.
At this point too, the corpse was old: there was pronounced 

abdominal swelling suggesting what mildew also did— the 
body was buried in plastic bags weeks or months before it 
was found. The coroner also noted that there appeared to 
be, among the massive blunt force trauma, an injection site 
overlooked in the surrounding adipose tissue.

She literally hadn’t aged since I’d seen her.
I remembered something I’d heard once in a police lock-

up: “With a reconstruction artist, think of some event to aid 
your remembering a face.”

I thought up Naima alive.
I grimaced. If she were alive now she’d be dead. If not 

offi cially then on the inside. Whored out, rehabbed out, fourth 
divorced, stripping, varicose veins and stretch marks, the smell 
of drunk trucker’s oily skin on them. It was nearly certain her 
life would’ve ended long before she died.

Pause.
But that— that was beside the Goddamn point.

°
I found where police came across her body—in a potter’s 

fi eld that had been built over. Andersen contractors found it 
laying foundation halfway between Vegas and Henderson.

It was a Yankee candle outlet store.
I called Smith & Wren. For the fi rst time in my life I 

fl inched at lying. I asked about several of the trailers. I feigned 
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lust. I asked to be taken somewhere more private. I palmed the 
reloaded autojet like a wad of hundreds.

I got four of them in the same room with me.
I got the doors locked.

°
The next day, a public garden. Dewy early morning.
Once, when my divorce was proceeding I had to make 

several trips back to our old house, where she still lived, after 
I’d moved three hours south. The agony in leaving was not the 
leaving her and the city where we had been together. It was the 
knowing I would have to continue to leave. It felt like peeling 
off burned skin that kept regrowing.

The agony came in my survival; that the strain wasn’t 
actually going to kill me. That I, like every other divorcé, 
would embody proof for the survival of the death of love. I 
felt that it was better I should die and keep the illusion intact.

You wouldn’t think someone who could stalk and rape 
women could also come up with bad high school poetry.

Hispanic guy in a stand at the edge of the green: roasted 
meat smell, cans and bottles dripping with moisture. We used 
to put our reused plastic water bottles in the steel toilets to 
cool them off.

Apparently things change.
I saw the chick from the Orleans Parrish Sheriff’s lockup. 

No, one like her. She was sitting with a slender guy who 
looked vaguely like Ciian, in a black t-shirt and jeans. Silver 
wedding bands. They didn’t talk. Just held hands, sitting on a 
stone wall under an oak.

Just glancing at them got you several things: she could be 
domineering and self-righteous, he was gentler but quietly 
angry when she got that way. That that spirit was why he 
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trusted her as well as why it wasn’t working. He looked at 
internet porn late at night to see things he didn’t want to 
lower her to do. She’d feel violated if she knew. She’d never 
realize the impurity she abhorred was just life. They fought 
periodically, both tired and frustrated.

I fucking envied them.
I wanted to pray they stayed together.

°
My speech still fl oats back to me, in bits:

You are going to pay me in Truth.
You are going to confess.
You will spill your dirt. You will spray facts. You will give 

me the secret to life, your wife’s g-spot, those images you get 
right before you come, the Cayman Island account numbers 
you use to keep your mistresses in fur, and your homosexual 
experiences, with and without your wives present. You will 
kick loose Gilda Stanhope’s cell number and home address. 
You will smile manically when you do it.

You will give me personal security via information or you 
will give up the pleasure of torturing you into insanity.

You will rat each other out. You will give me shit I can hold 
over you.

You will guarantee by doing this that your deaths won’t 
become expedient. You will maybe, maybe walk out of here. I 
will fi le affi davits with half a dozen law fi rms in different states 
with duplicates of all the hard copies that back up your story.

And God’s breath on your eternal soul you’d better have 
hard copies that back up your story.

I will stipulate that in the event of my death or prolonged 
disappearance all copies go to the major local metropolitan 
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newspapers, CNN, MSNBC, Larry King, Howard Stern, and 
are randomly spammed out to every computer-reproducible 
domain name and address possible.

If I die, ever, the world will shriek with what I know about 
you.

God fucking help you if any of you are actually good 
citizens.

Handcuffs, thrashing, ironic screaming in their own 
soundproofed room.

They babbled. They gave up everything. They found 
religion.

I killed them all with my hands.
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Eleven
Still

I found myself back in the sepulchral city resenting the 
sight of people hurrying through the streets to fi lch a little 
money from each other, to devour their infamous cookery, 
to gulp their unwholesome beer, to dream their insignifi cant 
and silly dreams. They trespassed upon my thoughts. They 
were intruders whose knowledge of life was an irritating 
pretence because I felt sure they could not possibly know the 
things I knew. Their bearing, which was simply the bearing 
of commonplace individuals going about their business in 
the assurance of perfect safety, was offensive to me like the 
outrageous fl auntings of folly in the face of a danger it is 
unable to comprehend.

—Joseph Conrad, Heart of Darkness

Back in the front pew of the converted abbey modeled in 
miniature from a Basilica. About noon.

In the daylight one of the stained glass windows at the right 
of the building had been removed and replaced with standard 
glass. Through it the former graveyard seemed to beckon. It 
seemed gentle and clean, like an Atlantic sea breeze during an 
opium high.

I had parked in the gravel drive at the front, knocked on the 
tarnished brass doorknocker and walked in. No answer. The 
big red oak door had moaned open and I left it that way. I felt 
bold. It was cool outside, about 65, and I wanted to enjoy the 
day by letting fucking Augustine know I was there.

The macaroni in the microwave had been eaten and the 
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dish placed in the sink.
I resolved to wait. I was not moving from that pew until 

someone came home.
I called Sully. I told him about the autopsy fi les. He took 

it in.
“Mujō’s pissed you never called him back.”
“I murdered four people who profi ted from Naima’s death.”
He was silent for awhile.
But he eventually spoke.

°
And didn’t have much good to say.
“East Providence Police are looking for you for 

questioning.”
“Robert Manuela dry-fi red a gun at my head. He thought it 

was loaded. I kicked him. He fell down a staircase and broke 
his neck.”

“Jesus Christ. And you just left the scene.”
“No, I tampered with evidence fi rst.”
“Super. How exactly?”
“I moved the body before his mother got home, talked 

with her, left, then called her from a payphone and said I was 
Bobby’s parole offi cer and needed him. Mom assumed he still 
hadn’t come home –since she helped him duck out of there to 
avoid me in the fi rst place— and went to get him from a local 
arcade.”

“He’s a skinner? Diddler?”
“Yeah.”
“Fuck’s he doing at an arcade?”
“Nothing now.”
“So then?”
“After she left and I put his body back into position at the 
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base of the stairs. Exactly the way it was.”
“How long between his death and your replacing him?”
“Hour, maybe. Rigor wouldn’t have set in. Still might scan 

as consistent by a coroner.”
“There’s a problem,” he said.
There’s always a fucking problem.
“Slight bruising on the chest. No time for the blood to 

well up really, hardly a trace, but someone noticed it. I’m just 
letting you know. You didn’t kill him, so it’s up to you.”

“I did kill him.”
“Intentionally?”
“More manslaughter than fi rst degree murder.”
“You should stay where you are.”
“Not leaving anytime soon.”
“I’m so very pleased.”
“Who exactly knows? Can you ask arou—”
Someone behind me.
What I get for leaving the fucking door open. Stupid. No 

sound to signal me. I turned around blood slow.
A light breeze, blue sky. I saw the whole room, empty.
Someone was here.
I moved to the left pews, faced the back, watching the room 

out of the corner of my eyes to detect motion faster.
“You there?”
I closed the phone.
Someone coming up on me. Everytime I’d left my back 

open came back to me. The adrenaline pooling into your 
blood, which goes cold, time slowing down the milliseconds 
before you can see what’s coming.

Waiting to get stuck.
Trying to remember what you know about knives. Keep 

your rear hand back, use elbows to cover kidneys.



215Psychopathic Fiction

Don’t run. It would be worse later.
Getting stuck feels like being punched at fi rst, until the 

blood loss makes you light headed; the internal wet feeling 
makes you nauseated even if you don’t realize what’s 
happened. Your hands fl y to the wound, hoping the blood’s 
not black.

Black blood is a punctured liver. Death in 20 minutes with 
pressure, fi ve without.

Alarms bay, codes are called, screws running from all 
over the building, the young ones fast, the fat ones jogging. 
Disorder management at its bureaucratic fi nest: “isolate and 
contain” is the fi rst step; tac teams might move, code 99s for 
medical attention.

I was completely still.
Not sure I was breathing. Absolutely fucking nothing 

moved in that room.
Then he plopped in through the door. He stopped when he 

saw me.
He set his Baskin-Robbins bags down. He just looked at 

me.
Something was very wrong.
It didn’t sink it at fi rst. It took a second to register what I 

was seeing.
Gilda’s shelf, the books in Old German
Smith & Wren’s bookshelves of dead languages, the red 

occult symbols on the spines
Motherfucker
It was Augustine, alright. He was 35 fucking years old if he 

was a minute. He hadn’t aged a day.
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°
We stood there, like that, for lifetimes.
Both of us stock-still, me at the front of the room, him by 

the door. Staring at each other.
Finally, barely, he moved. His eyes glanced around me, 

then back to me. His head turned slightly and he glanced back 
at the door. He pushed up his glasses. Then his right foot, 
which moved back, inches. Back into the door.

He started moving. Then turning. I was still staring at him, 
at his young face, when he bolted out the door.

“Hey! Hey!” I took off after him, bursting through the 
door to see him tearing around the corner toward the drive. 
I took off behind him, peeling around the corner, my feet hit 
something and I went down—

—Eating gravel, felt it press into my face and teeth. I 
looked up to see a tire iron sweep toward my face and yanked 
myself out of the way. The iron clanged into the right side of 
my head, tearing my ear, all I could think to do was cover my 
face with my fi sts, ball up—

—the iron swung again, crushing my right wrist but I 
grabbed it, then locked onto it with my other hand and rolled. 
A body hit me. I grabbed it by the hair, yanked it down and 
onto me and bit savagely—I felt cheek stubble and shook my 
teeth with them closed. He reared back howling. I thrust my 
forehead into him with everything I had, crushing what I think 
was temple and eye socket.

He rolled off me onto gravel, and balled up clutching his 
face in his hands. I had kicked away from him, out of range, 
when he started crying.

Oh hell no.
I pulled myself up onto my feet, grabbed his hair and shirt 

sleeve, and yanked his ass up. “Get up, Thomas,” I said. My 
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head and wrists were screaming in pain and shrieked at me not 
to grip anything. I ignored them.

“No, don’t, please—”
“I said get the fuck up,” I shoved him back toward the 

rear door. “Move.” He stumbled forward, then hunched up 
his shoulders, tucked his chin and just stopped. “Uh uh.” He 
was almost pouting. From behind him I grabbed the fabric 
of his windbreaker and pushed. “Move, motherfucker.” He 
stumbled, then stopped again. I stepped forward and kicked in 
his right knee, which buckled. He stumbled forward, caught 
himself, then turned to face me, hands up, tripped, and fell 
over onto his back.

“I don’t have anything, take what you want. Please don’t 
hurt me. Look, I—”

“Get up, Thomas.”
“How do you know my name? Who are you?”
His voice, his running, the way he looked at me. It all 

telegraphed fear, but the wrong kind.
I looked down at him, shaking, afraid, but not of retribution. 

Of the unknown.
Shake him up. See how hard he’ll stick to his story.
“Don’t you fucking tell me you don’t remember me. You 

know who the fuck I am.”
“Mister… I have never seen you before in my life. It looks 

like a church, but there’s nothing in it. I don’t have anything. 
The diocese sold it when they moved to Tahoe. Even the 
graves were relocated. I’ve only lived here two years. They 
took everything with them, I swear—”

He really didn’t know who I was.
Something trying to click. Looking in his face, shit scared, 

his glasses bent and fogged up—
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His glasses.
Augustine didn’t have blue eyes.

°
The resemblance was uncanny. Nearly perfect.
“Are you Thomas Augustine?”
“Yeah. Yes, how do you—”
“Junior?”
He nodded.
Fuck me sideways in a phone booth.
The glasses clicked it. Dad had beady brown eyes. He could 

have contacts, but why glasses too if he was going to all the 
trouble of putting in colored lenses. He’d get prescriptions.

Dominoes. It all fell into place. I’m a fucking idiot.
Fourth hand knowledge, which I’d interpreted too 

straightforwardly:
Bobby Manuela’s mother hears through Stella Boisvert:
Augustine died in prison in years ago: “They arrested him 

for spying on kids at a playground. He lives near there for 
Christ’s sake. Why can’t they just leave the poor man alone? 
There was some investigation; they just wouldn’t leave him 
alone.”

I remembered what retard Al Boisvert said in New Orleans: 
that Augustine wasn’t in prison at this time—but was in a 
hospital. He’d had a heart attack and was alive.

Al hadn’t contradicted Bobby’s mother like I thought: he 
was talking about another Augustine. His nephew. Augustine’s 
son.

“Where’s your dad, Thomas?”
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°
I explained who I was. Maybe he was sympathetic.
Maybe he was scared to death of the old man who’d broken 

into his place, chased him around his house and beaten the shit 
out of him.

Maybe he was lonely. He intuited as being as socially inept 
as his dad was.

He wasn’t, however, naïve about what his dad was. He was 
a licensed Social Worker for the Reno Department of Social 
Services. Like his mother. I didn’t ask any more.

Mom had apparently explained all about dad. Maybe she 
was trying to preempt some latent genetics. Maybe she had.

He seemed to want to talk and I was tired of it. I just wanted 
to listen. I told him to lay it out like a story.

°
His father, Thomas A. Augustine, was found Not Sexually 

Dangerous by the Commonwealth of Massachusetts and 
released in 1968, decades before I was. When he got out he 
changed his name back to his birth name, Boisvert. His ex-
wife and son kept the name Augustine.

In prison he had been grotesquely fat, nearly constantly 
eating, and always complaining about not having Catholic 
lent meals, but then gorging on pizzas after lock-in.

Inside, he got angrier and angrier at my mocking him, 
which Junior had been told I did often, egging on others to do 
it too. That was true. I had.

Soon after Augustine/ Boisvert got out (pretty soon after I 
was committed), he snatched, raped and killed Naima. He’d 
revamped and refi ned his MO –but not the torture/ rape/ 
murder signature— using my boasting and mockery about how 
Augustine should’ve used better forensic evasion techniques 
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or he wouldn’t have landed his fat ass in stir in the fi rst place.
I remembered those nights. In front of everyone, before 

lock-in, I’d gone through each of his rapes (because he’d talked 
about them in group) and described in detail every forensic 
mistake he’d made. I’d gleefully broken group confi dentiality 
and in the process polished his rapist’s approach, and god 
knows how many others listening that night.

Augustine wanted new stomping grounds. Augustine 
wanted a fresh start. Augustine wanted an area of the country 
not at the time as forensically advanced as the east coast. He 
moved to Nevada.

There he’d continued the MO of dressing as a security 
offi cer at playgrounds to cull child victims.

This was unusual. Augustine, according to his fi les, was 
a sexual aggressor/ power assertive rapist, but was also an 
unusual subtype: “target opportunistic.” He’d always stalk, 
abduct, torture, rape and kill, but unlike most rapists, he chose 
women or kids equally often.

Reno Police found him at a playground after three children 
had disappeared from playgrounds in the area, arrested 
him on suspicion, and called Mass after the records check 
fi ngerprinting. Mass had him under the name “Augustine.” 
“Augustine” was a Level III registered Sex Offender—but not 
Boisvert. Apparently Nevada didn’t have strict standards at 
the time for investigating the backgrounds of applicants for a 
name change.

Reno police searched his house and found extensive 
criminal evidence, the least of which was the fi lm reel of 
Naima’s death.

They also found a freezer full of frozen human organs. 
Small ones. And a saffron bouillabaisse made from them.
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Thomas A. Augustine died of heart failure awaiting 
sentencing in the Washoe County House of Correction in 1971.

°
I still don’t know how the fi lm reel got to me. Justice, 

karma, the whimsy of a few family Gods.
Junior said his mother had seen the box with the reel in it. 

It was labeled “Naima Malone.”
My instinct is that after Augustine died, someone on the 

Reno police sent me the reel in Mass, maybe for torture’s sake.
Like I said, Augustine was an unusual hybrid of rapist: 

He’d always stalk, abduct, torture rape and kill, but unlike 
most rapists, adult or child didn’t matter.

He used moderate to excessive force, his actions suggesting 
a dominance over women in support of his own masculinity, 
and he often used a con with victims (impersonating a police 
offi cer/ feigning car trouble, et cetera). Once the victim was 
under his control he got aggressive. He saw women and 
children as insignifi cant and himself as a man’s man. In case 
you hadn’t heard, “man’s man” needs to be constantly proven; 
it never stands on ceremony. It has no confi dence.

Boring motherfucker. Textbook stuff. Even his deviance 
was cliché.

You interrogate someone like Augustine by appealing to 
his ego: you condemn his victim, you fl atter him and get him 
to brag about his exploits. You use cognitive frames and sub-
themes to build a complete human picture of the offender, 
however disgusting they may be; you do this to nurture your 
therapist empathy.

Later you get a therapist yourself to undue the shit that will 
make itself at home in your head: particularly the associations 
you’ll start coming to, quite naturally. And disturbingly.
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No one in law enforcement wants to do this. To build 
empathy, you have to build a bridge between your own 
capabilities and those of the offender/ other person.

What Reno cop making nothing a year wanted to fi nd a 
way to understand how they themselves might, under the right 
circumstances, stalk, abduct, torture, rape and kill children?

Maybe I’m being unkind.
Maybe someone sent the reel to me for closure. Maybe 

some cop went through that basement, and that freezer, and 
suddenly life seemed very different. They looked up Naima 
in some database. I don’t know what national databases were 
around then, but I would’ve shown up in them, with two state 
sheets, and Naima would’ve been listed as my next of kin. 
Sully took his name off it once he joined the PD.

Police in Reno never connected the Naima’s Jane Doe with 
this tape, maybe because someone had mailed it to me. Maybe 
they just didn’t give a shit at that point. Maybe Augustine 
followed Naima out here, or brought her here, dead or alive. 
No way to tell where that fi lm was made, here or Boston.

Something itching the edges of my subconscious. 
Something unanswered.

“What was in that plastic bag?”
“What plastic bag?”
“On your bed.”
“Oh, the sweetmeats. For the stew. Why? Oh shit! I knew 

I’d forget to put it in the fucking fridge! Did it stink? I bet it 
stank.”

A thought came to me. Satanic curiosity. I had to see. The 
scorpion and the frog. You knew what I was when you picked 
me up.

“Stew’s quite the family legacy, huh?”
“It was a caldeirada, thank you.” Quickly: white hot rage, 
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shining and far away, like the glint of a sniper scope.
There it was. Just like dad.
It all came around again. What I managed to teach Augustine 

to do, then his son’s career. This thrashing about, constantly 
reacting; this up and down, back and forth. Something I read 
once was achingly correct: we are nature’s pinballs.

Junior was talking to fi ll silence. Wine and olive oil to 
supplement some French dish.

Everything seemed so quiet. Nothing seemed to really 
move.

The pines, the juniper, the moved graves, Peavine Peak— 
Naima— just lying there.

Just still.

°
A paving and construction company off Cherokee trail 

needed seasonal help. I didn’t even have to show my Mass 
license. I made $300 a day under the table. I stayed at Winnie 
Borgia’s motel outside town. I watched BBC America.

I had Naima’s grave moved from the Potter’s fi eld to Our 
Mother of Sorrows Catholic Cemetery. I bought her a white 
marble headstone.

The upside to having no kids and no wife. I played with 
scenarios as I mixed asphalt 12 hours a day. I brainstormed 
ideas as I washed the tar smell from my white-to-gray Hanes 
every night. I entertained plans as I became more and more 
addicted to Axe body spray to allow me to enter into polite 
society outside work.

I came and sat near the grave mornings. It was comforting 
and vaguely suggestive of a family.

I could stay in Reno. I could go back to Boston.
Ma might even be alive. We could be together. We could 
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yell and scream and demonstrate incredibly poor confl ict 
resolution skills. Sully could join in. He was already good 
at not communicating, or only through insults and implied 
grudges suggesting affection, in a horribly distorted form of 
love.

I could do that.
I could defi nitely do that.
Of course, I could also fi nd Gilda.
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Twelve
Thus

I’d like to raise an altar in the depths.
—Baudelaire, “To a Madonna,” Les Fleurs du Mal, line 2

Dawn. A clear fall sky. Dew on the grass beside the graves.
When I was fi rst inside, and very young, I met a man named 

Nelson Magnett. He was on death row. The last month he was 
alive, just after he’d lost his appeal, I talked with him Tuesday 
and Thursday afternoons after count.

I was young. I had no experience with experience. I was 
trying to make him feel better. I had no fucking idea how.

So, like most young men, I tried complimenting things I 
thought were manly. I told him I thought he was icy. That even 
dealing with death, he didn’t seem panicked. I wanted that.

He smiled. I thought he had huge lines beside his eyes –
crow’s feet— though he was decades younger than I am now.

He said for awhile he was impressed with himself too. He 
said he thought he’d be more panicked than he was. He said 
he must’ve been tougher than he thought.

His last week a hack, being either kind or cruel, told him 
that he’d been given small amounts of secobarbital with his 
“special meals” to keep him calm.

The hack had fi gured he’d’ve been pissed. Nelson said he 
had thanked him.

A pavane here would only be for me.
No threnody. No altar in the depths.
Only now.
A sparrow settled on a green water spigot near a path 

between the graves.



226 Beau Brady

Only this.
It fl itted up to the lower branches of a pine, and then to the 

canopy, and then away.
I watched it go.
I stood on tiptoe.

Boston, 8.18.2006
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