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        A man said to the universe:

        

        “Sir, I exist!”

        

        “However,” replied the universe,

        

        “The fact has not created in me

        

      
        A sense of obligation.”

        ― Stephen Crane, War Is Kind and Other Poems
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            Chapter 1

          

          
            The Allegretto

          

        

      

    

    
      The boy sat at the piano - and waited. He stared at the sheet music that was in the music rack. It was a black upright piano - not new and shiny. It was a piano that was old, and that had had many homes. The music was by Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. It was Mozart's Piano Concerto No. 25 in C major.

      The boy and the piano, and the sheet music were in the living room of an apartment. The apartment wasn't smartly decorated. It was a plain apartment - with a two-seater sofa and a small coffee table. A potted plant sat on a table by the window, and the early morning light filled the room. On the wall, above the piano, was an old black and white photograph of some people wearing Eastern European ethnic clothing - maybe they were Serbian or perhaps Romanian. The people in the photo looked down at the boy. They were stern and serious.

      The boy looked at the sheet music - Mozart's Piano Concerto No. 25 in C major. He had practiced all day the day before. He had made mistakes, and he had been punished for those mistakes. Today he would play the music perfectly. His father had told him many times that music was beauty, but that if the music wasn't played beautifully - then it became ugly and grotesque.

      The boy's father was getting ready for work. He would be in his bathroom, shaving his face. His father would lather the soap in a cup with a brush and then apply the soap to his face. The cup with the soap would sit on the shelf in the bathroom, above the sink. The soap would drip down the edges of the cup, and the soapy bubbles would go hard and stay frozen in time until the next shave.

      The boy's father would drag the old razor across his face and then splash his face with water and apply the musky skin tonic he always smelled of. The boy's father would be getting dressed - putting on his white shirt and black tie, and the dull gray suit he would always wear. And then his father would push on his shoes, and then his father would come into the living room and they would begin.

      His father worked as a bank teller. His father had worked at the same bank for many years - sitting in the same seat, at the same teller's window, and doing the same job. His father had never been promoted - and would never be promoted.

      "Are we ready?" - said his father, walking into the room.

      "Yes father,” - said the boy.

      His father stood behind him and looked at the sheet music, and then checked his watch.

      "The Allegretto, when you are ready,” - said his father.

      The boy turned the pages of the sheet music until he came to the part his father wanted him to play, and then placed his hands on the piano keys and prepared himself.

      "Remember….God is listening," - said the boy's father - "Music is beauty - but if it isn't played beautifully, then it becomes ugly and grotesque."

      “Yes, father,” - said the boy.

      "You may begin…."

      The boy began playing - and the sweet sound of Mozart's music filled the small room. The boy played the music beautifully - and beauty filled the air of the entire apartment building. The boy's father watched him over his shoulder, his face was stern and serious - like the faces of the people in the old black and white photo on the wall above the piano. The boy played the piano for nine minutes - and just as he was completing the recital, he missed a key, and for the briefest of moments, the magic of the music was broken. His father winced - and closed his eyes. The boy finished playing, and his hands left the keys, and he rested them on his lap.

      "I am sorry, father…” - said the boy, his head lowered.

      His father opened his eyes and walked out of the room. He returned a short moment later and had a thin bamboo cane in his hand - "Stand!"

      The boy stood and held out his hands - palms up.

      "It was the right hand, was it not?"

      "Yes father,” - said the boy, his head lowered.

      The boy's father raised the cane and then brought it down on the boy's right palm with a crack. The boy held his hands where they were, and a thick red welt appeared across his right palm. His father looked at his watch and then left the room. He returned without the cane. He was wearing his coat - “I will not allow you to go to that school if you continue embarrassing yourself, me, and God like this! It has to be perfect - do you understand?”

      "Yes father,” - said the boy, his hands now beside him and his head lowered.

      "God gave you these talents - and this is how you repay him?" - said his father.

      The boy stood in silence while his father stared at him.

      "Good day to you,” - said his father finally, and he left the apartment for work.

      The boy stood in the living room and turned to the piano and stared at the sheet music.

      He had left the apartment and was walking down the hallway on his way to school. He passed a door - apartment number 307. The door to apartment 307 opened, and an old lady stepped into the hallway.

      "I heard you playing this morning," - said the old woman, smiling.

      "I am sorry…" - said the boy, stopping.

      "What have you got to be sorry about? It was lovely!" - said the old woman.

      The boy stared at the old woman.

      "Was it Mozart?" - said the old woman, smiling again.

      The boy nodded.

      "Will you be practicing when you get home from school?"

      The boy nodded.

      "Then I have something to look forward to - later today!”

      The boy stood and stared at the old woman.

      "Are you okay - Aleks?"

      "Yes, I am going to be late for school," - said the boy.

      "Okay - well you have a nice day, and I look forward to hearing you play later…” - said the old woman and the boy ran off towards the stairs.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            The Friendly Nutter

          

        

      

    

    
      Brian Lomas closed his laptop and slipped it into his bag.

      "Hey Maggy - I am going to head off," - he called out of his office.

      Brian Lomas was a partner and chief strategist at PB&T - a marketing agency based on Madison Avenue in Manhattan.

      "Beating the rush?" - said Maggy, his personal assistant, who appeared at his office door.

      "Yeah - I am going to grab a coffee and make a couple of calls and then try to get an earlier train," - said Brian, as he put his phone in his pocket and checked his desk for anything he may have forgotten - "Tell the guys I will read through the pitch deck for the Marson on the train, and send over my notes."

      "Have a nice weekend, Brian," - said Maggy, stepping aside as Brian left the office.

      "You too, Maggy." - said Brian, smiling and heading out towards the elevators.

      Brian took the elevator down to the ground floor and then headed north on Madison Avenue. It was about a ten-minute walk from his office to the train station. Brian checked his phone as he walked - reading and replying to messages. He turned off of Madison and onto East 41st Street and then stepped into a coffee shop called The Friendly Nutter - which was a nut-free coffee shop. He ordered a half-caff Americano with steamed milk and looked at his phone as he waited at the end of the counter.

      "Brian!" - shouted the barista, and he looked up from his phone.

      Another man was picking up the cup of coffee.

      "Did you say Brian?" - he said as he walked to the counter.

      “Yeah," - said the barista, distracted and making more coffee.

      "Half caff Americano?"

      “Yeah," - said the barista, steaming milk.

      "Sorry - I think that’s mine,” - said Brian to the man holding the coffee.

      The man lifted the cup up and read the name on the side of the cup.

      "I am so sorry," - said the man, smiling - "I thought they said Ryan."

      The man put the cup down.

      "No worries," - said Brian, taking the cup and walking away to find a table.

      "Ryan!" - shouted the barista as he walked away.

      Brian sat down and dialed a number on his phone.

      "Hey honey - yeah, I am just grabbing a coffee and making a couple of calls….yes….yes, I am going to get the 3:40….yes. I love you too honey….yes, about five o’clock….yes, Chinese….okay honey….love you, bye!"

      Brian pulled his laptop from his bag and opened it. He put in his earbuds and started a video call on his laptop. Brian sipped his coffee.

      "Hey Tash!" - said Brian as he worked on his laptop. A woman's face had appeared on the screen, and they chatted as he worked.

      The coffee shop was busy, with people sitting at tables working or talking or looking at their phones. Customers were coming and going - the sound of the coffee machines working and the baristas shouting filled the background noise. Brain finished his video call and sipped more coffee - he coughed a little bit. He read through some emails and then dialed a new number, coughing again. He picked up his coffee and took a big gulp to clear his throat - and then coughed again.

      "Hey Jerome," - said Brian to the person on the phone, and he began talking. After a couple of minutes, he stopped, and the coughing intensified. Brian tried to suppress the coughing, and he stood.

      "I….gotta….go…." - he said to the person on the phone, and he hung up.

      Brain stood and coughed, and some people turned to look at him - and then he stopped coughing, and he collapsed.

      "Oh my god!" - said a woman.

      Brain lay on the floor and gripped his throat. His face was turning blue. A man came over and kneeled beside him and took hold of his hands - asking him if he was okay. Brian looked at the man through strained and desperate eyes. The man turned to the counter staff - and told them to call an ambulance.

      More people began crowding around Brian. The man stood and stepped back, and Brian lay on the floor holding his throat. It took another 8 minutes for the paramedics to arrive, and when they did, Brian Lomas was unconscious.

      "Step back, step back!" - said the paramedics as they entered the coffee shop. They checked Brian's eyes and then his pulse.

      "I got a DNR,” - said one of the paramedics, holding up Brian's wrist.

      Around Brian's wrist was a silver elasticated do not resuscitate bracelet.

      "I have a pulse," - said the other paramedic.

      The paramedics put an oxygen mask on Brain, and then he was put on a gurney and strapped to it. Brian was wheeled out of the coffee shop and put in the back of the ambulance, and they headed to the hospital. Brian Lomas’ time of death was recorded as 3:17 PM. At the hospital, the paramedics pushed Brian's corpse into the emergency room, and the paperwork was completed. Brain's body was transferred to a new trolley, and the hospital orderlies wheeled Brian away to the hospital's morgue.
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            They Come to me…

          

        

      

    

    
      I used to teach the piano at a music school in Hell's Kitchen owned by a man called Mr. Strelkov. They would come to me - to teach their children to play the piano. Their fat and ugly and ill-mannered and indulged children. They imagined that their children will play beautiful music - that their children will be something special. They imagine that their children are gifted - and that they will bring the notes on the sheets of music to life and the sound will be so sweet and lovely to listen to.

      Their children are not gifted. Playing the piano to them is an item to be checked off of a list - a thing to do. They will buy a piano and they will talk to their fat and ugly and ill-mannered and indulged friends about how their child is learning to play the piano. But they are not gifted - they are not like me.

      I would sit beside one of their children - and they will play the piano and it will sound gruesome. Like the sound of an animal being butchered - like a pig having its throat slit. The sound they would make as they played would make my skin crawl and I imagined slamming the fallboard down on their fat sausage-like fingers as they butcher the music. I imagined slamming down on their fingers - and cutting their fingers off so that they can never play the piano again. I imagine strangling them - and watching them die.

      By the time I was ten, I could play a piano concerto - and make beautiful music. I could make beautiful music that would fill the air with joy and happiness. I could make music so sweet that it would make your eyes watery. I was offered a full scholarship to The Juilliard School. They said I was the most gifted and talented pianist they had ever met. They said I was a prodigy!

      I would look at these children and their ugly parents and they disgust me. They have no talent - no artistry, and no passion for what they do. The ugly mothers would complain to me - that their ugly daughters were not making progress, and I would think that you are asking too much of this simple child. You are asking a penguin to fly - asking a penguin to soar through the clouds and to fly high above mountains. Your daughter, I would think - cannot make progress as she has reached her limits. Do not expect too much of your flightless bird, dear mother, do not expect your flightless bird to soar so very high. Be happy with your simple child. I did not say this - but I would think it.

      Instead, I would ask - has your daughter been practicing, as we have discussed?

      And then there will be the excuses - that she is very busy at school and at her riding lessons and with the drama classes and with the modern dance classes and the pottery. And I would smile and say that without practice, it will be difficult to make progress.

      I would tell them how I used to practice every day and all weekend. I should have told them how my father whipped me for making even the slightest of mistakes. I should tell them how my father refused to let me go to the Juilliard School because I might make just one mistake and embarrass him and God. I should tell them that they should consider whipping their own child as well - and then I think that I should also offer them a whipping.

      Imagine being so stupid that you pay someone to teach your fat and ugly child to play the piano - and then that person you have paid tells you that your fat and ugly child will not make progress unless they practice. And then you complain about your fat and ugly child not making progress because you haven't made them practice. You prefer to indulge your fat and ugly child - and to make excuses for them.

      And that is why, dear mother, your flightless bird will never soar through the clouds.

      One day Mr. Strelkov told me that it wasn't working out, and he told me there had been complaints about me, and I stopped teaching the piano.
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            Suspicious

          

        

      

    

    
      Detective Palmerston arrived at Bellevue Hospital and showed her badge to the receptionist at the medical examiner's office.

      She waited in the reception of the medical examiner's office - and then a doctor came through, wearing blue hospital scrubs and a hair net.

      "Good morning doc," - said Detective Palmerston, looking up from her phone.

      "Detective," - said the doctor - "Come on through."

      Detective Palmerston stood and followed the doctor through to his office.

      "Soooo," - said the doctor, sitting down.

      "So?" - said Detective Palmerston, sitting opposite the doctor.

      "Deceased is one Brian Lomas, of Greenwich, Connecticut. The cause of death was asphyxiation caused by a laryngospasm."

      "What is a laryngospasm?"

      "A laryngospasm is caused by an allergic reaction. The allergic reaction will cause swelling to the vocal cords, which leads to a blockage of airways - leading to suffocation and then death. The deceased had a severe nut allergy - and the cause of the laryngospasm appears to have been brought on by ingesting peanuts or some peanut byproduct."

      "I was told this was a suspicious death, doc?"

      "The deceased was wearing this…." - the doctor handed over a silver elasticated do not resuscitate band in a plastic bag - "The hospital contacted the deceased's next of kin and informed them that they had died and that as per the deceased's instructions, no attempt was made to resuscitate them."

      "And?"

      "The deceased - according to the next of kin - does not wear a DNR band."

      Detective Palmerston held the plastic bag up and looked at the band.

      "I am recording this death as suspicious - and now it is all yours, detective," - said the doctor, standing. - "File is at reception, along with the rest of the deceased's personal effects. The next of kin is coming to see the body later today, now if you will excuse me."

      The doctor left the office, and Detective Palmerston stared at the band in the plastic bag.

      Detective Stella Palmerston worked on the homicide squad at the New York Police Department. Normally she would investigate a shooting or a stabbing - not someone dying of a peanut allergy. She placed the plastic bag with the band in her pocket and returned to reception. She signed for the box with Brian Lomas’ personal effects and the copy of the medical examiner's report. Stella flicked through the medical examiner's report and the report from the paramedics. She pulled out her phone and dialed a number - "Hello, Mrs. Lomas?"

      Stella passed on her condolences to Brian Lomas’ widow and arranged to meet at the station later this afternoon.

      Stella took the box containing Brian Lomas' effects and the reports and left the hospital - and headed uptown to The Friendly Nutter coffee shop.
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      "That is terrible!" - said the manager and owner of The Friendly Nutter, shocked when he heard that Brian Lomas was dead.

      Stella was sitting in the back office with him.

      "I knew Brian quite well!" - said the manager.

      "How did you know Mr. Lomas?" - said Stella.

      "Well - Brain writes a nut-free blog about the best places to go in New York if you have a nut allergy. It's called Nuts about New York, and he wrote about us - anyways, he came in here nearly every day on the way from the station or when he was heading home. He would come here and work sometimes - this is just so sad. Was it a heart attack?"

      "No, Mr. Lomas suffered a laryngospasm and…."

      "I know what a laryngospasm is - I have a nut allergy as well. My god - that is terrible!"

      "The medical examiner believes that Mr. Lomas ingested something with peanuts in it moments before he died, and…."

      "Not from here he didn’t," - said the manager - "We are absolutely nut free!"

      Stella stared at the manager and looked back at her notes - "Do you have CCTV?"

      "Yes - on the front door and on the street,” - said the manager.

      "Can I have a look at it?”

      The manager found the recording - and played back the scene of Brian Lomas arriving at the coffee shop. He could be seen walking up East 41st Street and then coming into the cafe. The other recording showed him entering the cafe and holding the door for the man coming in behind him.

      "Nothing of the counter?" - said Stella.

      "No - it's an invasion of privacy to record my staff when they work," - said the manager.

      "Keep playing it," - said Stella.

      The recording played, and then some people could be seen standing and looking towards the other side of the cafe. A man could be seen leaving the cafe - the same man Brian Lomas held the door for when he arrived, wearing an MIT jacket, a black baseball cap, and sunglasses. And then the paramedics arrived, and Brian Lomas could be seen being wheeled out of the cafe after this.

      "This is terrible," - said the manager.

      "Can you rewind the recording?" - said Stella - "To when Mr. Lomas arrives.”

      The manager rewound the recording.

      "Stop there…" - said Stella - "The guy behind Mr. Lomas, do you recognize him - wearing the MIT jacket?”

      The manager studied the screen and shrugged - "No, I don't."

      "Do you have the names of the staff who were working yesterday?"

      "Of course," - said the manager, and Stella had him write down their names in her notepad.

      "I need a copy of this recording as well," - said Stella.

      The manager copied the recording and gave it to Stella, and then she left The Friendly Nutter and headed back to the station.
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      "There is a Mrs. Lomas here to see you," - said a uniformed officer standing by Stella's desk.

      "Thanks Luiz," - said Stella as she stood and picked up her notebook. Stella walked to the station’s reception and found Mrs. Lomas. She took Mrs. Lomas to an interview room and got her some water.

      "I am very sorry for what has happened to your husband, Mrs. Lomas," - started Stella.

      Rachel Lomas’ eyes were red, and she looked exhausted.

      "I don't understand what has happened," - said Rachel - "You are a homicide detective, what happened with Brian?"

      "We investigate all deaths, Mrs. Lomas - that the medical examiner deems suspicious. At this stage, we don't believe there was foul play, but we want to understand a few things."

      Rachel nodded and sipped her water.

      "The do not resuscitate band your husband was wearing - you told the hospital that your husband did not wear one, is this right?"

      Rachel nodded - "He never wore anything like that, I don't know where that came from. It killed him - if the paramedics could have treated him, then he would be alive…."

      Stella stared at Rachel as she broke down crying - and passed her a box of tissues. Stella waited until Rachel had composed herself - and then continued.

      "Is it possible, Mrs. Lomas - that your husband kept the do not resuscitate band without your knowledge?"

      Rachel shook her head - "No, it is not possible."

      Stella made some notes - "Did your husband have any enemies - have there been any issues with anyone, or any problems, or has anyone made threats against you or your husband?"

      Rachel shook her head - "No, nothing. Brian was very well-liked."

      "Did your husband have any problems at work?"

      No again.

      "Can you think of anyone who may have wished to harm your husband?"

      "No detective - I have told you, my husband was very well-liked. He didn't have any problems at work, and no one made any threats to him. I don't understand any of this!"

      Rachel started crying again, and the interview wrapped up. Stella told Mrs. Lomas that she would be in contact and would arrange for her husband's personal effects to be delivered once she was finished with them.

      Stella saw Mrs. Lomas out of the station - and returned to her desk. She started going through Brian Lomas’ things - when a man walked up behind her.

      "Hey Palmerston - I hear they have your suspect down in central holding."

      Stella continued going through Brian Lomas’ things - “Oh really, Mac?"

      "Yeah - short guy, white gloves, monocle, cane, and a top hat . Body shaped like a peanut!"

      The other detectives around Stella all laughed.

      “You're a funny guy, Mac!" - said Stella, smiling to herself.

      "Is this case going to be a hard nut to crack, Stella?" - said another detective, and there was more laughter.

      "Hey Stella," - said another detective - "Ignore these guys. Their stupid jokes will drive you nuts!"

      More laughter.

      "Hey will you guys calm it down," - said a detective, walking over - "You see what happens Stella - you pay peanuts, you get monkeys!"

      "This perp hasn't got a chance," - said another detective - "Detective Palmerston always “cashews” her man!"

      The laughter and the jokes continued.
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      Stella was back at The Friendly Nutter - and was talking to the barista who had served Brian Lomas.

      "Am I, like, in trouble or something?" - said the barista.

      Stella smiled at the man - "No, we just want to know if anything strange happened when Mr. Lomas visited here the other day."

      "Strange?"

      "Yes - did you see Mr. Lomas talking to anyone?"

      "No - but in all honesty, I wasn't paying attention. I was working, and it was kinda busy."

      "Do you know Mr. Lomas?"

      "Oh yeah - he is always coming in. Half caff Americano with steamed milk."

      "The day in question - was Mr. Lomas with anyone?"

      The barista shrugged.

      "Mr. Lomas has a severe nut allergy, can you think of how peanuts or peanut byproducts might have found their way into Mr. Lomas’ drink?"

      "I don't know anything about that - we don't allow any nut products in the coffee shop. That is, like, a super strict rule. We, like, have to sanitize ourselves before we start our shifts so that we are not, like, carrying any nut stuff on us."

      "What about this guy?" - said Stella, handing the barista a printout of the man Brain Lomas held the door for.

      The barista looked at the printout - "Oh yeah - I remember that guy. There was a mix-up with their drinks."

      "A mix up?" - said Stella.

      "Yeah, like, I called out Brian - and, like, this guy thought I called Ryan - and he picked up the wrong drink."

      "So he picked up Mr. Lomas’ drink?"

      "I guess?"

      "And - was there an argument?"

      "No, I think they, like, sorted it out. Like, Brain and Ryan can sound kinda similar, I guess."

      "And have you seen this guy - Ryan - before?"

      The barista looked at the printout again - and shook his head.
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      "So what you got, Palmerston?" - said the Lieutenant, sitting in his office and sipping coffee from a paper cup.

      "Well, not much - but this is what I think happened…” - said Stella, flipping over some pages in her notebook - “The deceased, Mr. Lomas, left his office on Madison Avenue at about 2 PM and walked to East 41st Street. He enters The Friendly Nutter coffee shop at about 2:30 - and orders a coffee. There is a mix-up at the counter - and some guy called “Ryan” takes the deceased's drink. They sort this out - and the deceased gets his drink back and takes a table. He calls his wife, and they chat. Then he does some work and then makes another call, and then he starts coughing. He then collapses, and someone - one of the customers - checks on him, and the staff call an ambulance. The paramedics arrive and find the deceased is wearing a DNR - so they put him on oxygen and get him over to Bellevue. He died in the ambulance at 3:17. Now this is where things get a bit crazy - the medical examiner says that he had consumed either peanuts or peanut byproducts just before he died, which caused his throat to swell up and block his airways, killing him. The deceased was super allergic to peanuts - and that's why he only ever went to The Friendly Nutter coffee shop - it is 100% nut free. And - the DNR band the deceased was wearing, his wife says that he never wore one!"

      "So?" - said the Lieutenant.

      "So - either it is just one big crazy cluster fuck, or this guy…." - Stella handed the Lieutenant the printout of “Ryan” - "Put something in the deceased's coffee, which killed him."

      "And the DNR?"

      Stella shook her head.

      "How much more are you going to give this?" - said the Lieutenant.

      "I don't know - it sounds crazy, like a fucking hit - a fucking hit with fucking peanuts!"

      "It does sound crazy - and I got fresh bodies on the street, and gang bangers and thugs and all kinds of crazies killing people with guns and knives - not snacks!" - said the Lieutenant - "And that's what the Captain cares about because that's what the Commissioner cares about because that is what the Mayor cares about - so that's what I care about. Put this one to bed in the ‘who the fuck knows what happened’ file - and move on Palmerston."

      "Yes sir." - said Stella, and she left the Lieutenant's office and returned to her desk.

      "Hey Stella," - shouted a detective as she sat down - "Why do squirrels swim on their backs? They like to keep their nuts dry!"

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            I Watched Her…

          

        

      

    

    
      I watched her enter the coffee shop - the police officer. Or should I say - the detective. I wonder what she will detect. I watched her speaking to the manager - and taking notes. I wonder what those notes said. I wonder if they were insightful notes - or notes with lots of question marks after statements - would her notebook have “motive????” written in it?

      She was mildly attractive - with her detective suit and her detective shoes and detective haircut. She has blonde hair - that she doesn't look after, and pale skin that needs more moisturizing. In another life, she could have been a housewife or a stay-at-home mom - with fat and ugly children who would take piano lessons. She would complain that her daughter isn't making progress.

      Detectives do not like crimes where they have to detect things. They like crimes where the perpetrator is stupid - and solving the crime is easy. They like perpetrators who kill someone they know and who leave incriminating evidence at the scene - or who get caught in the act by witnesses. Detective work is all about prioritization. Where does a man dying from a nut allergy fall in the New York police department's priorities? Compared to a psychopath with a butcher's knife - slashing someone in Central Park? Or a crackhead attacking people at a subway station? Or gang members who are shooting each other?

      I think that the detective in her detective suit and her detective shoes and her detective haircut simply has a list of events and question marks. The man left work. The man called his wife. The man sipped his coffee. The man collapsed. The man died. And lots of question marks.

      Time is the greatest enemy of the police. After a violent crime, such as murder, has occurred, there is a window - the police call this the first forty-eight - where they have the best chance of solving the crime. Most violent crimes, such as murder, are committed by people who know the victim - and this works in the police’s favor. Women are normally murdered by a close family member - such as a husband or a lover or a brother. Very few people are murdered by strangers - so the police will quickly work out who the victim was recently in contact with - and the chances are they will have found the killer.

      The police need a few things before they can start coming up with a short list of suspects. Firstly, they need a motive. The police will need to answer the question of why was this person killed?

      Were they killed in an argument with their drug dealer over the quality of the methamphetamine they are addicted to? Were they killed by their jealous lover because they had been copulating with Tony from the grocery store? Were they killed by their spouse to get the life insurance policy?

      Once the police have the motive, they will then work on opportunity. Did the person with the motive have the opportunity to murder someone? Was the meth dealer at his aunties eating meatloaf and mashed potatoes at the same time as the addict was shot? Was the jealous lover playing cards with his buddies when his girlfriend was strangled? Was the suburban housewife playing Bridge with her friends when her husband was beaten to death with a baseball bat?

      Once motive and opportunity have been resolved - the police will have a suspect. And once they have a suspect, they will begin their investigation of that suspect - and they will make an arrest.

      Normally - all of this would take place in the first forty-eight hours. The chances of solving a homicide drop drastically if a suspect hasn’t been identified in the first forty-eight hours. People forget what they have seen. People forget to make that call with the information the police will find useful. People move on, and so do the police.

      So our blonde detective with her detective suit and her detective shoes and her detective haircut will have lots of notes and lots of question marks - and not much else.

      Something will not add up. It will be the bracelet - that will be the thing that will stand out. Sitting at the center of all those notes and all those question marks will be the bracelet. And our detective will know that something is not right - but she will not have a motive, and she will not have opportunity, and she will not have a suspect.

      All she will have are notes and question marks - and then she will move on.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Stella

          

        

      

    

    
      Detective Stella Palmerston’s first marriage had dissolved 12 years ago. Stella had married her high school sweetheart - and they had had a good life. They were happy for a while - for a long while. They built a home together, and they had two children. Two daughters - Megan and Brittney.

      And then Stella had found out about his affair - and they had tried to work through it. He had said that he felt abandoned, that Stella worked so many hours and he was left to raise the kids - and that he had been lonely. Stella had blamed herself and made promises about changing. They went into couple’s therapy, and Stella made promises about working less - and for a while, things looked like they had worked out. And then Stella found out about the other affairs and the visits to the massage parlors. And then he left, and Stella was alone with her daughters for a while. Her daughter’s got older - and then they headed off to college, and then they got jobs. Megan lived in Seattle and worked for Microsoft, and Brittney lived in Chicago and worked for a law firm.

      Stella’s second marriage lasted three years - and she had been happy for a while. He was a cop, and it made sense. They worked shifts - and they would see each other a couple of days a week for a few hours. And then Stella didn’t see him for a week - work was just crazy. And then something came up, and they had to cancel plans - and then he said it wasn’t working out for him. He said it wasn’t Stella’s fault - he said it was the job. He said everything was so fucked up that no one was to blame. He said he loved Stella - and then he packed his stuff up, and he went to stay with a buddy, and they agreed that they would stay friends and that there were no hard feelings.

      And now Stella’s third marriage was ending. That wasn’t true - her marriage had ended a long time ago. Today, it was just the formality of the paperwork to say that, legally, the marriage had ended. He was a paramedic. They had married and honeymooned at an adults-only resort in the Bahamas, and for a while, they truly loved each other. But her shifts and his shift and the endless immersion into the world of seeing humanity at its most vulnerable and most violent took a toll. And after a while, that love became missed messages and missed dates, and they became strangers - and then he moved out, and now she sat in her lawyer’s office and signed the divorce papers, and Stella’s third marriage was over.

      After Stella had finished at her lawyer’s, she went to a bar and ordered a ham and cheese on rye and a beer. Stella chewed on the crunchy pickle spear as she watched the 24-hour local news station. The headline story was about a man arrested in the Bronx. The man was a crackhead, and he had placed his infant baby in the microwave and killed him. The faces of crying women could be seen on the TV screen. The women were being held behind police tape - and uniformed police officers were trying to keep them away from the crime scene.

      Stella sipped her beer and shook her head. Stella’s phone rang, and she looked at the screen and then answered it.

      “Detective Palmerston?” - said a voice.

      “Yes,” - said Stella, taking a bite of her sandwich.

      “This is Dr. Biel - over at the city’s medical examiner’s office,” - said the voice on the phone.

      Two years had passed since the events at The Friendly Nutter and the suspicious death of Brian Lomas.

      “Okay,” - said Stella as she chewed her sandwich.

      “We met a couple of years ago,” - said Dr. Biel - “There was a body - died from laryngospasm resulting from ingesting peanuts or peanut byproducts.”

      “Okay - yes, I remember it,” - said Stella, wiping her mouth with a paper napkin.

      “Well - I have another one for you, detective.” - said Dr. Biel.
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      Stella sat in Dr. Biel’s office, waiting for the him. The door opened and Dr. Biel walked in and sat down at his desk. He opened a bottle of sparkling French mineral water and took a sip.

      “Female, caucasian, 65,” - said Dr. Biel. taking another sip of water and then picking up a folder and looking inside - “The deceased died from asphyxiation caused by laryngospasm, brought on by the apparent ingestion of shellfish. The deceased had an extreme shellfish allergy.”

      “And a bracelet?” - said Stella.

      “And a bracelet…” - continued Dr. Biel - “The deceased was wearing a silver do not resuscitate bracelet. Paramedics attended the scene, found the bracelet - and transferred the deceased to Midtown, where she was pronounced dead. The hospital contacted the deceased’s next of kin, and they….”

      “And they said the deceased didn’t wear a DNR bracelet?” - said Stella.

      “…And the next of kin said that the deceased didn’t wear a DNR bracelet.” - said Dr. Biel, holding up a plastic bag with a silver do not resuscitate bracelet inside of it - “We took a sample from the deceased’s stomach - and it looks like they had ingested vodka about 300 milliliters of what I would guess is Clamato juice…”

      “Clamato juice…?” - said Stella, taking the plastic bag from the doctor and studying it.

      “Yes, Clamato juice. Basically, a blend of reconstituted tomato juice concentrate, corn syrup, spices, and clam broth. It’s popular in Canada.”

      “Clam broth…” - said Stella, her face looking puzzled..

      “Shellfish, detective. For the deceased, she may as well have drank cyanide.” - said Dr. Biel - “So this one is suspicious, just like the other one, and is now all yours, detective.”
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      Hemingway’s was a high-end bar and eatery that was purposefully designed to look like a grimy low-end dive bar and eatery. The walls were hung with faded black and white photographs and newspaper clippings about Earnest Hemingway. There were bookshelves stocked with old and dusty books written by F. Scott Fitzgerald, John Dos Passos, James T. Farrell, Erskine Caldwell, Richard Wright, John Steinbeck, and, of course, Earnest Hemingway.

      It was busy in Hemingway’s - and the after-work crowd was slowly filling in the slots at the bar, and the tables were filling up with couples and groups who were ordering drinks, smoking cigarettes, and laughing after a hard day in the office.

      “Mr. Wolinski?” - said Stella to the barman.

      The barman pointed to a man sitting at the end of the bar, who was reading a newspaper and smoking a cigar. A tall glass of beer sat on the bar beside him. Stella thanked the barman and then walked to the end of the bar and sat down beside the man. She took her badge out of her bag and held it before the man’s face as he read the newspaper. The man lowered the newspaper and then folded it up, and he smiled at Stella and puffed his cigar, and took a sip of beer.

      “What can I do for you today, detective?” - said the man, smiling.

      “You are Pat Wolinski, the manager here?” - said Stella, placing her badge back in her bag.

      “I am Pat Wolinski, and I am the manager here.” - said Pat Wolinski.

      “You knew Ethel - Ethel Steinberger?” - said Stella.

      Pat’s expression changed to one of sorrow - “I knew Ethel. She was a regular here for longer than I have worked here - and that’s like 20 years! It's so tragic.”

      Stella took her notepad from her bag - “Mrs. Steinberger had an extreme allergy to shellfish, Mr. Wolinski.”

      “Oh, I know she did - believe me, I know she did!” - said Pat.

      “How did you know?” - said Stella, making notes in her notepad.

      “Because…” - said Pat - “Mrs. Steinberger told everyone she could that she had a shellfish allergy - and she had a special spot on the bar where no shellfish were ever allowed to be served.”

      Stella made more notes.

      “The medical examiner has stated the cause of death for Mrs. Steinberger is laryngospasm. Mrs. Steinberger’s throat closed up, and she suffocated from an allergic reaction to shellfish - specifically clam-broth, one of the ingredients of Clamato juice.”

      “We don’t serve Clamato juice here, detective. Mrs. Steinberger came in here and ordered a double spicy Bloody Mary, just like she always did. Clamato juice makes a Caesar - and we don’t sell Caesars here at Hemingway’s!”

      Stella made some more notes. She took the names of all the employees who were working at Hemingway’s the day that Mrs. Steinberger died and asked to see the CCTV video tapes from the same day.

      Stella sat in Pat’s office and watched the videos of the day. The bar opened at 11 AM, and Mrs. Steinberger had arrived at Hemingway’s at 12:05 PM. She had sat at the bar, in her special shellfish-free zone, ordered a drink from the barman and lit a cigarette, and sat and read the New York Times.

      The barman brought Mrs. Steinberger her drink, which she had sipped - and then about 15 minutes later, Mrs. Steinberger had collapsed. A customer could be seen coming over to her wearing an MIT jacket, and then the barman came around the other side of the bar - and then the paramedics came, and then it was all over.

      Stella rewound the CCTV to earlier in the day - and the early shift could be seen arriving. Pat Wolinski arrived, and he had a tray of coffee and fresh bagels, and whipped cream cheese for the staff. The lights were turned on, and a worker mopped the floor as the bar staff got the bar ready for opening - restocking fridges and cutting fruit.

      Stella watched the footage, and then the bar opened. A man came in who was wearing an MIT jacket, a black baseball hat, and sunglasses - and he was speaking to the barman, and the barman took a bottle from one of the fridges and handed it to the man. The man held the bottle and handed it back - and then the barman left and went to the backroom. Stella leaned forward in her chair. When the barman had disappeared the man took something from his jacket, and he poured it into one of the juice containers - into the tomato juice. The man picked up the tomato juice container, and swirled it around - and then placed it back in the rack with the other juices. The man put something back in his jacket pocket - and then the barman reappeared with a bottle that he handed to the man, and then the man paid him and left.

      Stella fast-forwarded the tape and saw Mrs. Steinberger arrive. Stella watched Mrs. Steinberger order her drink and then sit and light a cigarette. Stella paused the CCTV footage and studied Mrs. Steinberger’s wrists.

      “No bracelet…” - said Stella to herself.

      Stella pressed play and watched the barman make Mrs. Steinberger’s drink. The barman seasoned the rim of the glass with salt and pepper, and then he filled a glass with ice. The barman added two shots of vodka, some hot horseradish, a dash of Worcestershire sauce, and some pepper. Then the barman picked up the container filled with tomato juice that the man had poured something into - and he filled the glass. The barman stirred the ingredients together in the glass with a long spoon and then garnished the glass with a stick of celery and a wedge of lemon. The barman handed the drink to Mrs. Steinberger - and then Mrs. Steinberger sipped the drink and smoked her cigarette and read the New York Times, and then Mrs. Steinberger collapsed.

      Stella watched Mrs. Steinberger fall off of her chair on the bar - and the customer  wearing the MIT jacket came over to check on her. And then Stella saw it. She saw the silver bracelet in the customer’s hand - and then it was gone. And now the barman was standing there  - and then the ambulance was called and then Stella watched the paramedics arrive, and one of them checked her wrists and they found the DNR bracelet and they put an oxygen mask on her and lifted her onto the trolley and they covered her in a blanket and they wheeled her out and Stella pressed stop on the recording.
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      “So what are you saying, Palmerston?” - said the Lieutenant in his office.

      “I am saying that Brian Lomas’ death and Ethel Steinberger’s death are connected - and it looks like murder, sir.”

      “How do we not know that Hemingway’s didn’t fuck up their order - and get Clamato juice delivered instead of tomato juice and they are the ones who are guilty and are just trying to dodge a civil suit for wrongful death?” - said the Lieutenant, taking a sip of cold coffee from a paper cup.

      “This guy…” - said Stella, handing the printout of the man wearing the MIT jacket at the bar at Heminway’s - “Can be seen pouring something into the tomato juice.  And then Mrs. Steinberger is dead after drinking a liquid that contains clam broth - that Mrs. Steinberger has a deadly allergy to…”

      The Lieutenant looked at the printouts.

      “…Brian Lomas had a deadly allergy to peanuts - and some guy wearing an MIT jacket added peanut oil to his coffee moments before he died. But both of the deceased were found to be wearing DNR bracelets - and their families have no record of them ever wearing one…”

      “So what are you saying?” - said the Lieutenant, tossing the printouts onto his desk.

      “I am saying this guy…” - Stella pointed to the printouts on the Lieutenant’s desk - “Killed Lomas and Mrs. Steinberger by placing the thing they are deathly allergic to in their drinks - and then placed a DNR bracelet on their wrists so that they wouldn’t be saved by the paramedics.”

      The Lieutenant stared at Stella and drummed his fingers on his desk.

      “Sir, there are too many coincidences - people who are allergic to peanuts and shellfish dropping dead, and the DNR bracelets…and we have this guy in the MIT jacket in both places and on video adding something to Mrs. Steinberger’s drink!”

      “Let’s say you find this guy - and you take all this to the DA’s office. What do you think they are going to say to you? What do you think this guy's lawyer is going to say?”

      Stella stared at the Lieutenant. Her face was tired.

      “I don’t like serial killer cases, Stella - you know that. Serial killers bring the media, and when the media turns up it makes the Mayor anxious - and when the Mayor gets anxious, the Commissioner gets anxious, and when the Commissioner gets anxious the Captain gets anxious, and when the Captain gets anxious I end up living in a world of shit. And when I live in a world of shit - all of you live in that world of shit as well!”

      “So we drop it?” - said Stella.

      “So we drop it,” - said the Lieutenant - “Plenty of other murders and killings that the media doesn’t give a damn about to keep you busy, Palmerston - take your pick!”

      Stella left the Lieutenant’s office and headed back to her desk. She sat and looked through her notebook. Another detective walked up to her desk.

      “Hey Stella - I am allergic to cats, do you think I should be worried about your killer?” - said the detective.

      Stella continued to look through her notes, and the other detectives continued to make jokes.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            These people…

          

        

      

    

    
      These people - all of them - they disgust me! Everything that they do and everything they are disgusts me. This city is filled like a garbage can filled with rotten and rancid debris that overflows on the ground - and is riddled with maggots that wriggle and writhe through the filth and it disgusts me.

      I saw a man the other day. A man who was begging for money. He had a sign around his neck and it said “DOWN ON MY LUCK. WILL WORK FOR WEED, BEER AND BLOWJOBS”. And people were giving him money - they were giving this man money and they were smiling whilst they were doing it. And I thought - if I had a gun I would shoot you all. I would shoot the people giving this man money. I would put the gun to their heads and I would pull the trigger and watch as their brains exploded out of the back of their heads. I cannot imagine anything more obscene than giving someone money who will do nothing with it but add to the filth that overflows in this city. The people giving this man money were not crazy people - they were ordinary people with jobs and families. And they disgust me.

      This city is like a snake eating itself. Like a snake that has swallowed its own tail and is consuming itself. It inches along its own body - gulping itself up and is so proud of itself for having found something so hearty to eat. Too stupid to realize that it is eating itself.

      This city is filled with weirdos and creeps, and they all just disgust me.

      I wanted to kill - but I didn’t want to be caught. I have been fascinated with killing for as long as I can remember. I would sit in the library for hours, reading books about killers. Reading about how they began - and their journey from seemingly normal people to depraved murders. I read about famous serial killers like John Wayne Gacy and Ted Bundy. I read about the Bind Torture Kill or BTK Killer. I read about the Green River killer. I read about Robert Pickton, the Canadian serial killer and pig farmer who murdered perhaps hundreds of sex workers. But it all seemed so grisly!

      These men - these men like Bundy or Picton - were animals. They were savage beasts and deviants - sexual perverts! I wanted to kill - not because I am some sexual pervert, but to get away with it!

      And then I read about Harold Shipman. Harold Shipman would be quite an obscure name for Americans and not very well known in North American serial killer discussions. Shipman was a British doctor who may have killed over 250 people. Dr. Shipman killed his victims with lethal injections of morphine - often stealing from his victims and changing the victim’s will to include himself as a beneficiary of their estate. Shipman’s killing spree went undetected for 23 years.

      And I thought - this was much more impressive and cleaner, more elegant and with less blood.

      But Shipman was an idiot. Firstly, he had become hopelessly addicted to morphine, and this addiction clouded his judgment and decision-making. Secondly, Shipman was greedy. Shipman wanted money - and was no better than a common thief! Thirdly, he had motive (he wanted money) and opportunity (he was his victim’s doctor). This allowed him to become a suspect - which was his ultimate undoing.

      And I would think - how do I kill without becoming a suspect? And I thought about this for hours and days and weeks and months and years and then it came to me. To kill and to get away with it there has to be absolutely no connection between the victim and myself. The victim has to be easily overcome in a way that confuses and disorientates law enforcement and obfuscates the crime.

      And then I thought of allergies. I was sitting in this drab bar called Hemingway’s - reading the newspaper and sipping a Gibson when this woman - this garish overbearing old woman - comes into the bar and orders a Bloody Mary and makes a big scene about no shellfish! How she is deathly allergic to shellfish! And I remembered an article I had read years before about a woman eating a sandwich that was supposed to be sesame seed free, and it killed her. And I thought, what a perfect way to kill someone. You slip something that you know will kill them in their food or drink - and then it kills them!

      It is so perfect, elegant, and cunning - and the police will never suspect a thing. And if they do suspect something - there will be nothing to connect me to the killings anyways.

      The perfect crime. I am the perfect criminal - killing whomever I choose, whenever I choose, and the police never suspect a thing.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Join the Dots…

          

        

      

    

    
      Stella sat at the bar and sipped a bottle of beer. The barman came over with a basket of breaded jumbo shrimp with garlic dipping sauce and placed it in front of where Stella was sitting. Stella smiled and thanked the barman and then checked her watch.

      Stella dipped a jumbo shrimp in the garlic dipping sauce and then took a bite - just as a man walked up and sat down beside her.

      “Don’t let me interrupt you, detective,” - said the man, it was Dr. Biel, the medical examiner.

      Stella covered her mouth and chewed and smiled - and then swallowed.

      “Good evening Doc,” - said Stella.

      “Let's make this quick,” - said Dr. Biel, waving at the barman - “I have just finished a 12-hour shift, and I have to be at my private practice at 6 AM tomorrow.”

      The barman came over, and Dr. Biel ordered sparkling water with ice and lemon. Stella offered the basket of breaded jumbo shrimp to Dr. Biel, who peered into the basket, grimaced, and shook his head.

      The barman brought over Dr. Biel’s drink, and he thanked the barman and took a sip.

      “So, the Lomas body and the Steinberger body,” - said Stella, leaning closer to Dr. Biel - “A man was caught on CCTV at the bar where Mrs. Steinberger was drinking, pouring something into the tomato juice bottle - a man wearing an MIT jacket…”

      “Okay,” - said Dr. Biel, sipping his drink and listening.

      “…now Mrs. Steinberger ordered a Bloody Mary, which was made from the tomato juice the guy poured something into. Mrs. Steinberger drinks the drink and collapses, and a guy wearing an MIT jacket comes up to check on her - the same guy who had earlier poured the liquid in the tomato juice container…”

      “Interesting…” - said Dr. Biel.

      “But here is the good bit - in the CCTV there are no DNR bracelets on her wrists. The guy wearing the MIT jacket - in the CCTV you can see a silver bracelet in his hand, and then it is gone!”

      “He slipped it on Mrs. Steinberger’s wrist?” - said Dr. Biel.

      “With Mr. Lomas - there was a mix-up with his coffee order, and some guy wearing an MIT jacket picked it up. A few moment later, Lomas is on the ground, and some guy checks on him and tells them to call an ambulance and…”

      “And Mr. Lomas has a DNR bracelet slipped on his wrist.” - said Dr. Biel, smiling.

      “Exactly!” - said Stella, smiling and taking a swig of her beer.

      “So, I am guessing you think that the same guy you suspect of putting peanut oil or whatever in Mr. Lomas’ coffee also put some shellfish product in Mrs. Steinberger’s Bloody Mary?” - said Dr. Biel, taking a sip of his water.

      “Yes!” - said Stella.

      “And this guy, your suspect who is wearing the MIT jacket, after his victims enter anaphylactic shock and they start experiencing difficulty breathing as a result of the laryngospasm - serendipitously places a do not resuscitate bracelet onto their wrists, tells someone to call an ambulance, thus ensuring that the victims are not saved by the paramedics?”

      “Yes!” - said Stella, smiling even broader.

      “And you have explained this theory to your superiors?” - said Dr. Biel.

      Stella stopped smiling and rubbed her forehead and took another sip of beer - “The Lieutenant told me to drop it….”

      Dr. Biel shrugged and took a sip of water.

      “What do you know about this kinda suspect, doc?” - said Stella, dipping another shrimp in the garlic dipping sauce and taking a bite.

      “Well, if your theory is correct - and this is the same guy, and he is administering substances he knows to be extremely harmful or deadly to the victims and then takes action to ensure that they do not receive medical attention - I would say that he is a very dangerous individual.”

      “Sure, but beyond that Doc - what do you know about this type of killer?” - said Stella, dipping the shrimp and taking another bite.

      “Well, it has been a long while since I have been in a psychology class - but if my memory serves me correctly, poisoners - which I believe is probably as close as you can get to the modus operandi of the suspect in your theory - tend to have a sense of inadequacy, a strong need for control, indulge in fantasies, lack empathy, and  have an exploitive interpersonal style.”

      “Interesting,” - said Stella.

      “So what are you going to do now, Detective?” - said Dr. Biel, finishing his water.

      “Well, the only concrete thing that we have that connects both victims is an extreme allergy,” - said Stella, eating another shrimp.

      “Clinics,” - said Dr. Biel, standing up.

      “Clinics?” - said Stella, turning to the doctor.

      “Allergy clinics,” - said Dr. Biel - “Mr. Lomas and Mrs. Steinberger both had excellent health insurance and very extreme allergies. Start your inquiries at private clinics that deal with extreme cases.”

      Stella smiled - “Thanks doc!”

      Dr. Biel smiled and then turned and left.

      Stella waved at the barman and ordered another beer and then dipped a jumbo shrimp in the garlic dipping sauce and took a bite.
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      There is an old police expression - shoe leather and knocking on doors solves crimes. So that is what Detective Stella Palmerston did. In between her other work in the homicide division, she gathered medical records and spoke to family members and called clinics, and spoke to doctors.

      Brian Lomas saw an allergist named Dr. Von Hoff who had an office uptown on 5th Avenue. Ethel Steinberger saw an allergist named Dr. Goldman who had an office downtown in Chelsea.

      Stella spoke to Dr. Von Hoff and asked if there had been any break-ins or any trouble with a former employee. Dr. Von Hoff said she didn’t remember anything like that - and if there had been a break-in or any trouble they would have reported it to the police. Stella asked about Brian Lomas and whether there was anything new the doctor could tell her about Lomas. Dr. Von Hoff said she was heartbroken when she heard the news and that it seemed like a terrible accident. Stella asked about the DNR bracelet - and Dr. Von Hoff did that she didn’t know anything about that.

      And then Stella asked Dr. Von Hoff if she knew of a patient named Ethel Steinberger, and Dr. Von Hoff said she didn’t remember having a patient by that name.

      Stella went downtown and asked the same questions to Dr. Goldman - who gave similar answers to what Dr. Von Hoff had provided. And Dr. Goldman had no recollection of a patient named Brian Lomas.

      So Detective Stella Palmerston was back at square one. Sure, both of the victims had extreme allergies, and they both saw allergists - but that is where the connection stopped. There had to be something else - there had to be something that connected Mr. Brian Lomas, Mrs. Ethel Steinberger, and her unknown suspect. But what was it?

      Brian Lomas and Ethel Steinberger lived in two different worlds. Brian Lomas lived in Greenwich, Connecticut with his wife and two young sons. He worked on Madison Avenue as an advertising executive. Ethel Steinberger was a 65-year-old wealthy widow who lived in an apartment in Chelsea and propped the bar up at Hemingway’s most afternoons - smoking cigarettes, drinking Bloody Marys, and reading the New York Times cover to cover.

      But her unknown suspect connects them - and there is a connection between Brain Lomas and the unknown suspect, and there is a connection between Ethel Steinberger and the unknown suspect. All Detective Stella Palmerston had to do was find what the connection was, and it would lead her to the unknown suspect.
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            I saw her at Hemingway’s…

          

        

      

    

    
      I saw her at Hemingway’s. She looked tired - like she had started to let herself go. She looked tired and almost miserable. She looked as though it was all too much for her - and that she had had enough.

      I was surprised to see her. I was surprised and pleased to see her. Seeing her again has provided a new dimension to what I do. It seems as though our blonde detective with her detective suit and her detective shoes and her detective haircut has stuck with it.

      She has lots of notes and lots of question marks - and now she is here at Hemingway’s, and she is asking questions and interviewing people, and she is making new notes, and she is adding more question marks.

      I wonder if she has worked something out and started to join the dots? I wonder if she is thinking that there is something going on - and that Mr. Lomas’ death is somehow related to the death of that hideous woman?

      I have to say - I find it very exciting. I feel like Professor James Moriarty - and this dowdy and mildly attractive female detective is Sherlock Holmes. Will this be a battle of wits between me and her? Will she get close to finding who I am? Will I outwit her and outplay her?

      Yes, this is a most welcome turn of events. The inclusion of this female detective has raised the stakes, and the hunt is on. It feels exciting and fresh, and I think I will play the piano today.

      I will play Mozart and sweet music will fill the air - I will go to Central Station and play on the public grand piano in the booking hall - and someone hurrying across the concourse to catch a train will hear the sweet music, and they will stop and smile, and some joy and beauty will have been brought to the world.

      But it must be played perfectly!

      I have been told many times that music is beauty but that if the music isn’t played beautifully - then it becomes ugly and grotesque!

      And when I play music that isn’t perfect, I become ugly and grotesque - and I can hear the insects crawling in the rug and the sounds of the people in the walls listening to me, and I can smell him after he shaved and they stare at me with their serious expressions, and I promise I won’t make any more mistakes, and…
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            Shoe Leather

          

        

      

    

    
      “Are you sure about this?” - said the Lieutenant, leafing through the pile of folders sitting on his desk.

      Many months had passed - and Detective Stella Palmerston had been busy.

      It all started when she called an allergy clinic on the east side of mid-town. The allergist was a female doctor named Dr. McTavish. Stella spoke to Dr. McTavish on the phone and explained that she was investigating a suspicious death involving an extreme allergic reaction. Dr. McTavish listened to Stella - and then she told her about one of her patients. Dr. McTavish told Stella about Mr. Bishop, one of her extreme allergy patients. Mr. Bishop had an extreme peanut allergy - and had died from a laryngospasm. Dr. McTavish asked Stella if she knew what a laryngospasm was, and Stella said that she did. Dr. McTavish continued - explaining that the death had been ruled an accident and that it was Mr. Bishop who must have come into contact with nuts and suffered a laryngospasm and died.

      But, Dr. McTavish continued, Mr. Bishop was wearing a do not resuscitate bracelet. Mr. Bishop lived alone, but none of his friends or family could ever remember him wearing one, and Dr. McTavish said that Mr. Bishop had never said he wouldn’t want to be resuscitated and took many measures to ensure that he never came into contact with or consumed nuts.

      Stella couldn’t believe what she was hearing - and her mouth hung open. Stella visited Dr. McTavish at her office and took down all of the details of Mr. Bishop. Stella asked Dr. McTavish if she had ever heard of Brian Lomas or Ethel Steinberger - and Dr. McTavish said she hadn’t. And then Stella explained her theory about the deaths of Brian Lomas and Ethel Steinberger - and of the CCTV footage of the man pouring the liquid in the tomato juice and the silver bracelet in his hand one second and gone the next.

      Stella asked Dr. McTavish about any of her other patients - and whether anything like this had happened before. Dr. McTavish said no. Extreme and potentially fatal allergies are quite rare.

      After leaving Dr. McTavish’s office, Stella found a bar and ordered a beer. She sat and looked at her notes - flipping through page after page. She now had three - three victims, all connected by having extreme allergies - but all seeing different allergists.

      But what was the connection? There was a level of connection that sat beyond Dr. Von Huff, Dr. Goldman, and Dr. McTavish - but what was it?

      The barman brought over Stella’s beer, and she took a big gulp and then returned to her notes.

      And then it came to her. At first, she had one suspicious allergic reaction death. And then she had another one - and CCTV footage of her suspect pouring something into a container that killed victim number two. And now she had three - Mr. Bishop, who died of laryngospasm after coming into contact with nuts and was wearing a DNR bracelet that no one knew he wore.

      If there were three - maybe there could be more?

      Stella finished her beer and left some money on the bar, and headed back to the station. Stella ordered every medical examiner’s report for the last five years that involved laryngospasm.

      A few days later a pile of folders was left on Stella’s desk - and she began reviewing the reports.

      After going through the files, Stella had 12 files, and she began making calls. She was calling the next of kin from these 12 files and asking about the deceased and most importantly about the do not resuscitate bracelet that they were wearing when they died.

      After the 12 phone calls, Stella had eight folders left on her desk. Eight New Yorkers who over the last five years had had an extreme and fatal allergic reaction and died of laryngospasm. But the thing that connected all of these eight New Yorkers with the three victims Stella already had was they were all wearing DNR bracelets that none of their friends or family knew about.
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      “Are you sure about this?” - said the Lieutenant, leafing through the pile of folders sitting on his desk.

      “Yes, I am sure.” - said Stella, sitting expressionless across the desk from the Lieutenant.

      The Lieutenant opened a desk drawer and took out a bottle of whiskey and two small glasses. He poured some spirit into each glass and then put the bottle back in the desk. He picked up one glass and held it out - and Stella took it. The Lieutenant picked up the other glass and held it in a cheer.

      “Welcome to the world of shit,” - said the Lieutenant in a tired voice, and he drank the glass of whiskey in one.

      Stella held her glass for a moment and then shot the whiskey back.

      “Who knows about this?” - said the Lieutenant, taking Stella’s glass and putting it along with his own back in the desk drawer and closing it up.

      “Just me and you,” - said Stella, lying.

      “Let’s keep it that way,” - said the Lieutenant - “In the world of shit, everything and everyone is shit - and the fewer people who know about this for as long as possible the less shit there will be to deal with.”

      “Yes sir,” - said Stella.

      “I will have to let the Captain know, and then the Mayor will want to do a press conference - and then the world of shit will overflow with shit!”

      “Yes sir,” - said Stella.
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      The Lieutenant informed the Captain about the possible serial killer - with as many as eleven known potential victims. The Captain wasn’t happy with the Lieutenant - and shouted at him that this better not fuck up his golf trip to Hawaii! The Captain and the Lieutenant went to see the Commissioner - and the Commissioner wasn’t happy with the Captain or the Lieutenant. It was an election year - the Commissioner shouted at them and that the Mayor would be furious! The Commissioner told the Captain that he could forget about heading to Hawaii - and that the pair of them were now living in a world of shit. The Lieutenant looked at the furious Captain - and shrugged and then looked at the furious Commissioner.

      The Commissioner visited the Mayor - and told him the news. The Mayor was furious and screamed at the Commissioner that it was an election year - and what kind of bushwhacker bullshit was the Commissioner and the police union trying to pull?

      The Mayor said he would hold a press conference - to try and get out in front of this thing. The Mayor said he would announce a task force - and he would get the Feds involved. The Mayor said they would spin this - and make it a good thing.

      The Mayor’s political advisor said that statistically, people who suffer from potentially fatal allergies are quite rare, so the potential victim pool size within the electorate was insignificant, which - he said - should be a good thing for the polls.

      That’s true - said the Mayor. The political advisor continued - and said that if this psycho had been secretly killing suburban white housewives, then the Mayor would be really fucked, but he wasn’t sure there would be a lot of outrage over people with allergies being killed.

      The Commissioner nodded and smiled - but he advised that maybe a press conference wouldn’t be the best option, as the unknown suspect will be unaware that the police are onto them, and this will make it easier to apprehend the killer.

      The Mayor and his political advisor eyed the Commissioner suspiciously and muttered into each other’s ears - with their mouths covered, in case the Commissioner could lip-read. The Commissioner stood and smiled and waited.

      “Now you listen to me,” - said the Mayor, standing behind his giant desk as his political advisor stood beside him - “If this ends up taking me fucking down - you Irish fucking prick - I will come for you and I will fucking kill you, do you fucking understand?”

      The Commissioner smiled - “Yes sir.”

      “You will be Prometheus - and I will be the fucking eagle! I will chain you to a rock, and  then I will peck out your fucking liver and fucking eat it - if this takes me fucking down!”

      “Yes sir,” - said the Commissioner, smiling.

      “But…” - said the Mayor, now smiling as well - “If you catch this psycho and it gives me a nice bump in the polls, then - when they open the books!”

      The Mayor laughed. The political advisor laughed. The Commissioner smiled and then joined in the laughing.

      The Commissioner left the Mayor's office and headed back to Police HQ. He met the Captain and the Lieutenant in his office - and told them the Mayor was going to chain him to a rock and peck his liver out and eat it if they fucked this up. The Commissioner opened his desk drawer and took out a bottle of whiskey and three small glasses.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Stella sat at the counter - and stirred some creamer into her coffee. She added a sachet of sugar and stirred the coffee a little more. Stella had her notepad on the counter and was flipping through the pages and looking for the connection between all of these victims. It was surely staring at her right in the face - but she couldn’t see it.

      Stella continued to flip through the pages of her notebook, and the waitress brought her her breakfast.

      “You studying for a test?” - said a man sitting beside Stella at the counter.

      “What?” - said Stella, looking up and turning to the man.

      “A test - are you studying for a test?” - said the man again.

      The man was handsome - with a stubbled face, and he was dressed in jeans and a plaid long-sleeve shirt with a padded vest. The man was eating eggs and bacon - with rye toast.

      Stella looked at the notepad and smiled - “No, not a test - I am trying to solve something.”

      “What are you trying to solve?” - said the man.

      Stella closed up the notepad and squeezed some lemon and sprinkled some pepper on her bagel with cream cheese and lox.

      “A puzzle,” - said Stella, taking a bite of her breakfast.

      The man took a sip of coffee.

      “What kind of puzzle?” - said the man.

      “The private type,” - said Stella, and she smiled at the man as she chewed her food.

      They sat in silence for a while, and the man asked for more coffee and continued to eat his breakfast.

      “Do you know anything about solving puzzles?” - said Stella, taking another bite of her breakfast.

      The man finished his mouthful - and took a sip of coffee.

      “Not really - I was just trying to make conversation and try to give you my phone number,” - said the man, smiling at Stella.

      Stella blushed a little. The man continued to smile.

      “Okay - give this a shot. If you get it right - then you can give me your number,” - said Stella, smiling - “There are five people whom all have the same medical condition, and they all go to see different doctors. The people don’t know each other, and they have never met each other. What connects them other than having the same medical condition?”

      The man took a sip of coffee and then wiped his mouth with a paper napkin.

      “A serious medical condition?” - said the man.

      “Maybe,” - said Stella, who also took a sip of coffee.

      “Private clinics?” - said the man.

      “Yes,” - said Stella.

      They man pondered this for a moment and took another sip of coffee.

      “P - E - P,” - said the man.

      “What is P - E - P?” - said Stella, her face now serious.

      “Patient ePass - it's a premium service where private clinics that treat people with life-threatening conditions and whatnot share the patient’s records with the City, so if that patient comes into an emergency room on a gurney and unconscious, the hospital can pull up their records and hopefully save the patient’s life.”

      “How do you know about this?” - said Stella.

      “I work in systems architecture - and I did some consulting for Patient ePass a few years ago. Centrulia,” - said the man - “Can you pass me your pen, please?”

      Stella was lost in thought, and she vacantly picked up the pen and handed it to the man. The man picked up Stella's notepad and wrote his name - Travis - and his phone number on a blank page.

      The man took some money from his wallet and left it on the counter, and stood.

      “Call me,” - said Travis, and he smiled and winked at Stella and then turned and headed toward the door.
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            Professor James Moriarty

          

        

      

    

    
      She was here. She has found where I work, but she hasn’t found me.

      I have to say, our blonde detective with her detective suit and her detective shoes and detective haircut has been a very busy girl. I wonder what led her here - how she found out about this place. I have to say - I am very impressed at how far she has come and how much progress she has made.

      I am a cleaner at Centrulia Corporation - which owns Patient ePass. I don’t actually work for Centrulia - I work for a staffing agency that Centrulia hires to clean their offices. And I am not really a cleaner - it is an act that I put on. I pretend to be a cleaner as it allows me to be inside of Centrulia Corporation’s headquarters.

      By being inside of Centrulia Corporation I was able to access their confidential patient records and find my victims.

      There is a senior software engineer named Bradley who works on the patient records unencrypted layer of Patient ePass. At night when the office was deserted I set up a spy cam above his workstation and captured his login credentials. I then cloned his security pass to access the patient’s records portal. Over the next several weeks, I slowly moved all of the components needed to set up a secret and hidden workstation - and then I used Bradley’s credentials and cloned RFID security pass to gain access to the patient records portal, where I browsed through the records to select my victims.

      I know her name now - her name is Detective Stella Palmerston, and she works at the homicide division. Enrique, the security guard, told me her name. He said that the police were there to meet with senior management about something. Enrique said he didn’t know what they are meeting about - but I know what they are meeting about.

      There was another man with her. He was tall and wore a dark suit and a white shirt and a dark tie. They went to a meeting room, and the door was closed.

      What could she know? She knows about Lomas, nuts - and she knows about that hideous woman - shellfish. But that is all she knows. But how did that lead her here - there doesn’t seem to be enough information from what she has to lead her here. Only Lomas used Patient ePass. The old hag has no connection to here. The others are connected to here - but she only knows about Lomas, so how did she get here?

      Oh, but she has been a busy girl - and she has done so very well. Our blonde detective with her detective suit and her detective shoes and her detective haircut has come along a lot further than I could have imagined.

      She knows about the others!

      She is such a clever girl - and so industrious. I can tell she has been working hard and she is in control. I could tell when I saw her walking across the lobby with the tall man - I said to myself, “She is in control!”

      She walked in there, and she can feel herself getting closer. She is like a tiger hunting a deer in the forest - every movement controlled, every action planned, always thinking about the kill.

      I wonder what she thinks about me. I wonder if she has imagined what I am like.

      I could meet her - in a cafe or a bar. I would follow her and watch where she is going and then if she went into a bar, I would come in and sit at the bar beside her - and pretend to be just some random person. And I could just sit there and have a drink and then I could say something - like something funny about the news or something. And she would smile, and maybe she would laugh. And I would introduce myself and offer to buy her a drink and she would smile and say that would be lovely and I would order us both another drink.

      And then we would drink and I would say we will play a game - and I would say I would guess what her job is. And she will laugh and say okay. And I would pretend like I am really concentrating and then I will say detective - no, cop. I will say cop, and she will be surprised, and we will laugh, and she will ask how I knew that, and I will say that a good magician never reveals his secrets and we will laugh again and have more drinks.

      Should I be worried about her?

      I have to say - she has surprised me. I never thought anyone would get this far. But there is one more layer between her and me that she will never be able to cross.

      Like the tiger, she is hunting - but I am not a deer. Bradley is the deer. I am watching silently and unseen in the undergrowth as the tiger closes in on the deer.

      I wonder what she thinks about me.

      I imagine she sees me as dark and dangerous. Like Sean Connery in the 1960s. She must surely consider me a criminal genius - like Professor James Moriarty.

      It will surely be a disappointment when she arrests Bradley. She will be expecting this daring and handsome criminal mastermind - and she will end up with Bradley, and Bradley is no Professor James Moriarty, I can assure you!

      I left some other bits and pieces for anyone who got as far as she has to find. A few little gifts from me to make it all so much easier to condemn Bradley and halt any further investigation.

      I set out on this little adventure to prove I could kill and get away with it - not like Shipman, the junkie thief! Although this will leave a bittersweet taste in my mouth.

      Firstly, Bradley will get all the credit. He will claim innocence, of course - but the newspapers and the television will call him a criminal mastermind. That will not be true - I am the criminal mastermind, and Bradley is absolutely nothing.

      Secondly, It will be such a disappointment for her - my lovely Sherlock Holmes to my Professor Moriarty. She will have no satisfaction - no admiration of a worthy opponent. No sense of a game well played. She will have Bradley.

      And thirdly…

      I cannot remember what the third point was. But the main thing is - I want her to recognize me for my genius and my cunning and for getting away with it.

      And that is the bittersweet taste in my mouth as I sit silently and unseen in the undergrowth as the tiger closes in on the deer.
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            An Unhappy Home

          

        

      

    

    
      The people in the old black and white photograph on the wall above the piano in the apartment were Aleks’ relatives.

      Aleks’ relatives had left The Kingdom of Serbia and emigrated to America. Aleks’ grandfather, Jovan Davidović, had grown up in New York, and found work on the docks working as a day laborer.

      Jovan Davidović was a deeply religious man - and he dedicated his life to prayer and worship at the Serbian Orthodox Cathedral of Saint Sava, where he met his future wife, Bojana. Jovan and Bojana married, and they had a son who they named Petar.

      The Davidović’s lived in a small apartment in Hell’s Kitchen - and Jovan would work on the docks during the day - and terrorize his wife and young child in the evenings.

      Jovan would whip and beat his wife as he wrongly believed his wife was having an affair whilst he was out at work, and he would whip and beat the young Petar for not praying to God enough.

      Jovan Davidović was killed at the docks when a load being lifted from a ship came loose, and he was crushed by the falling cargo. Bojana remarried an Irishman who worked as a policeman in Hell’s Kitchen. The Irishman was a drunkard - and he would beat Petar.

      Petar did well at school, and he graduated and got a job working for a bank. Petar met his future bride, Branka, at the Serbian Orthodox Cathedral of Saint Sava - and they were married and they moved into a rent-controlled apartment in Hell’s Kitchen.

      Like his father, Petar Davidović, was a deeply religious man who would spend hours with Branka at the cathedral praying. And then Branka gave birth to Aleks - and the three of them lived in the apartment in Hell’s Kitchen.

      Aleks was a sickly boy - and he lived a short life life where he spent most of his time in hospital being cared for, and then the young Aleks died of an autoimmune disease when he was aged eight years old.

      Petar and Branka were heartbroken - and they would pray and light candles for their dead baby at the cathedrahl - and Petar would silently demand of God why he had killed his son. And then Branka became pregnant again - and she gave birth to a healthy baby boy. Petar decided that the baby would be named Aleks - and that the new baby was to be raised exactly the same as the first baby Aleks. Branka had kept a detailed diary of the eight years of the first babies life - under her husband’s instruction - and the new baby Aleks was dressed in his dead brother’s clothes, and Branka followed the routine as described in her diary so that the first eight years of the new babies life were identical to his dead brother’s life.

      As the new Aleks grew older - Petar would tell the young boy that he had died, and had been sent to heaven, and that God had answered Petar’s and Branka’s prayers and God sent him back from heaven as a reincarnation of his dead brother.

      The first time anyone noticed anything was different about Aleks Davidović was when Petar, Branka, and Aleks visited Macy’s and were walking through the musical instruments department. Aleks was 8 at the time, and he had stopped by a piano whilst his parents were looking at something else. He climbed onto the stool and looked at the keys. There was some sheet music on the piano, and Aleks read the words at the top of the sheet. It was Für Elise by Ludwig van Beethoven.

      A sales attendant wandered over and smiled at Aleks.

      “Do you play the piano, little guy?” - said the sales attendant.

      Aleks shook his head.

      “Are you thinking of starting?” - said the sales attendant.

      “What are those?” - said Aleks, pointing at the sheet music.

      The sales attendant moved behind Aleks.

      “That is music,” - said the sales attendant.

      “What does it mean?” - said Aleks.

      “Those strange markings,” - said the sales attendant, pointing at the notes of the sheet music - “are called notes. And each note is an instruction on which key to play on the piano, and in which order.”

      Aleks stared at the notes.

      “This one,” - said the sales attendant, pointing at the first note - “is for this key…”

      And the sale attendant pushed down a key and the piano played a note.

      “...and this one if for this key…”

      And the sales attendant pushed down a different key, and the piano played a different note.

      “And what do those markings mean?” - said Aleks, pointing at the sheet music.

      “That marking means go faster, and that marking means go slower,” - said the sales attendant.

      “And those?” - said Aleks, now pointing at new markings.

      “That one mean play softer, and that one means play harder - push the keys with more force!” - said the sales attendant.

      “Can you play this?” - said Aleks.

      The sales attendant glanced around the sales floor and then sat beside Aleks - “I am not supposed too, but…”

      And then the sales attendant played Für Elise by Ludwig van Beethoven.

      Aleks watched the sale attendant’s hands and fingers as he played. The sales attendant stopped playing, and then he stood and straightened his jacket and glazed around the sales floor to make sure he wasn’t being watched by his manager.

      “Do you have any other of the notes?” - said Aleks, still sitting on the stool.

      The sales attendant picked up a pile of sheet music from on top of the piano and handed it to Aleks. Aleks flicked through the sheet music until he found the one he wanted. He placed in in front of him - and stared at the sheet.

      It was Mozart’s Piano Concerto No. 21 in C Major.

      And then the 8-year-old Aleks Davidović began to play - not well, but he played. Aleks played the piano, and the sound of Motzart’s music filled the air.

      The sales attendant stood and stared. People began gathering around as Aleks played the piano, and then his mother and father appeared, and they stared at their son as he played and the air was filled with the sound of beauty.

      Petar Davidović stared at his son as he played - and for the only time in his life he cried. Tears flowed from Petar Davidović’s eyes as he watched Aleks play - but it was not Aleks that Petar Davidović saw as his son played the piano, it was God.

      Petar had Aleks taken to the cathedral and the priest blessed him with holy oil and burned incense and they prayed. Petar bought an old stand-up piano from a junk store and taught himself to tune a piano.

      Petar believed that Aleks’ incredible abilities with the piano were a gift from God and recompense for God taking the first Aleks - and that he and he alone was to be Aleks’ trainer and teacher. And so began a hard and relentless regime for Aleks Davidović under his father’s strict tutelage.

      Any mistakes that Aleks made when playing were punished with a whipping from the cane across his hands. Petar would lecture Aleks endlessly and relentlessly about how God had chosen him, and that he must repay God’s gift by being perfect by never making any mistakes.

      Petar would tell Aleks that when he played the piano, it was God playing it through him.

      Aleks was forced by his father to play the organ at the Serbian Orthodox Cathedral of Saint Sava - and it was during one of these performances playing Mozart’s Suite in C major at the Serbian cathedral that Aleks was spotted by someone from The Juilliard school.

      Aleks played the recital on the old organ inside of the cathedral and the deep and atmospheric sound filled the space. Aleks played complex and grueling works that would normally be far too difficult for even the most well-practiced of pianists, many years older than Aleks, let alone a 12-year old boy.

      And Aleks was asked to come to The Juilliard school for an audition. At the audition Aleks performed perfectly - and the admission team was overwhelmed with Aleks’ ability and mastery of the piano and complex music. And he was offered a full scholarship.

      But Petar Davidović would not allow Aleks to go to The Juilliard - and instead insisted that he would continue Aleks’ training in private and at home to honor God.

      Aleks was forced to practice for hours each day and whipped for making any and all mistakes, however small, and forced to pray to God for forgiveness for playing music so badly.

      Branka Davidović died when Aleks was 11, and he was left alone with his father, the piano, Mozart, the bible, and the bamboo cane.

      Aleks escaped from his daily routine by spending time in the library - reading books. And he soon found the true crime section, where he began reading about some of the world’s most notorious serial killers.

      Petar Davidović died of a heart attack when Aleks was 23. Aleks still lived with his father in the rent-controlled apartment in Hell’s Kitchen. And the hard and relentless regime for Aleks Davidović under his father’s strict tutelage continued until the day before Petar Davidović died.

      Petar Davidović never showed his son any affection and instead dominated and controlled him. Branka lived in the shadow of her husband and was a quiet, obedient, and timid woman who did as she was told and would never have questioned her husband’s rules or methods.

      And Aleks Davidović, who was born with an incredible gift that should have brought him and many others such great joy, was left feeling guilty and frustrated and angry.
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            The Taskforce

          

        

      

    

    
      They were sitting in a meeting room at Police HQ. Stella was joined by Ray Maranello, her task force partner from the FBI. Also present were Clemente Rodgers, an FBI agent who had previously worked on several serial killer investigations; Dr. Clarice Crawford, an FBI profiler; And the Lieutenant - who looked glum.

      Ray, Stella’s partner from the FBI, connected a projector to a laptop - and then a blurry image appeared on the screen.

      “Sorry,” - said Ray, and he adjusted the projector, and the blurry image came into focus.

      “Okay…” - said Clemente - “Mr. Bradley Wallace….”

      “All right,” - said the Lieutenant, still looking glum and staring at the image on the screen - “So let’s go through what we know about Mr. Wallace.”

      “36,” - continued Clemente, reading from a yellow legal notepad - “is from North Kingstown, Rhode Island. Attended Brown in Rhode Island, where he studied advanced mathematics - and then went to MIT…”

      “Our suspect wears an MIT jacket,” - said the Lieutenant.

      “At MIT Mr. Wallace studied cryptography and machine learning, and his master’s thesis was on  the Construction and Applications of Identity-Based Encryption without Pairings, whatever that is…”

      “Anything else?” - said the Lieutenant.

      “Worked at Centrulia for eight years - and is the senior encryption engineer on the Patient ePass service where he earned $248,000 last year according to his tax filing. He has a girlfriend named Wendy - and they live together in the beautiful Bronx.”

      “And a sheet?” - said the Lieutenant.

      “Nope - he is as clean as the driven snow,” - said Clemente, and he sipped a paper cup of coffee.

      “And what do we have from the meeting with the lawyers at Centrulia?” - said the Lieutenant.

      “There are a number of records,” - said Stella, and everyone turned to her - “…that were accessed by Mr. Wallace and Mr. Wallace only. Many of these records are for our victims - and all of the records are for patients with extreme or potentially fatal allergies.”

      Stella checked her notes.

      “According to the server logs, Mr. Wallace conducted a number of search queries on the unencrypted patient records - looking for patients with extreme and potentially fatal allergies. According to the server logs, Mr. Wallace located many files and then printed the content of those files.”

      The Lieutenant raised his eyebrows and nodded in approval.

      “Okay - so what do we have for a profile?” - said the Lieutenant, turning to Dr. Crawford - the FBI profiler.

      Dr. Crawford smiled at the Lieutenant.

      “Well - from a case history point of view - we really don’t have much to go on. There isn’t really anything like this. From a profiling perspective, we are profiling according to the psychological profile of a poisoner….”

      Stella thought of Dr. Biel of the medical examiner’s office.

      “Killing someone with poison or, in this case, an allergen - by its very nature, requires careful planning and subterfuge,” - continued Clarice - “Poisoners tend to be cunning, sneaky, and creative. They can design a murder plan in minute detail over many years, and their modus operandi is to avoid confrontation. Convicted poisoners the FBI has interviewed tend to have a sense of inadequacy, for which they compensate through wish-fulfillment fantasies and a self-centered, exploitative interpersonal style. A poisoner is nearly always a single child and either spoiled and indulged as a child or raised in an unhappy home - one or the other. Some liken the poisoner's personality to an incorrigible child whose immature desire for his or her own way leads him or her to try to control and manipulate the world. It's as if the poisoner never grew up and is determined to take what they want, just as a child would from a candy store.”

      “And anything else?” - said the Lieutenant.

      “Poisoners tend to be developmentally stunted. Other people are viewed without empathy,” - continued Clarice - “the poisoner's internal compass is guided instead by greed or lust or anger rather than morals. And, because their crimes are often not detected initially, the power and control poisoners experience with success tends to increase his or her confidence in future endeavors.”

      “Interesting,” - said the Lieutenant.

      “I have emailed all of you a link to a case study of a British doctor named Shipman - Harold Shipman,” - said Dr. Crawford - “The study was produced by the British authorities after Dr. Shipman’s arrest and incarceration for murder. Shipman was believed to have killed over 200 victims in a murder spree spanning decades - and this work can be considered a definitive study on the profile of a poisoner. I would recommend you all read it."

      “So we got opportunity,” - said Clemente - “His digital fingerprints are all over the patient records.”

      “And motive?” - said the Lieutenant.

      There was silence.

      “Maybe he’s just a psycho,” - said the Lieutenant, shrugging.

      Clemente shrugged as well. Dr. Crawford smiled at the Lieutenant. Stella was writing question marks next to the word motive on her notepad. Ray nodded.

      “Does that profile fit Mr. Wallace?” - said the Lieutenant.

      “Without interviewing the suspect, it would be difficult to say,” - said Dr. Crawford, still smiling.

      The Lieutenant shrugged - “Okay, we have enough to go to a judge and get a search warrant. I will take this to the Captain, and he will take it to the DA. It looks like we have our man. Good job people.”
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      Bradley Wallace was standing in his underwear at the counter in his kitchen. He was in his apartment in the Bronx that he shared with his girlfriend, Wendy. Bradley was making coffee - and was staring at the moka espresso maker sitting on the stove when the door to his apartment was busted open and a SWAT team burst into the apartment. Bradley looked at them - with a bemused look on his face. The SWAT policemen pointed their machine guns at him.

      Bradley was arrested and loaded into a paddy wagon, still only in his underwear. He was taken to Police HQ, where he was given a paper suit and a pair of flip-flops and then taken to an interview room. Bradley’s blue MIT jacket was hanging inside a large evidence bag from a hook on the wall.

      Clemente, Clarice, the DA, and the Lieutenant stood behind a one-way mirror and watched Bradley Wallace sit in the room and wait. The door opened and Stella and Ray stepped into the room.

      “You gonna tell me what the fuck this is about?” - said Bradley, handcuffed and clearly irate.

      Neither Stella nor Ray responded, they pulled out chairs and sat down, and Stella opened a file and stared at Bradley. Ray did the same.

      “I ASKED YOU A FUCKING QUESTION!” - shouted Bradley, now furious.

      “My name is Detective Palmerston from the NYPD, and this is Special Agent Maranello from the FBI,” - said Stella.

      “I don’t give a fuck who you are - What - the - fuck - is - this - about?” - said Bradley, calmer but still looking furious.

      Stella informed Bradley that the NYPD and the FBI were investigating a series of murders - involving a substance being placed in the foods or drinks of the victims. Stella continued that severe allergies linked all of the victims, and the substances were added to foods or drinks that the victims had consumed - which brought on anaphylactic shock, causing the victims to die from asphyxiation caused by laryngospasm. Stella continued - she explained that all of the victims but one had been enrolled in the Patient ePass platform by the allergist with whom they were registered- and that all of the victim’s Patient ePass records - but one - had been accessed and printed by Bradley.

      “What you got to say to that?” - said Agent Maranello.

      Bradley stared at Detective Palmerston and Agent Maranello.

      “Fuck you - I want to speak to my lawyer,” - said Bradley.

      “What do you think, Doc?” - said the Lieutenant to the FBI’s profiler, Dr. Crawford, watching through the one-way mirror.

      Dr. Crawford was watching the interview intently and was making notes.

      “He seems angry - confrontational…” - said Dr. Crawford, looking through at Bradley.

      The Lieutenant scratched his chin - “And is that a good thing?”

      “It’s an observation,” - said Dr. Crawford, making another note.

      Back in the interview room Stella and Agent Maranello were staring at Bradley Wallace.

      “Did you not fucking hear me - this interview is fucking over, I want to speak to my lawyer!” - said Bradley Wallace.

      “There are a couple of other things, Mr. Wallace…” - said Stella, and she took an evidence bag from her jacket pocket and placed it on the table. Inside the evidence bag was another clear ziplock bag - and the clear ziplock had several silver Do Not Resuscitate bracelets inside it.

      “What the fuck is that?” - said Bradley, looking at the bag.

      “That…” - said Stella, smiling at Bradley - “was found at your apartment, hidden in the extractor fan ducting in your bathroom.”

      “And what the fuck is that?” - said Bradley, now looking at Stella.

      “There is something else that connects the victims in the cases we are investigating - each of the victims after a substance was added to their food or drink and they suffered a severe allergic reaction, had a Do Not Resuscitate bracelet placed on their wrists,” - said Stella.

      “When the paramedics arrived, they checked the victims - they found the DNR and medical care was withheld - killing the victims,” - said Agent Maranello.

      There was silence. Bradley stared at Stella and then at the evidence bag on the table.

      “We have video surveillance of our suspect, Mr. Wallace,” - continued Stella - “We have video of our suspect wearing a blue MIT jacket - identical to the one you wear. And when we tested your jacket, Mr. Wallace, we found traces of peanut oil, clam broth, and sesame seeds.”

      “And you think all of this has something to do with me?” - said Bradley.

      Stella and Agent Maranello stared back at Bradley.

      “Fuck you! Get me my fucking lawyer - NOW!” - boomed Bradley.

      “Bradley Wallace,” - said Stella, standing - “you are being arrested for eleven counts of murder in the first degree….”

      Stella read Bradley his Miranda rights, and then he was led from the interview room and back to the cells.

      “Nice work, Lieutenant - I think that we can consider this one a slam dunk!” - said the District Attorney, who was standing behind the one-way mirror, and he patted the Lieutenant on the shoulder and then he left the room.
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      Stella was in the Captain’s office with the Lieutenant. The Captain was taking a bottle from the drawer in his desk, and he poured some dark liquid into three small glasses. He handed one to Stella and another to the Lieutenant. The Captain raised a glass and smiled.

      “A regular Sherlock fucking Holmes,” - said the Captain smiling, and he drank the dark liquid in one.

      Stella drank her glass and smiled. The Lieutenant drank his - and then placed the glass back on the desk.

      “The Mayor is going to hold a press conference…” - started the Captain.

      “Of course he is.” - said the Lieutenant, smiling.

      The Captain also smiled - “The Mayor is going to hold a press conference with the DA. He wants you there.”

      “Why?” - said Stella, looking surprised.

      “Who knows…” - said the Captain - “The Mayor told the Commissioner, the Commissioner tells me - and I am telling you.”

      “When?” - said Stella, placing her glass back on the table.

      The Captain refilled Stella’s glass and his own. The Lieutenant waited for the Captain to fill his glass, but the Captain didn’t and put the bottle back in his desk drawer.

      “Tomorrow morning,” - said the Captain, and he shot back his drink - “At City Hall.”

      Stella picked up her drink and shot it back in one.

      “And the Mayor wants to meet you before the press conference - in his office.” - said the Captain.

      “Why?” - said Stella, glancing at the Lieutenant, who was now looking glum again.

      “Who knows…” - said the Captain - “8 AM.”

      “Okay,” - said Stella.

      “Nice work on this Palmerston,” - said the Captain vacantly - “They will be writing books about this, and we will all be interviewed for the documentary about Bradley Wallace, and  we will all be on Netflix.”

      “I guess,” - said Stella.

      There was silence.

      And then the Lieutenant stood, and Stella stood as well - and they left the Captain’s office, leaving him alone. The Lieutenant went to his office, and Stella went to her desk.

      “I told you guys,” - said one of the other detectives as Stella sat down - “you must be nuts if you thought Stella was gonna let this creep go!”

      Stella smiled and checked the notes and messages left on her desk.

      “Stella knew something was fishy with this case,” - said another detective.

      “Did the suspect clam up during the interview?” - said another detective.

      And the jokes continued.
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            The Deer and the Tiger

          

        

      

    

    
      So it is done. I am so happy for Detective Palmerston - Stella. The tiger crept through the jungle - and she saw her prey. She slowly and methodically moved toward her prey - and then when she was so close that she could reach out and touch the deer, she pounced, and now Bradley is in jail.

      When I first thought up this project - It was essential that under no circumstances was I to be considered a suspect. It was, therefore, essential that in the unlikely event that a detective managed to get as far as connecting all of the dots and finding Bradley Wallace, the case against Bradley should allow very little room for an attorney to create reasonable doubt.

      Reasonable doubt is legal terminology, referring to insufficient evidence that prevents a judge or jury from convicting a defendant of a crime. It was essential that when the police and prosecutors and judges and jurors - and even the defense attorneys saw the case again Bradley, it would be so overwhelming that no jury of Bradley’s peers would be able to find him not guilty.

      The first step of this project was considering the type of crime I would like to commit. It would always be murder - but how would the project participants be killed? I am a naturally squeamish person - so it could never be a stabbing or strangulation or anything violent like that. I always enjoyed Dr. Shipman’s work - but he was an idiot and greedy junkie. But the medical examiner's office here in this city would certainly run blood work on unexplained deaths - and they would find the morphine or whatever I would have to inject them with, and it would be suspicious.

      I read a newspaper story about a woman who had a severe sesame seed allergy - and she bought a sandwich at the airport for her flight, and it was labeled as “sesame free”. The woman ate the sandwich during the flight - and a short while later, she was dead. The sandwich had been prepared in a kitchen where sesame seeds were present, and there was cross-contamination, and she ate the sandwich and she died. And then there was that horrendous woman at Hemmingway’s and it was clear to me - it was the perfect crime!

      If I could find people who had severe or potentially fatal allergies - I could slip something that these people had a deadly allergic reaction to in their food or drink, and then they would be like the woman on the plane. When the woman on the plane died, no one accused anyone of murder. It was just one of those things - and the world moved on. There are millions of people in this foul city - and every day, hundreds of people die. People are shot and stabbed and strangled, and run over by cars. People inject drugs and die. People walk down the stairs and slip and fall and die. A person dying from a deadly allergic reaction would be nothing special - it is just one of those things, and the world would move on.

      To make sure they died, I slipped on the DNR bracelets - and then, like a good Samaritan, I told the other people to call an ambulance. And the paramedics would find the DNR and seal their fate.

      But there are always people like Stella. I knew there was a chance that someone could see something and start sniffing around. And that is why I placed Bradley’s digital fingerprints all over the patient’s records - and why I broke into his apartment and stashed the DNR bracelets and wore a blue MIT jacket identical to Bradley’s that he wears everywhere to all the murders as an insurance policy against reasonable doubt.

      With the digital fingerprints, a defense lawyer could introduce some reasonable doubt. Someone could have used Bradley’s credentials to access the patient records, the defense lawyer would argue, and the jurors and the judge would nod and silently agree. So it was essential that there were additional layers of incriminating evidence to ensure that Bradley never saw the light of day again.

      I treated the DNR bracelets with peanut oil and clam broth. I placed some sesame seeds in the bag, and then I sealed it up and broke into Bradley’s apartment, and stashed the insurance policy.

      I must have been caught dozens of times on CCTV wearing that MIT jacket, black baseball hat, and sunglasses.

      From an appearance perspective, Bradley and I are very similar. We are just about the same height and build, and we have similar facial features and the same dark hair. I studied Bradley and mimicked his posture and gait as he walked - and found an identical MIT jacket at a thrift store in Greenwich Village. Bradley would often wear a black baseball cap, and wayfarer sunglasses - and I copied this and everything about him and his mannerisms when I murdered those people.

      As soon as Stella joined the dots and found Centrulia, she would find Bradley. And when she found Bradley, it was essential that she found the insurance policy to seal Bradley’s fate.

      Stella would be a hero. She would probably get a commendation. She might write a book about this - and her hunt for Bradley. Maybe Stella will become famous - she will be on TV talking about how she found Bradley and took him down. Maybe they would make a movie about her - and she would be like that actress in that film about the British doctor who ate his patients and the man making a suit out of his victim's skin.

      And Bradley would be famous. He might not want to be famous - but he would be famous. Everyone would be famous, but I will not be famous.

      Stella will be famous for finding Bradley - and Bradley will be famous for killing all of those people. But it will all be a lie. Sure, Stella joined the dots and found Centrulia, and then she found Bradley. And she will be commended and celebrated and she would become famous - but she has the wrong person. Stella didn’t solve any crimes - She didn’t bring anyone to justice. All she found was what I let her find - and she will be celebrated and feted and be a hero.

      The tiger gets the deer, and what do I have?

      I have nothing!
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            The Press Conference

          

        

      

    

    
      Stella arrived at City Hall at around 7:45 AM and checked in at reception. A man was waiting at reception for her - he was anxious and in a hurry.

      “The Mayor wants to see you…” - said the man as he hurried to the elevators.

      “So I hear,” - said Stella as she followed the man.

      “Are you wearing that for the presser?” - said the man, glancing at Stella as he pressed the button on the elevator.

      Stella looked down at herself and then back to the man - “Is there a problem?”

      The man continued pressing the button, harder each time - and then glanced back at Stella - “Well, you look a little bit Hill Street Blues - was that what you were aiming for?”

      Stella didn’t say anything - and then the doors opened, and the man pushed his way into the packed elevator cart, and Stella did the same.

      Stella followed the man down a corridor, and they came to a large set of doors. The man opened the doors and entered a large office overlooking the park.

      “There she is!” - said a voice as Stella walked into the office.

      The Mayor walked up to Stella with his arms wide open. The Mayor had a broad smile on his face - and he looked very happy.

      Stella smiled, and then the Mayor embraced Stella and hugged her. The Mayor released Stella from his embrace and held her by the arms, and grinned at her. Stella awkwardly smiled back.

      The Commissioner was there, as well as the District Attorney and a host of the Mayor’s assistants and advisors.

      “My favourite Detective!" - said the Mayor, grinning broadly and still gripping Stella’s arms - “She cracked the case and arrested this psycho - and I get a ten percent bump for law and order in the polls!”

      “And eight percent overall,” - said the Mayor’s political advisor.

      “And eight percent overall…” - said the Mayor, beaming at Stella.

      “And the TV coverage,” - said the political advisor.

      “And the TV coverage…” - said the Mayor, grinning like The Cheshire Cat - "Worth its weight in gold!"

      Stella awkwardly smiled back.

      “So what’s the running order for this whole deal?” - said the DA, wandering over to the windows and looking down at the ever growing crowd of news journalists and TV crews on the steps of City Hall.

      The Mayor stopped grinning and released Stella. He turned to the DA  - “We are at City Hall. What the hell do you think the running order is…?”

      The DA turned from the windows and smiled at the Mayor - “Considering that this is a law and order press conference - I think…that I should open up.”

      The Mayor stood motionless for a moment as he digested what the DA had said, and then he calmly walked across the room and stopped before the much taller DA with his hands on his hips. The Mayor wore a white shirt with a colorful tie and broad suspenders. The Mayor looked up and smiled at the DA.

      “The District Attorney, Detective Palmerston,” - said the Mayor in a calm voice, smiling and staring at the DA - “would like to be the Mayor of this city one day….”

      Stella stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, grinning. The Commissioner stood and grinned. The Mayor’s assistants and advisors continued working - ignoring the Mayor and the DA.

      “The District Attorney, Detective Palmerston,” - continued the Mayor - “dreams of being the Mayor of this great city, and then maybe the governorship or being a congressman down in DC.  The District Attorney, Detective Palmerston, might even have dreams of being the President of The United States of America one day. But right NOW…he is the District Attorney, and I am the Mayor  - and at City Hall, the Mayor of New York City opens up the press conferences - whether we are talking about law and order, a new public swimming pool, or the price of fucking hot dogs in Central Park! Capisce - my Jewish American friend?”

      The District Attorney shrugged. - and the Mayor continued to smile at him, and then the Mayor turned and walked back to where Stella stood - awkwardly grinning.

      “They are like savage, rabid animals…” - said the Mayor to Stella, his face tense and in a hushed tone.

      “Who are?” - said Stella, looking confused.

      “They all are!” - snapped the Mayor, still in a quiet voice - “They are like jackals and hyenas - snapping at my heels and trying to sink their fangs into my flesh - wanting to rip the meat from my bones and slurp on my marrow…the only thing these animals understand is the law of the jungle - where it is rat eat rat!”

      Stella smiled at the Mayor - unsure if she should say anything.

      The Mayor smiled and continued in his quiet voice - “Could you say something today - at the press conference - about how the Mayor was personally involved - that’s me - and that The Mayor’s Office was instrumental in providing assistance to the task force that allowed them to quickly capture Mr. Bradley Wallace, or something like that?”

      Stella continued to smile at the Mayor and tried to reply, but the Mayor cut her off.

      “We’ve got a BIG plans for you! The future is bright, Detective Palmerston. Who knows what will be next - you will have to get yourself an agent for when the phone starts ringing, and they want to write books about you and documentaries and maybe a big Hollywood movie. And then, who knows what’s next? Maybe Detective Palmerston might think about a career in politics. Maybe the famous Detective Palmerston would like to be a famous City Councilperson here at City Hall. Maybe the famous Detective Palmerston would maybe like to be a famous Mayor of this great city some day? And maybe the famous Detective Palmerston would need some friends who could help, friends who know about things like that and who could help.”

      The Mayor smiled at Stella. Stella went to reply, but the Mayor cut her off - again.

      “This is a huge day, Detective Palmerston - absolutely huge! New York City is the greatest city in the world - and today, the world’s media will be standing outside of City Hall, and I will speak to them, and people all over America and the world will be watching….and listening to me!”

      Stella tried to reply again, but the Mayor had already turned and was shouting for his jacket, and his entourage was packing up and heading for the door.

      The man who had met Stella at the elevators grabbed Stella by the arm, and they started walking.

      “The Mayor will open up and do his thing - then the DA will speak, and if the Mayor is happy with what the DA said, then the Commissioner will speak - and then you will speak,” - said the man as they walked.

      “And what if the Mayor doesn’t like what the DA said?” - said Stella as they walked.

      “Then the Mayor will speak again,” - said the man, matter of factly.

      “Why?” - said Stella.

      “If the Mayor thinks that the DA’s performance or delivery or whatever was better than his, then he will go back and try to lay it on a little thicker,” - said the man.

      “Oh,” - said Stella.
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      They arrived outside of City Hall, and the steps were packed with reporters journalists, and TV crews from all over the world. Hundreds of reporters were jostling for position, and hundreds more New Yorkers were standing around watching. The man led Stella to her spot beside the Commissioner. The Commissioner turned and smiled awkwardly at Stella, and Stella awkwardly smiled back - and then the Mayor opened up.

      “People of New York, America, and the world…!” - started the Mayor.

      “The Mayor loves a press conference,” - whispered the Commissioner to Stella.

      Stella nodded and continued to listen to the Mayor speaking.

      The Mayor was now quoting the founding father and New Yorker Alexander Hamilton.

      “Especially when the major networks turn up - and the international media,” - whispered the Commissioner.

      The Mayor was now talking about how strong and consistent leadership was the most important issue of the day.

      “The Mayor is very happy today,” - whispered the Commissioner.

      The Mayor was now talking about tired and huddled masses yearning to breathe free.

      The press conference continued. The Mayor spoke, and then the DA spoke, and then the Mayor gave an almost imperceptible shake of his head, and then the Commissioner spoke, and then Stella spoke.

      As Stella spoke, she saw the Mayor’s political advisor whispering into the ear of one of the journalists and the journalist nodding.

      Stella was bombarded with questions about the case - and then a question was shouted out - “What support did the investigation receive from the Mayor and the Mayor’s office?”

      Stella was flustered - and she hesitated.

      “The Mayor is an instrument…” - said Stella, and then she froze.

      The hundreds of reporters and journalists stared at her.

      “What I meant to say was the Mayor, personally, was very helpful and instrumental for the taskforce. And the Mayor’s office was also personally very helpful - and instrumental - also for the taskforce.”

      There was a moment of silence - and then the next question was shouted out.
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      Grand Central Station's booking hall has a public grand piano - and I play my music here. The piano tuner tunes the pianos badly, I might add, on Fridays at 11 AM. I play for an hour between 1 PM and 2 PM - and I only play Mozart.

      The security guards at Grand Central Station have informed me that I am no longer allowed to speak to the piano tuner, or I will be banned from playing the piano there - as he is thin-skinned and defensive regarding his inability to tune a piano to a satisfactory level.

      I usually start with Piano Sonata No. 11 in A Major, Al la Turca - to set the ambiance and to bring some lightness to the day. I will follow up with Piano Sonata in C Major,  the Allegro - one that everyone surely is familiar with.  And then, the gentler Sonata No. 17 in B-Flat Major - the Adagio, and then Sonata No. 2 in F major, also the Adagio. Then, Sonata No. 10 in C major - Allegro moderato, which is always fun to play. The Fugue in G minor, K. 401. And then Piano Sonata No. 1 in C major, the Allegro, followed by Sonata No. 17 in D major, Allegro. And then Prelude and Fugue in C major, Prelude followed by the Fugue. And then Piano Sonata No. 5 in G major, Allegro - and finally Sonata No. 11 in A major, the Menuetto!

      The universe created what is misguidedly considered the genius of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. Billions of years ago, a star exploded - and the matter and particles from the exploding star were ejected across the universe and traveled across space for billions of years. And then that matter and particles settled, and from that exploding stardust, a planet was formed, and life began to appear on that planet. And that life - single cells that existed in the primordial soup grew and evolved and became things, and those things one day crawled out of the water - and started living on land. And those things grew limbs and gave up the sea and scurried around on land - eating smaller things and hiding from bigger things. And those things that scurried around grew and changed and grew and changed a billion times - and one day, they were our ancestors - who had survived extinction events and the dinosaurs and had evolved into primitive man. And primitive man wandered - and broke out of Africa and traveled across the world, and some of those primitive men settled in what is now called Europe. And over thousands of years, these primitive beings built settlements, and one of these settlements was named Saltzburg, and on January 26th 1756 at the Hagenauer Haus, Number 9 Getreidegasse in Salzburg Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart was born.

      That stardust from that exploding star billions of years ago had reformed as Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, and Mozart wrote music - beautiful music!

      Some stardust from exploding stars reforms as junkies or people who work in advertising or prostitutes or other miserable beings. Some stardust reforms as detectives, and other stardust reforms as encryption engineers named Bradley Wallace.

      Some stardust reforms as things like Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, who wrote beautiful music. But the really special stardust reforms as people like me - who can play beautiful music.

      Mozart’s alleged genius can only be recognized through people like me - who can translate those notes into beauty. Without me - Mozart’s work is just a series of strange squiggles on a page. It takes someone like me to convert those strange squiggles into beauty. It could be said that the universe created Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart as a tool or a mechanism  - an idiot savant. The universe used Mozart to transcribe its dictation - Mozart was little more than a secretary taking notes from the universe. Mozart lived for just 35 years. This was all the universe needed him for - to transcribe. Once the universe’s dictation was transcribed and Mozart was of no use, the universe discarded him, and he died and was buried in an unmarked grave outside of Vienna.

      The real genius is people like me, who can convert and decode all of those trillions of improbable moments between the present and that old and ancient star exploding into beauty.

      As I play the first key - and the hammer hits the string, and the sounds fill the vast space inside of Grand Central Station, that is an event directly tied to that star exploding billions of years before. Trillions and trillions of seemingly random and unconnected events have transpired across the enormity of space and time so that I can convert those strange squiggles into beauty.

      Some people have claimed that my talents are a gift from God - but this is rubbish. God is a fictional character created by clever men trying to control stupid men.

      When I play the piano, you hear the sound an exploding star makes.

      I am quite a celebrity at Grand Central Station. There are a number of people who attend my performances regularly. They sit and sip coffee and tea in the cafes near the piano - and after I have finished playing, some of them will come to speak to me and let me know how beautifully I play, and they will thank me.

      A woman once told me that my playing was the most beautiful thing she had ever heard. I modestly thanked her.

      People will ask me to play songs for them - like I am some kind of performing monkey. A man asked me to play something called The Piano Man, by someone called Neil Diamond. I said that Neil Diamond sounded like a made-up name - and the man said it wasn’t, and it was a very famous song about a man playing the piano. I said I didn’t know what he was talking about - and that I was a man playing the piano. The man stared at me and then walked away.

      I come to Central Station every Friday - and play beautiful music for these people. I try to bring some joy and some happiness to their lives - to lift them, however briefly, from their largely meaningless and miserable existences.

      I pity them.

      They scurry like insects from their dreary homes in their dreary neighborhoods to the trains and then scurry from the station to their offices - where they work like termites in a hive. And then they scurry back to the station, and then they scurry to the trains, and then they scurry back to their dreary homes in the their dreary neighborhoods where they lock the doors and close the shades and watch television and eat frozen microwave dinners. And they sleep at night with a loaded gun nearby in case they are attacked and raped and murdered during the night - and then they repeat it all again, and again, and again until they die.

      Some stardust settles and forms into something like me - most often, though, it doesn’t.
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      Stella was on a date with Travis - the man she had met in the months before in the diner and who had let her know about Patient ePass.

      They were at an Italian trattoria - and the waiter poured the Prosecco. Stella smiled, and the waiter filled Travis’ glass and then left the table.

      Travis picked up his glass and held it in a cheer - “To the famous Detective Palmerston…”

      Stella smiled and raised her glass.

      “I never imagined I would be dating a famous detective,” - said Travis as he sipped his wine.

      “Who did you imagine you would be dating?” - said Stella as she sipped her wine and smiled.

      “Well - you know, the usual. Supermodels, Hollywood actresses, and just regular, non-famous detectives,’ - said Travis as he picked up the menu and studied it.

      Stella did the same.

      It was true - Detective Stella Palmerston was indeed famous. Since the news of Bradley’s arrest for the murder of eleven people via the deadly allergens broke, the world could not get enough.

      Bradley had been duly dubbed The Nutter - and the gossip, rumors, and innuendo surrounding the case had grown to a fever pitch as the trial approached.

      British tabloids were claiming Bradley was a Satanist. Gossip websites were saying that Bradley was involved in cannibalism. And rumors spreading on Twitter were saying Bradley worked for the CIA as an assassin and all the victims were whistleblowers who could prove that 9/11 was an inside job.

      Stella had been approached by newspapers and TV stations from around the world to speak about how she tracked down the psychopathic killer, Bradley Wallace. But she had refused them all.

      Stella had received messages from production companies wanting to discuss turning her story into a screenplay - with the possibility of a movie. Sandra Bullock, the famous Hollywood actress, owned one production company that had approached Stella. The production company had said they wanted to turn Stella’s story into a 6 part series, with Ms. Bullock playing Detective Palmerston alongside an all-star cast.

      There was a message from a well-known ghostwriter - offering their advice on converting her story into a true crime book.

      The well-known ghostwriter who had written books for famous sports personalities, business figures, and politicians told Stella she could receive a hefty six-figure advance from a publisher - and then the story, once it had become a best-seller, could be optioned for a seven-figure sum to a production house or studio.

      The well-known ghostwriter said there would be other options as well - and a fictional series could be created centered around the adventures of Detective Stella Palmerston.

      The well-known ghostwriter said he was in New York - and that they should grab some lunch with his agent and discuss options and to not sign any deals until they had spoken.

      The Mayor and the Commissioner feted Stella - and she was paraded in front of the cameras more than she felt comfortable with. The Mayor was always there - smiling and telling anyone who would listen that New York was the greatest city in the world and that New Yorkers had never been so safe thanks to him.

      At the station, Stella had to deal with her fellow detectives' comments, jokes, and jibes. Stella was given the nickname “Super-Cop,” - and every day, she would come into the office to find dozens of bags of peanuts stacked on her desk and cans of clam chowder and bags of freshly baked sesame seed bagels.

      Stella studied the menu - but her mind was on Bradley. Stella’s mind was always on Bradley.

      “I think I am going to start with the gamberetto con aglio…” - said Travis - “and then  maybe the carbonara.”

      Travis looked at Stella - who seemed lost in thought staring across the restaurant.

      “I have changed my mind,” - said Travis, taking a sip of his wine - “I think I am going to start with the crocodile - and then I will have a pile of bricks with the engine oil.”

      Stella snapped out of her trance and looked at Travis, and smiled - “That sounds great!”

      “Is everything okay, Stella?” - said Travis, reaching over and taking one of Stella’s hands - "You seem so distracted recently."

      The waiter arrived for their order.

      They ordered food, and Stella sipped her wine and then looked at Travis.

      “What is it?” - said Travis, taking Stella’s hand again.

      “It’s Bradley…” - said Stella.

      “What about him?” - said Travis.

      “I don’t think he did it…” - said Stella.

      Travis raised his eyebrows and sipped his wine - “Wow! And why do you think Bradley didn’t do it?”

      “Because…” - said Stella, and she too took a sip of wine.

      “Because what?” - said Travis.

      “Because it is all too fucking perfect!” - said Stella, looking at Travis with a serious expression.

      “Wow!” - said Travis.

      “The digital fingerprints on the victims’ files, the bag of DNR bracelets found stashed in his apartment - and the MIT jacket, the fucking jacket! It is too perfect,” - said Stella, still staring at Travis.

      “Have you discussed this with the Lieutenant?” - said Travis.

      Stella let go of Travis’ hand and rubbed her face - “The Lieutenant won’t discuss it with me. He told me that we have our man - and that is the end of it. He said that I had done great police work - and not to fuck it up!”

      “He kinda has a point,” - said Travis, sipping more wine and smirking.

      “But Bradley is not a fucking idiot - he studied at MIT and is a software engineer - like he is really fucking clever. He would have known that if he accessed these files the server logs would record ALL of his activity and implicate him,” - said Stella, now becoming agitated - “And the bag of bracelets stashed in the apartment, covered in peanut oil, clam broth, and sesame seeds. And the fucking jacket - he wore a blue MIT jacket to his murders, the same MIT jacket he wears to work and everywhere else every fucking day! This was a complicated and elaborate crime - with years of careful planning. And yet we are supposed to believe that Bradley Wallace created a neat set of breadcrumbs that led directly to him - and the overwhelming evidence of his crimes?”

      “Okay, Stella,” - said Travis, trying to calm her down - “But didn’t they say that Bradley is a psychopath - and that he thought that he was too clever to be caught?”

      Stella stared at Travis, and then let out a deep sigh.

      “There is that…” - said Stella.

      Stella sighed again, and the waiter brought over their appetizers.

      They ate in silence for a while.

      “So what are you going to do?” - said Travis after a while.

      “I guess,” - said Stella, as she sipped her Italian Wedding soup - “I will just stick to what we know - and…”

      “And what?” - said Travis.

      “…and Bradley Wallace will go to jail forever and ever…” - said Stella.
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      Stella had taken a few days' vacation. She had told the Lieutenant that she wanted to take a break before the trial, and he said he thought it was a good idea.

      “Make sure you come back though, Super-cop!” - said the Lieutenant, showing a rare smile.

      Stella said she would.

      Stella met Lance Tapper, the well-known ghostwriter, and his agent - a woman called Kitty Sinclair. They met at a famous and extremely expensive bistro called The Hourglass Cafe. The bistro was always busy - and each table was limited to a one-hour seating timed by an hourglass placed on each table.

      Stella, Lance, and Kitty were seated at a table on the patio of the busy bistro - the tables were squeezed together closely. Lance ordered an Old Fashioned cocktail and the steak tartare. Lance told Stella to order whatever she wanted - as Kitty was paying. Kitty grinned. Stella ordered the Cobb Salad and a glass of white wine. Kitty ordered a “very large” dirty martini with extra brine and nothing else.

      “You have quite a story to tell, Detective Palmerston,” - said Kitty as she took a gulp from her martini and ordered another from a passing waiter.

      “I guess so,” - said Stella.

      “Have you had any offers for this story you have to tell?” - said Kitty, and she lit a thin cigarette.

      “A few - I guess?” - said Stella.

      “The key thing is control,” - said Kitty, finishing her martini as the waiter placed a fresh one in front of her. Kitty took a drag on the thin cigarette and then gulped her new martini - “Without control - you lose money.”

      Kitty went on to explain how the publishing and optioning world worked. How Stella should write her story first, using a well-known ghostwriter if she liked - Lance grinned - and then hit the best-selling charts.

      Kitty said that production companies wanted to buy the rights to Stella’s story now, before it had been turned into a best-selling book, because it would be cheaper.

      Kitty explained that once Stella’s story had been converted into a best-selling book - the production companies would have to add a couple of zeros to whatever number they were offering beforehand, and Kitty chuckled.

      “Tell your story first - and then you own the rights, and then you control everything,” - said Kitty - “Once you have a bestseller - you will be rich! And then the rights to your story will be worth all that much more, and there will be so much more competition for them.”

      Lance said that Kitty knew what she is talking about, and Kitty reeled off a long list of famous celebrities she had managed and the millions of dollars she had made them.

      Gravity pulled the sand in the hourglass through the narrow gap - and Kitty drank more martinis and laughed and smoked more cigarettes, and Lance grinned, and Stella smiled and nodded, and then their time was up.

      Kitty paid the bill - and then handed Stella her card.

      “Not everyone is as lucky as you, Detective Palmerston,” - said Kitty - “You have a story to tell - and people will be very interested to hear it, and you can become fabulously wealthy along the way. Call me!”

      Kitty and Lance left The Hourglass Cafe - and Stella looked at Kitty’s business card.

      Stella thought of Bradley.

      It was the digital fingerprints that was the biggest problem. Surely Bradley would have known that everything he did inside of the encrypted patient records would be tracked and recorded. Stella had read some of Bradley’s thesis on the Construction and Applications of Identity-Based Encryption without Pairings. Surely someone who could understand such a Byzantine and exotic subject as Identity-Based Encryption without Pairings would know he was leaving highly incriminating digital fingerprints. And Bradley was a software engineer - and server logs are the bread and butter of software engineers who want an irrefutable data source to understand what has happened.

      Why would Bradley be so careless?

      And the bracelets - hidden inside the bathroom extractor fan ducting. It was like they had been placed there - ready to be found.

      And the fucking MIT jacket - replete with peanut oil, clam broth, and sesame seed traces.

      A massive pile of incriminating evidence that no lawyer could wiggle their client from under.

      But why had Bradley been so careless?

      They said he was crazy - that he was completely insane. They said that Bradley was a psychopath. The prosecution’s psychiatrist who interviewed Bradley said that he suffered from a malignant personality disorder - and was most likely a highly functional schizophrenic. The prosecution’s psychiatrist said that Bradley, the real Bradley, was an angry, vain, and cunning sociopath - and that the real Bradley had created an outward persona, the Bradley that the world knew, as a cloak that the real Bradley hid under.

      The prosecution’s psychiatrist said that the real Bradley had dedicated his entire life to the murderous plot - and that the real Bradley would continue to hide under the cloak, and protest his innocence, and claim he was set up as the final self-defense mechanism to protect his true self from being exposed from under the cloak.

      In all of the interviews Stella had conducted with Bradley’s friends and family - not one of them said they believed Bradley was guilty. The friends and family painted a picture of a highly intelligent man who was well-liked and active in several social circles. Bradley was a member of the New York Mensa chapter - the society for people with a high IQ, and a member of the MIT alumni association, and played in chess competitions at a competitive level. Bradley played softball on the Patient ePass Engineering team - and socialized with his coworkers.

      Bradley’s girlfriend, Wendy, had said that Bradley was a kind and caring person. Wendy cried the whole time Stella spoke to her, and Wendy said she couldn’t believe that this had happened - and that there must have been some terrible mistake.

      Was this the cloak?

      Was Bradley a psychopath - and this well-liked person who was loving and kind the cloak that the real Bradley was hiding under?
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      Stella stepped from the train. She was in Washington, DC.

      Stella left the station and headed to her hotel. She checked in and then headed to a coffee shop. Stella ordered a coffee and a pastry and sat down - and then she dialed a number on her phone.

      “Hello,” - said a woman’s voice on the phone.

      “Oh, hello Clarice - this is Stella, Detective Stella Palmerston - from NYPD,” - said Stella.

      “I think I know who you are, Detective,” - said Dr. Crawford.

      Stella and Dr. Crawford made small talk for a while - and then Stella said she was in DC for the next couple of days - and would Dr. Crawford like to meet for lunch.

      Dr. Crawford said it would be lovely to see Stella, and they arranged to meet for lunch the following day.
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      There is a central rule to police investigations, which is this; The simplest explanation is the best.

      Like Occam's razor.

      Occam's razor is a principle of theory construction or evaluation according to which, other things equal, explanations that posit fewer entities, or fewer kinds of entities, are to be preferred to explanations that posit more. The simplest explanation is preferred.

      This simplest explanation rule permeates all levels of policing, and detectives are trained to boil the evidence down to the raw components. It is within these raw components that the killer is almost always found.

      With Bradley Wallace, the police boiled down the evidence to the raw components, and they found 11 murder victims, a trail leading to Centrulia and Patient ePass, Bradley’s digital fingerprints all over the patient records of most of the victims, and a bag stashed in Bradley’s apartment filled with Do Not Resuscitate bracelets and an MIT jacket with traces of peanut oil, clam broth, and sesame seeds.

      The simplest explanation was this; Bradley Wallace killed all those people because he is a psychopath, and that was that.

      The Mayor and the DA were happy as they got their faces on TV and in newspapers. The Commissioner was happy because the Mayor was happy. The Captain was happy because the Commissioner was happy. And the Lieutenant was happy because the Captain was happy.

      Every attempt Stella had made to address her concerns were shut down immediately by the Lieutenant.

      “We just got out of the world of shit alive and unscathed, and now you want to go back for more?” - said the Lieutenant, his face looking incredulous.

      “But, sir…” - started Stella before the Lieutenant cut her off.

      “None of this is our job, Detective. Our job is to gather evidence of crimes and to identify and arrest suspects. Once that is done, we hand everything off to the DA and they look at that evidence and they look at that suspect and they decide who gets prosecuted or not.”

      “But, sir…” - started Stella again before the Lieutenant cut her off again.

      “And this is why we have appeals courts, Detective,” - said the Lieutenant - “Believe me, some fancy lawyer is going to sign Mr. Wallace up on a no-win-no-fee deal for his appeal, and they will come sniffing around here looking for anything and everything that has even the remotest possibility of being interpreted by a jury as police or prosecutorial misconduct - and about $200 million in restitution for their client.”

      “But, sir…” - started Stella again before the Lieutenant cut her off again.

      "We have our man, Super-cop - you've done great police work - now don't try and fuck it up!”

      But, sir…” - started Stella again before the Lieutenant cut her off again for a final time.

      “Are you still here, Detective?” - said the Lieutenant angrily - “I thought you were supposed to be on vacation.”

      Stella had thought about calling Dr. Beil from the New York Medical Examiner’s office, but he was a witness for the prosecution.

      And so Stella had headed to Washington DC to see the FBI’s profiler - Dr. Clarice Crawford.
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      “So, how are you doing?” - said Clarice after they had sat down in the restaurant.

      It was a Japanese ramen restaurant.

      “I am good, busy!” - said Stella, smiling.

      “I can only imagine - like, every time I turn on the news I see your face! - said Clarice, smiling.

      The waiter came over and poured some water - and asked them if they had any questions about the menu. They both said they didn’t. The waiter left them.

      “So what are you doing in DC?” - said Clarice as she browsed the menu.

      “Well - I wanted to see someone and ask them about Bradley,” - said Stella, her face looking anxious.

      “Bradley Wallace?” - said Clarice, looking up from the menu.

      “Yes,” - said Stella.

      “Who are you speaking to about Bradley in DC?” - said Clarice, her face looking puzzled.

      “You,” - said Stella.

      There was a moment of silence.

      “And how can I help you with Mr. Wallace?” - said Clarice, her face still puzzled.

      There was another moment of silence.

      “I don’t think he did it….” - said Stella.

      There was a long moment of silence. Clarice sipped her water, and the waiter returned to the table - and asked if they had decided.

      There was some fumbling with the menus - and then Clarice ordered the lunch-sized chicken ramen and a Scotch and soda. Better make it a double, Clarice added. Stella said she would have the same.

      Clarice waited until the waiter had left the table - and then she spoke - "You know…if Bradley's defense team heard you saying that, or heard from someone else that you had said that - then I am just saying, they would have a field day with it and it would totally be on CNN, and you would be in very serious trouble, Stella!"

      Stella stared at Clarice and nodded, barely.

      “So what makes you think that Mr. Wallace is innocent?” - said Clarice.

      Stella explained her concerns about the digital fingerprints - that it was too clumsy for someone with Bradley’s experience. Stella explained how she thought the bag with the DNR bracelets looked as though it had been planted. Stella said Bradley had worn the same easily identifiable jacket to his murders as he did to work. Stella told Clarice about the interviews with Bradley’s friends and family - about how none of them thought Bradley was guilty.

      “Isn’t this what you guys dream of - finding a perp like Bradley who thought he was so clever and would never be caught - and he becomes clumsy and sloppy?” - said Clarice.

      The waiter brought over their drinks, and they both took their drinks and took a gulp.

      “Tell me about the profile again,” - said Stella.

      “The poisoner profile?” - said Clarice.

      “Yes,” - said Stella.

      Clarice recited the highlights of the poisoner profile - just as she had during the task force meetings in New York.

      “And does that profile fit Bradley?” - said Stella.

      Clarice shrugged - “It is not an exact science. The profile gives you an outline of previous offenders - not necessarily future offenders!”

      “Okay, sure - but let’s look at that profile. You said the person we are looking for would carefully plan their crimes and be experts at subterfuge,” - said Stella, becoming more intense - “You said they would be cunning, sneaky, and creative. That they would plan their crimes in minute detail over many years.”

      “Sure - but not every case will fit this exact profile.” - said Clarice.

      “But what about if our suspect does fit this profile - what if our suspect killed these eleven people and then planted evidence to implicate Bradley Wallace, and this is all part of an expert subterfuge plan developed in minute detail over many years?” - said Stella.

      “I guess it is possible…” - said Clarice, her eyebrows lifting as she took a sip of her drink.

      The waiter brought over the ramen, and then left the table.

      “You said we would be looking for a single child who had been spoiled or raised in an unhappy home. But Bradley has three brothers and a sister, and all of them said he had a very happy childhood and is not guilty!”

      Clarice shrugged again - “Like I said - It is not an exact science.”

      “Do you remember the interviews?” - said Stella - “How angry Bradley was?”

      Clarice nodded.

      “The profile said the person we were looking for modus operandi would be to avoid confrontation and to be sneaky,” - said Clarice - “Bradley was confrontational and didn’t try to wriggle out of this whole thing - he just said he didn’t know anything about any of it!”

      There was silence.

      “And do you remember the link you had sent us about Shipman - the British doctor? Is Bradley like Shipman?” - said Stella

      There was silence for a while. Clarice started eating her ramen.

      “But…” - said Stella.

      “But what?” - said Clarice.

      “But the real thing - when I met Bradley, he wasn’t what I expected…” - said Stella.

      “How do you mean?” - said Clarice.

      “I mean - that when I met Bradley he wasn’t what I imagined. I imagined he would be odd or strange - like a misfit or something. When we interviewed Bradley - if you ignored all of the evidence we had, then it just didn’t add up. Bradley isn’t a fucking killer - he is not some sneaky, cunning expert at subterfuge who spends years intricately planning a series of murders. He is just a guy who plays chess and softball - and has a girlfriend and who works for Centrulia. We didn’t find anything amongst his emails or messages or personal effects - nothing that would be a red flag or would speak to him being completely insane…”

      There was more silence.

      Stella continued - “…and that is what doesn’t make sense. Bradley being so clumsy and allowing himself to be caught. The bag of DNR bracelets stashed in his apartment and the jacket - just waiting for the police to find. And him - we are told that Bradley is a monster, a psychopath with no emotions or empathy who is only interested in killing. I just don’t see it…”

      “Have you told anyone else this?” - said Clarice after a while.

      “I tried to…” - said Stella, who also started eating her ramen.

      “And?” - said Clarice.

      “I was told to shut up,” - said Stella.

      “Probably a good idea,” - said Clarice and she continued to eat her ramen.

      Stella stared at her ramen - and then nodded, and then continued to eat her lunch.
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      I have bought a television - and something called a “TV Box”.

      We never had a television in our apartment. My father always considered watching television as a pastime of the indolent and simple-minded folk - who are unable to entertain and stimulate themselves and who should be praying for salvation instead.

      The TV Box is a small computer that receives data from an internet connection, and this TV Box converts that data into a “stream” that can be connected to the television via an HDMI cable.

      Apparently, I now have access to over five hundred television channels!

      Dwayne, that is the name of the technician who installed the TV Box, and he is also a black man, told me that the package I have gets me all the entertainment, all the reality TV shows, some sports, some movies, porno channels, and all the news and lifestyle channels.

      I felt weird when Dwayne said Porno - but it didn’t seem to bother Dwayne.

      Dwayne was studying at a community college. He was studying information systems - but he dropped out as he wanted to earn some money to buy a car so he could get a girlfriend. I didn’t understand the connection between a financial transaction for automobile and gaining a girlfriend. Dwayne showed me how to operate the TV Box, and he said if I had any problems, there were loads of self-help videos on Youtube, which I don’t know what that is, or I could call customer support.

      I thanked Dwayne, and he left. I thought it was very brave of me to have a black person in my apartment.

      I watched some television.

      There is a show called Keeping Up with the Kardashians.

      I didn’t fully understand the show - but it seemed to be some kind of dull and melancholy drama about a family of misfits, who are mostly sisters, and their strange offspring and villainous partners. The acting was terrible - and the characters seemed like grotesque caricatures or parodies. Some of the sisters looked like they were wearing masks - like hideous gargoyles. The dialogue seemed stilted and staged as if the actors hadn’t rehearsed their lines or were disinterested in playing the part they had been cast in. None of the characters seemed likable, and some seemed scary - like they were from some kind of horrid nightmare reality.

      I watched another television show called Murder She Wrote, about a writer called Jessica Fletcher. Jessica lives in an idyllic town on the New England coast called Cabot Cove. And the town is charming - and everyone is so very friendly, and there are no black people or junkies or beggars or prostitutes in Cabot Cove. Cabot Cove seemed like the type of place I would like to live - away from the scum and the debauchery in this horrendous city.

      In this particular episode, Jessica had an acquaintance who was involved in some business deal - and the acquaintance was murdered! Jessica helped the local police, who were quite inept, to identify the killer. The killer inexplicably confessed to their crime at the show's end - without any pressure or questioning by law enforcement. It was all very exciting - as I imagine that not much very exciting happens in Cabot Cove.

      I imagined being Jessica’s neighbor, and me playing the piano and Jessica hearing the sound of my beautiful music - and coming over. And I would smile and pause playing - and I would ask Jessica if she would like some tea and biscuits, and she would say yes. and I would make tea - and we would sip our tea and eat biscuits, and then Jessica would ask if I would play more, as the beautiful music filled her day with so much joy like the old woman in apartment 307 who died. And I would smile - and then I would play more music - and the ocean breeze would blow through the open windows, and the ocean could be seen with a fishing boat in the distance and gulls flying on the breeze.

      I flicked through the other over five hundred channels and found a channel called “The House of Taboo” that bills itself as the “home of your darkest and most secret fantasies”.

      I watched a show on The House of Taboo channel called "Mom's Special Addiction Therapy". I wasn't entirely sure what the show was about, but it seemed to be an amateurish first-person perspective documentary about a family going through some challenges and experimental and alternative therapy techniques for certain types of addiction. The scene started abruptly and showed an older buxom woman dressed in a cocktail dress, even though it was the middle of the day, and she was wearing excessive make-up. The woman had large perfect teeth and bleached blond hair, and her face and eyes looked tired. The woman had large swollen breasts and tattoos covering her arms and cleavage, and she had extraordinarily long fingernails that were perfectly polished and manicured. The woman’s dress showed a large amount of cleavage. The buxom woman was talking to the camera - and appeared to be addressing her stepson, who is possibly mute as they did not speak during the entire scene. The camera appeared to be attached to the head of the mute stepson. The buxom woman appeared quite irate with her stepson’s poor college grades and angrily accused him of being more interested in pornography featuring older women, such as herself, than studying. The buxom woman claimed to have accessed her stepson's laptop and viewed his highly incriminating internet browsing history, and the buxom woman informed her stepson that she had discovered his voracious appetite for incestuously themed mother-and-son pornography and viciously accused him of being a “fucking pervert”. As punishment, she forced her stepson to strip naked - which certainly seemed like an experimental and  alternative and perhaps questionable punishment technique. The buxom woman stood in front of her naked stepson and berated and humiliated him and again accused him of being a pervert for the amount of time he spent masturbating and watching incest-themed pornography rather than studying, and accused him of being addicted to MILF pornography. I had to research it, but apparently, MILF is an acronym for “Mother I’d Like to Fuck”. The buxom woman then, inexplicably, demanded to know from her stepson if he thought she was a MILF, and the camera moved up and down like a nod. And then the buxom woman said that if he liked MILF "tits and ass" so much, she would force him to look at hers as punishment, and the buxom woman then proceeded, again inexplicably, to slowly and seductively remove her cocktail dress - she wasn’t wearing any underwear under the cocktail dress and her vagina was completely shaved and she had many more tattoos covering her body and her swollen breasts seemed to defy gravity. The buxom woman then, for a reason that wasn’t explained, covered her naked body and swollen breasts in baby oil, which was handily placed nearby, and she angrily ordered her stepson in a disgusted tone to begin masturbating as she posed in a series of lurid and vulgar positions exposing her genitals and anus that she pulled apart until it gaped wide open, and I was not aware that an anus could do this. The buxom woman continued to be angry and aggressive with her stepson and continued to humiliate and berate him during the entire sequence. The buxom woman also asked her apparent stepson some highly inappropriate questions, given their apparent relationship, using very coarse and graphic language. While it was good to see the buxom woman take a keen interest in her stepson’s academic performance, it seemed to be a strange choice of punishment to force him to masturbate while she angrily demanding if he wanted to “fuck mommy’s MILF ass?” Given her stepson's apparent proclivity for masturbating while watching MILFs on the internet do the exact same thing, the buxom woman’s choice of punishment seemed odd. The buxom woman's demeanor suddenly changed and she became concerned for her stepson's wellbeing, and she held his erect penis in her hands and said she would perform “therapeutic” oral sex on him and she told him that she was going to give him “mom's special therapy” for his pornography addiction, saying she would use her “mouth, tongue, and asshole" to “suck and fuck out of him” the MILF addiction and perverted thoughts through his penis, that she referred to as his "big fucking cock" -  I thought this treatment option had a low probability of success. The buxom woman knelt in front of her stepson and sucked his penis so vigorously that she continuously made herself gag and she  made guttural retching sounds, and then buxom woman angrily ordered her stepson to "fuck mommy’s throat," and tears were coming out of the buxom woman's eyes that made her eye makeup run down her face, and there were long strands of thick saliva and mucus hanging from her mouth, nose, and chin and she looked distressed and continually retched and gagged and appeared to vomit. The buxom woman was underrered by this and repositioned herself and said the “therapy” had to continue and she demanded that her stepson "fuck mommy's ass!" and they proceeded to have vigorous and noisy anal intercourse with lots of loud grunting, screaming, and highly inappropriate and coarse dialogue from the buxom woman. The buxom woman continued to grunt and groan and grinned and wanted to know if her stepson was enjoying "mom's special therapy" to prevent  him from being sexually attracted to MILFs, and I was confused as the therapy to prevent him from being sexually aroused by fictional MILFs on the internet was to engage in actual coitus with his own stepmother. Both the buxom woman and her mute stepson appeared outwardly to be enjoying the therapy very much, which seemed to defeat the objective of the initial intervention. All of this seemed confusing to me, and I was unsure of the message the buxom woman intended to convey to her stepson. I was also skeptical that the buxom woman’s therapeutic approach had any hope of curing her stepson's incest-themed pornography addiction, and I suspected that the buxom woman's intervention and choice of punishment and therapy may have exacerbated the entire situation. Finally, the buxom woman’s stepson ejaculated into her open mouth - and then the buxom woman appeared to gargle the semen and then swallowed it, and she licked her lips and smiled at the camera and winked - and I vomited onto the floor in front of the sofa.

      The reason I have the television and the TV Box is to watch the trial. I read an article about the trial in the break room at work. It was in a tabloid newspaper with sensational headlines about Bradley.

      They are calling Bradley “The Nutter” - I assume this is because they believe Bradley killed several of his supposed victims with nuts, and it is also a play on words - as I understand that people who are considered crazy or insane are sometimes referred to as Nutters.

      I thought this was a little cruel of the journalists.

      In the article in the newspaper, there was information about where you could watch the trial. The newspaper said there would be complete coverage of the trial on Legal TV.

      Incredibly, there is a TV channel dedicated only to court cases - and it is one of the over 500 channels in my TV Box package.

      Bradley’s trial will be televised on Legal TV - and I absolutely have to watch the entire thing in its absolute entirety.

      To familiarize myself with Legal TV - I have watched some of their evening programs.  There is a program on at 8 PM called “Overruled!”

      Overruled! is hosted by a brassy-looking Texan woman named Keighley Rimmer. Ms. Rimmer has bleached blond hair and wears too much make-up - and wears revealing and tight fitting dresses that accentuate her large breasts - and she reminded me of the buxom woman who had punished her stepson with oral and anal sex for his MILF pornography addiction.

      I find this incredible to believe - but apparently, Ms. Rimmer was a prosecutor in Houston, Texas, and then a defense lawyer before hosting Overruled!

      If you had asked me what Keighley Rimmer's profession was from seeing her and knowing nothing about her, I would have probably guessed that she was a middle-aged prostitute or a masseuse at a seedy 24-hour massage parlor, or maybe an older, plumper, and jaded flight attendant who wore too much make-up and was going through the motions.

      Ms. Rimmer’s claim to fame within the world of criminal justice is that she sent 20 convicted felons, who were all black men,  to death row in Texas when she was a prosecutor.

      In the episode of Overruled! that I watched, Ms. Rimmer discussed Bradley’s upcoming trial with several of what one can only presume are noted legal scholars.

      There was a former sheriff from Wyoming named Doug Bonogino. There was a former FBI serial killer investigator named Bruce Palminteri. There was a former California State Judge named Rosemary Shwartzman. And finally, writer and journalist Dick Wozniak - who had written several books dealing with the minds of serial killers.

      Keighley Rimmer opened the show by giving a lengthy monologue about the crimes - and the impact that those crimes had on the victim's families. The segment showed raw black and white photos of the victim’s faces - and flashing shots of Bradley in police custody and lots of cuts and fast transitions.

      There were shots of the press conference - and dramatic scenes with intense music as Stella and the others answered the journalist's questions.

      My heart was racing as Ms. Rimmer finished the segment.

      Ms. Rimmer asked the writer - Wozniak - what would have been happening in Bradley’s twisted mind. Wozniak said that, clearly, Bradley was insane - and that his crimes were probably fueled by a split personality, where there is the Good Bradley, who goes to work and has a girlfriend and is a nice guy and can function as a normal member of society. And there is a Bad Bradley - who intentionally studies encryption and intentionally gets a job at Cenrulia as an encryption engineer so that he can gain access to patient records and plan murders. Wozniak added that Bad Bradley is the real Bradley and that Good Bradley was a mask that Bad Bradley wore to appear acceptable and normal, a mask of sanity - and that as a psychopath, Bradley is incapable of feeling remorse or empathy for his victims.

      I nodded my head in agreement along with Keighley Rimmer.

      Ms. Rimmer asked her next guest - Sheriff Doug Bonogino - what story the defense would tell the jury. The Sheriff said, from his experience, that in these cases, the best thing to do is plead not guilty by reasons of insanity. Ms. Rimmer asked the Sheriff if he had seen this work before - and the Sheriff said he had never seen it work, but it seemed like the only option for the defense team.

      Ms. Rimmer asked former FBI agent Bruce Palminteri about what the prosecution’s strategy could be. Agent Palminteri said he had spent a lot of time interviewing guys like Bradley Wallace, and one thing they had in common - apart from being psychopaths, Agent Palminteri added - was that they thought they were too clever to get caught and became sloppy. Agent Palminteri said the sheer weight of evidence the prosecution had against Bradley Wallace made this an open and shut case even for unseasoned prosecutors, but the DA was bringing his ‘A team’ for the trial - and that Bradley Wallace would be found guilty on multiple counts of murder and he would spend the rest of his life in jail.

      Ms. Rimmer nodded and agreed and said that as a former prosecutor this was the kind of case she dreamt of bringing before a jury.

      And then Ms. Rimmer asked Judge Scwartzmann about sentencing. The judge said that in New York State, for first-degree homicide - the prosecutors would be looking for the maximum per count - 40 years. The judge said that there were also federal charges - and that Bradley was looking at well over 500 years in jail. Judge Schwartzmann added that if Bradley was in her court she would throw the book at him. Given that the average life expectancy of an American is 77 years, over 500 years in jail - to me - seems a little excessive.

      And then Ms. Rimmer said that Bradley deserves more suffering - and that he should be sent to the electric chair or gas chamber, and she had a sneer on her face.

      I have to say - I was very impressed with Legal TV and Ms. Keighley Rimmer’s handle on the situation.

      I will watch the whole thing on Legal TV - except for the days that Stella gives her testimony. When Stella gives her testimony, I will be in the court. I have to be there - and I have to see her.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Witness for the Prosecution

          

        

      

    

    
      The trial had been going on for weeks. The prosecution had painstakingly gone through the medical history of each victim - and then testimony was heard from their allergists. The medical examiners who had examined the victim's bodies were called to testify about the cause of death - and the discovered DNR bracelets. The victims' families were called - and asked about the mysterious DNR bracelets.

      And then Detective Stella Palmerston was called.

      Aleks sat in the public gallery - dressed in an old-fashioned knitted sweater and plain gray pants. He had a plastic bag on his lap - that contained an artist's pad, some pencils, a flask of coffee , and some sandwiches. Stella was seated on the far side of the court in the witnesses area - and waiting for the day's proceedings to begin.

      The public gallery was packed - as it had been virtually every day. Stella had testified the day before - and he had sat and watched her as she sat in the witness’s chair and gave her testimony. He had sketched her in his artist’s pad as she spoke to the court - and answered the attorney's questions.

      He drew a pencil sketch of Stella - and the lady sitting beside him had whispered to him that the sketch was very good. He had smiled at the woman and thanked her modestly.

      He was early today. Yesterday he had been about the twentieth person in line. Today he was the first in line and had a prime seat in the front row of the public gallery.

      In general - he had found the trial tedious. It was slow-moving, and the level of detail the court was going over seemed to him to be unnecessary. He didn’t like the constant objections from the defense council - and he would often dose off and miss large chunks of the coverage on Legal TV.

      As he sat and watched the court ready itself for the day's business - and he thought about this project. He had dedicated so many years to planning and executing this project.

      The years of thinking about how this project could be executed so that he could kill and get away with it. And then the idea of the allergens and the years of careful research in the public library - understanding the terminology and types of allergic reactions and their severity.

      And then the years of research looking for a way to find people who had a potentially fatal allergy. And then the years mopping the floor and emptying the trash cans at Centrulia - watching everything and everyone - learning all he could about who did what at Patient ePass. And then the careful planning to gain Bradley’s credentials so that he could access the patient records. And then breaking into Bradley’s apartment in the Bronx - and planting of the evidence. And then the murders - the killing of of those people. Some of them would have survived - if he hadn’t placed the DNR bracelet on their wrists.

      Brian Lomas might have survived - if he hadn’t placed the DNR bracelet on his wrist.

      A tear rolled down his face. It was all over - the project was completed. He felt emotional, and more tears rolled down his face. Bradley would be convicted - and would be sent to jail for 500 years or something ridiculous, and it would all be over.

      And then he began quietly sobbing. The years of work and planning would be over - and he had nothing. Stella was famous, and Bradley was famous, and he had nothing, and his body shook and he continued to sob silently.

      A hand held out a tissue for him.

      He stared at the tissue, then turned and looked at the face the hand belonged to. A woman was looking at him sympathetically and holding a tissue out for him. He weakly smiled and took the tissue.

      “It’s gonna be another tough day…” - said the woman, turning her head and looking at the court as it readied itself for the day.

      He wiped his eyes and stared at the woman.

      ‘Did you know one of the victims?” - said the woman as she stared ahead.

      “Yes…” - he said.

      The woman turned to him and smiled - “What was their name?”

      He stared at the woman - and didn’t know what to say. Why had he said yes?

      “Lomas,” - he said finally and uncertainly.

      “Brian? Brian Lomas?” - said the woman.

      He nodded.

      “How did you know Brian?” - said the woman.

      He stared at the woman, feeling the situation spiraling out of control.

      “From work,” - he said.

      “You worked with Brian at PB&T?” - said the woman.

      He nodded.

      “I am Rachel, Rachel Lomas. Brian was my husband,” - said the woman, and she still smiled at him and held out her hand.

      He stared at Rachel Lomas - and he thought he should run. That he should just get up and run. He glanced around the courtroom, and there were armed guards and police everywhere. He swallowed, and he felt his throat was dry, and he took her hand and limply shook it.

      “And your name is?” - said Rachel.

      “Shipman, Harold Shipman.” - he said. He didn’t know why he said it. It was the only name he could think of.

      The woman smiled at him.

      “Did you know Brian well?” - said Rachel Lomas.

      “We were more of acquaintances than friends,” - he said - “But…the emotion of the day, was just too much for me, hence the tears.”

      There was silence.

      “Your…your husband was a good man,” - he said weakly. He thought he should say something, and he tried to sound sincere when he said this.

      “Bradley fucking Wallace is a fucking animal!” - said Rachel Lomas, no longer smiling. Her face cold and intense, and her eyes looking watery.

      He nodded.

      “I would like to see Bradley fucking Wallace killed for what he has done to my family - and the families of his other victims. I pray at night to God with tears running down my cheeks - begging and pleading for God to bring hateful vengeance down on Bradley Wallace. I dream of Bradley Wallace being fucking shanked in prison - and bleeding to death in a puddle of his own blood!”

      There was silence.

      “Me too,” - he said, gulping his dry throat again.

      And then Rachel Lomas turned back to the court, and the court announcer told everyone to stand - and that the court was in session.
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      Stella was seated on the witness stand and reminded that she was still under oath. The prosecution continued questioning Stella about the investigation, which continued for hours. The court took a break for lunch - and he sat outside in the hallway, ate sandwiches he had packed, and sipped coffee from a flask.

      He thought of Rachel Lomas. He sneered as he thought of her. He thought of her anger towards Bradley. She was only angry - he thought - because she was like a parasite that had lost its host. Brian Lomas was dead - and now the parasitic Rachel Lomas would have to fend for itself.

      And he thought about what he would do with himself - now that this was soon to be over. This project and all of its moving parts had taken up so much of his life. He had particularly enjoyed this last while with Detective Palmerston in hot pursuit.

      He had often wondered if anyone could make the connection between him and Bradley - and he was absolutely sure it was not possible. When Bradley went to jail - this would all be over, and it would be time for him to try something new.

      He thought about what he enjoyed. He could play the piano - but he didn’t enjoy this. Playing the piano was to him a calling. It was a gift from the universe. He thought his calling was to bring joy and happiness to miserable beings by decoding the effects of a long-ago exploded star and turning that into music.

      After his initial shock, he had become quite fond of watching the pornographic specialty channels on the TV Box. He would spend hours every day watching the pornographic channels. Watching women fucking and sucking and retching and gagging and swallowing semen. He didn’t masturbate - he just watched hours of pornography in a trance-like state.

      He had a moderate talent for pencil sketch drawing. He thought his sketches of Stella were quite impressive. He would frame one of them - and place it on his wall. He would eat his supper and smile at the sketch of Detective Palmerston and wink at it - and talk to the sketch about how he beat her.

      He would write a book - he decided. He would write a book about a murderer who planned the perfect crime - and the detective who was hunting the killer down.

      The killer would look like Sean Connery from the 1960s - handsome, dark, and dangerous. And the detective would look like the women on the pornographic channels. She would be older and blond and have an older, slutty face - and a choker like a dog collar, with lots of make-up and large swollen breasts that defied gravity and tattoos and wear tiny slutty lingerie under her clothes and fishnet stockings - and her vagina would be completely shaved and maybe she would have a butt plug inserted in her anus while she worked, like the women he watched on the pornography channels.

      And he thought the killer would be dashing and handsome and daring - and the people he was killing were parasites who needed to be killed because they had allergies to the planet Earth, and it was the kindest thing to do - to kill them and put them out of their misery and they were thankful to be killed.

      And the detective was hunting him down - and she would interrogate suspects in the nude and tease them sexually, but she would never have sex with them.

      And then the detective would catch the killer - not because she had any talent but because the killer wanted to be caught by the detective. And the detective interrogated the killer, and she was naked, and she began sexually teasing the killer as part of the interrogation - but she couldn’t stop herself, and she had sex with the killer because she had fallen in love with him because he was a criminal genius.

      And then the detective helps the killer escape, and they move to Cabot Cove, and it is idyllic, and the town is charming, and Jessica Fletcher is their neighbor and everyone is so very friendly, and there are no black people or junkies or beggars or prostitutes. And they have new identities - and they are in love, and they have lots of money, and have lots of perverted sex covered in oil just like on the pornographic channels, and the killer would play the piano, and the detective would lay naked on the piano and dreamily stare into the killer’s eyes, and the ocean breeze would blow through the open windows, and a small fishing boat could be seen in the distance, and gulls flew on the breeze - and they lived happily ever after.

      And then the doors for the court opened, and he quickly packed his lunch away and hurried back into the court.
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      The court returned to session - and Stella continued her testimony. He was glad that the seating arrangements had changed. He was no longer sitting beside the parasitic Rachel Lomas - which he was pleased about.

      He watched Bradley as Stella gave her testimony. Bradley looked like he was holding up okay. Life in jail wouldn’t be so bad for Bradley, he thought to himself.

      Bradley would get three meals a day - and free medical care. Bradley could start teaching math in prison and help the other prisoners gain their high school equivalency. He thought that Bradley could make models with matchsticks. He could make a model of a Spanish galleon made from matchsticks - and then hand paint it. And the matchstick model of the Spanish galleon could sit on the shelf in his cell, and Bradley could stare at it - and Bradley could dream of not being locked in his cell until he dies, but of standing in the sun on the deck of that Spanish galleon on the ocean wave - as the trade winds filled the mainsail and the salty air blew through his hair and spray splashed his face.

      He was sure that Bradley could find plenty of ways to fill his days when he is in jail. He thought Bradley could learn a new skill - like carpentry in the prison workshop.

      He had watched a film on his television - called The Shawshank Redemption.

      He remembered the sequence in the film where the protagonist, Andy Dufresne, is continually raped by a group of other prisoners. He wondered if Bradley would be raped in prison, like Andy Dufresne. He wondered whether Bradley would be raped and passed around like a sex slave - and then he thought that Bradley would hang himself. He smiled - and thought that this was probably for the best. From what he understood, Bradley was facing a life sentence - and it would be better for Bradley if he was raped and abused and then killed himself rather than trying to continue.

      The court called a short recess.
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      The court was back in session, and he took his artist sketch pad from his bag and opened the book to a blank page.

      He began sketching Stella.

      His mind wandered as he sat and sketched Detective Palmerston, and he thought of his story for the book.

      He would write the story - and he would become a famous author. He would go on talk shows and be interviewed about his story - and he would be modest and smile.

      People would ask him - was the killer based on Bradley Wallace? And he would chuckle and say no. He would say that Bradley wasn’t sophisticated like the killer in his story. He would say that Bradley was a fool and an idiot. He would say that the killer in his story only got caught because he wanted to be caught - whereas Bradley had been caught because he was a complete failure and a moron.

      People would ask him if the sultry and sexy detective was based on Detective Palmerston? And then he began thinking of Stella in an interview room dressed in her detective suit and detective shoes and with her detective haircut - and she was seductively removing her clothes. And under her detective suit, she was wearing tiny and slutty   lingerie, and she was like the women on the pornographic channels. And he imagined himself handcuffed to a chair in the interview room, and Stella was starting the interrogation, and she was removing her lingerie, and she was wearing lots of make-up and a choker like a dog collar, and she had large swollen breasts, and fishnet stockings, and she had tattoos, and extraordinarily long fingernails, and her vagina was completely shaved, and now Stella was teasing him sexually - and then Stella was pulling off his pants and climbing on him and…

      He snapped out of his daydream - and he looked at the picture he had sketched. In the sketch, Detective Palmerston was standing in the middle of the court - and she was naked and wearing a choker like a dog collar.

      He quickly slammed shut the sketchbook and then looked around. The man sitting beside him was looking at him and grinning. He gulped and stared ahead.

      Stella continued her testimony, and then the prosecution said they had no more questions - and then the defense asked a few questions, and then Detective Palmerston was excused. The court went into a short recess - and everyone stood and stretched their legs and stepped out into the hall to make calls.

      Stella collected her things from the court clerk - and then she walked past the prosecution and defense tables and through the gate.

      He was standing - and he was staring at Stella as she walked through the gate and into the public gallery. Stella’s eyes made contact with his - and he smiled faintly as their eyes locked. They looked at each other for the briefest of moments, and then the lock was broken, and Stella was walking through the public gallery and out of the court.

      She had seen him - they had looked at each other, and she had seen him.
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      He left the court and walked to the flea market at Columbus Square, where he wandered through the stalls. He found an old picture frame and paid $1.50 for it.

      He walked back to his apartment - and when he was inside he placed the frame on the table and then opened his sketchbook. He went to the kitchen and returned with a pair of scissors - and he cut the page with the sketch he had drawn of Detective Palmerston naked in the courtroom out from the book. He placed the page in the frame - and then hung it on the wall.

      He went back to the kitchen and returned a short while later. He had slices of ham on a plate, with some pickled red cabbage.

      He sat at the table and ate - and he looked at the framed sketch of Stella and he smiled, and then he winked at the picture, and then he started speaking to the picture about how he had beat her.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Time Moved On

          

        

      

    

    
      Bradley Wallace was found guilty of eleven counts of murder in the first degree. Bradley was also found guilty of a host of other crimes - and was sentenced to eleven life sentences to be served consecutively with no chance ever of parole or release.

      Before he was sentenced, the families of Bradley’s victims were given the chance to confront him - and it was an emotional and trying day. Bradley finally broke down - and screamed at the judge and the families that he was not guilty - and it was a set-up. Bradley had to be restrained - and one of the court officers was punched by Bradley, and there was lots of wrestling and shouting.

      Aleks watched this on Legal TV - and after everything had calmed down, the judge ordered a recess. Back in the studio at Legal TV, Keighley Rimmer said the  humane thing to do, and to save the taxpayers some money, was to take Bradley out the back of the court and shoot him.

      When summing up, the Judge had said he had never presided over a case where the damage, hurt, and devastation was so widespread - and where the convicted had shown such little remorse or such capacity for evil.

      Aleks wanted it to all be over now - he wanted the TV and newspaper coverage to stop - and for everyone to just move on with their lives.

      Bradley was taken from the Manhattan courthouse to the Five Points Maximum Security state penitentiary - where he was booked in and placed in solitary confinement for his first 28 days.

      During that 28-day period, Bradley would be observed - and would meet with the prison’s psychiatrist. After this 28-day observation period - if everything went well - Bradley would be moved to a floor and the open prison population. If there were problems, he would be kept in solitary confinement.

      The prison warden visited Bradley and spoke to him through the hatch in the cell door. The warden said all prisoners were treated equally at Five Points, even if they were famous serial killers. Bradley told the warden he was innocent - and the warden smiled and told the guards to close the hatch to the cell.

      Bradley spent most of his time during the first 28 days crying - and considering killing himself.
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      After the trial had ended - Aleks had started work on his book. He had found an old typewriter at the flea market - and had repaired it and managed to find a company that sold ink ribbons, and he had started writing.

      So far, he hadn’t got much further than the title.

      
        
        The Tiger and the Deer

        By

        Aleks Davidović

      

      

      Watching pornography took up more and more of his time - and he would lose whole days as he sat motionless in a trance-like state and watched an endless stream of sucking and fucking.

      His life felt empty - and he would wander the city for hours and hours, staring at the people coming and going from the office buildings or sipping coffee with friends on the patio of a coffee shop.

      He felt as though he was dying. That a cancer was eating him up and consuming him. He felt as though an insect was growing in his brain, and when it would hatch, his head would split open, and a giant fly would crawl out of his brain flesh and fly away.

      He went to Grand Central station - and watched a woman playing the piano. She was playing Broadway musical tunes - and she had a friend that was videoing her on her phone.

      When he stared at the woman as she played, her face seemed to become demonic - and she cackled, and blood dripped from her fangs.

      He vomited on the floor as he watched.

      He rode the subway home - and he thought he saw tails, like the red tails a demon would have, poking out from under people’s coats as they stood on the subway.

      He went home and slumped into the sofa, and clicked on the television. He watched pornography - unmoving and unblinking - for hours and hours.
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      For Detective Palmerston - things were going a little better than Bradley Wallace or Aleks Davidović.

      Stella had been promoted - and had received her commendations. Stella ignored the calls and messages from Hollywood studios, producers, and book publishers.

      Stella and Travis had been dating for a while now - and things were going pretty good. Stella had been married three times before, and each time her marriages had disintegrated. Travis had been married before - and lived on Staten Island with his teenage daughter and son.

      As part of Stella’s - or Super-cop’s - promotion, she was now a Detective Sergeant and made the supervising officer of the cold case division. This was an office job with regular hours, no weekends, and no time in the field. The thinking was - if Super-cop could crack the Bradley Wallace case, how many other skeletons could she find hidden or buried within the cold case files?

      Stella liked working on the cold cases - and she especially liked the regular hours and no weekends.
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      Time moved on - and Bradley had graduated from solitary confinement and was now living with the other murderers and undesirables of the New York State maximum security prison system.

      At first, everything was terrifying for Bradley. The other inmates were terrifying, the guards were terrifying, the cells were terrifying, and the routine was terrifying. But now Bradley had slipped into the terrifying routine - and was trying to keep his head down and survive the devastation that had befallen him.

      At first, Bradley had considered suicide. He had worked out the guard’s routine - and knew he had enough time to kill himself. But he knew he was innocent. He knew that he hadn’t committed the crimes he had been accused and found guilty of. He knew that he had to try and figure a way out of this place. His parents had sold everything they owned to pay for Bradley’s lawyers. More money had been raised through donations - but it didn’t matter how much money had been spent - Bradley was destined to lose.

      And so Bradley kept his head down and tried to avoid any trouble with the murderers and the child killers and the rapists and white supremacists and the sicarios and gang bangers and the mafia hitmen. Bradley figured he just needed time - time for someone to look at what had happened and to see that a terrible mistake had been made and to come along and save him.

      Although he didn’t like to admit it - Bradley enjoyed the relative fame he had inside of Five Points. Bradley seemed to think that this relative fame was the only thing keeping him alive - but he also knew that one wrong step, or one wrong word, or one wrong look could end in deadly violence. So Bradley kept his head down and tried to survive each day.
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      Time moved on and Aleks had managed to crawl out from his decline after the trial ended. He had sold his television and TV Box - and now the only sound coming from his apartment was the clickity-clack and bell of the old typewriter as he worked on his book.

      He had started playing the piano at Grand Central Station again - and was using music and writing to re-purify his spirit after his descent into slovenliness and corruption.

      Aleks worked on his story all day, every day. The ideas flowed from his mind through his fingers to the keys of the typewriter, and then the arms with the letters on them swung up and smashed against the ink ribbon and the sheet of paper, and the words appeared on the paper. And he thought of that ancient and old star exploding billions of years ago - and all of the trillions upon trillions of random events and coincidences that must have occurred over the enormity of space and time for these words to appear on the sheet of paper.

      He told himself that he was an instrument of the universe - and he was decoding ancient messages from that exploding star. Just as he played the piano beautifully, the words he was typing would also be beautiful.

      He played the keys of the typewriter like he played the keys of a piano - and the keys continued to clickity-clack, and the bell rang as he finished every line.
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      Travis had planned a short vacation for Stella and him. He had booked train tickets from New York to Boston. It was the holidays, and New York was decorated for Christmas. They were leaving early on Friday afternoon from Grand Central Station - and Travis had packed some good wine and gourmet snacks for the journey up to Boston. Travis said they could enjoy the winter scenery, play some cards, get a little drunk, and then get to their hotel in Boston and make love like teenagers!

      Stella giggled, and she said it all sounded lovely.

      They were going to head to Quincy Market during the day for seafood and sightseeing on Saturday, and Travis had tickets for the New York Rangers versus the Boston Bruins in the evening. On Sunday, they were going for brunch and then flying back to New York in the afternoon.

      They arrived at Central Station and walked into the cavernous booking hall. There was a giant Christmas tree in the center of the booking hall, and Christmas decorations and bunting were festooned everywhere you looked. Stella and Travis stopped by the Christmas tree, and they asked a woman walking by to take a picture of them. The woman smiled and said okay - and they smiled, and the woman took a photo on Stella’s phone. They thanked the woman, and Travis said he was going to use the men’s room and would pick up coffee and would be straight back.

      Stella stood by the Christmas tree and looked around at the hurried faces of the people rushing to catch trains. And then she heard it.

      The beautiful sound of a piano being played. The sound filled the booking hall - the delicate and beautiful sound filled the air. Stella turned and looked for where the sound was coming from. She walked around the Christmas tree, and she saw a grand piano set up by some cafes on the concourse. A man wearing an old-fashioned knitted sweater and gray pants played the piano. Stella stepped towards the piano - and watched the man playing.

      The man continued to play, and Stella continued to step towards him. The man lifted his head as he played, and Stella saw his face.

      Stella smiled and thought it was like something out of a movie. The beautiful decorations and the beautiful music coming from the piano. Stella stood and watched the man play the music.

      “I thought you had done a runner!” - said a voice behind her and she turned, and Travis was standing there smiling and holding two large paper cups of coffee and a paper bag with two Danish cherry pastries inside.

      Stella smiled and took one of the cups, and she took Travis’ hand, and they walked away to find their train. As they walked, Stella looked back over her shoulder at the man playing the piano.
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      They had seats in the business class carriage and had been on the train for about three hours and were drinking wine and playing cards. They were playing Cribbage - and Stella was winning.

      Travis said he was going to the restroom, and Stella sipped some wine and ate some spicy cashew nuts. She looked out of the window at the snowy landscape - and she thought how pretty it was now that they were outside of the city.

      And then Stella thought of Central Station - and how beautiful it looked. And then she thought of the man playing the piano - and how it sounded so beautiful. And then she thought - I have seen that man before.

      Stella sipped more wine and ate another nut.

      Stella thought about where she could have seen the man’s face before….and then Travis came back and sat down, and he began shuffling the cards.

      “That’s $80 you owe me so far, pretty boy!” - said Stella, sipping more wine and smiling at Travis.

      Travis dealt the cards.

      “What happens if I cannot pay, Detective?” - said Travis sipping some wine and smiling.

      “Well - I guess I will have to slap the cuffs on you and take you down to the cells and rough you up bit!” - said Stella, and they both laughed.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      They woke up on Saturday morning - and were slightly hung over.

      Travis called room service, and they had a huge breakfast feast delivered to the room - and a bottle of sparkling wine and fresh orange juice to make mimosas. They freshened up and then spent the day sightseeing and visiting Boston’s famous Quincy Market, where they ate oysters and shrimp and littlenecks on the half shell and drank pints of Boston Irish Stout.

      They went back to the hotel and made love and then slept for a bit, and then showered and headed out to watch the Rangers and the Bruins.

      They drank beers and ate giant hot dogs and cheered, and they saw the Rangers beat the Bruins in overtime. After the game, they found an Irish pub where they laughed and drank Guinness and sang songs along with the locals and the band until the wee hours.
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      Stella sat bolt upright in bed. It was 6:27 AM.

      She sat and stared into space for a moment, and then slipped her legs off of the bed and went to the bathroom. She turned the light on and closed the door. She used the toilet, and then Stella ran some cold water and washed her hands and face. She dried herself with the towel and looked at her reflection in the mirror.

      She had remembered where she had seen the man playing the piano before. She had seen him in the courtroom. He had been sitting beside Rachel Lomas in the front row. Stella and seen them talking.

      Stella finished up in the bathroom, then turned the light off and returned to bed, where she cuddled up to Travis and fell back to sleep.
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      Stella was back in New York - and supervising the cold cases team. Life was good at the moment. She was in love with Travis - and he was in love with her.

      Stella was going through the mail that had arrived - and there was an invite for a memorial service for the victims of Bradley Wallace. There would be an interdenominational memorial service at St. Patrick's Cathedral in a month’s time.

      The Mayor would be speaking, then the District Attorney, then the Commissioner, and then several lesser dignitaries and civic leaders. Stella thought that maybe the mayor would be speaking twice.

      Stella added the date to her diary and then continued with her day.
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      “It’s pretty racy!” - said the man, who was thumbing through a typed manuscript.

      Aleks nodded his head.

      “Not that racy is a bad thing - it's just that some of this is - you know - pretty racy!” - said the man, and he continued to thumb through the manuscript.

      The man was Leo Skagnetti - and Leo Skagnetti was a book publisher.

      Aleks had finished his story - and he was now shopping it around to publishers.

      Leo Skagnetti owned Skagnetti and Barnes - a small book publisher based in Hell’s Kitchen specializing in erotic fiction.

      “I am just saying - it takes a lot to make me blush, and some of this is really making me blush!” - said Leo grinning as he continued to thumb through the manuscript.

      After a while, Leo put down the pages and took a cigar from a cigar box on his desk which he lit.

      “So here’s the deal,” - said Leo.

      Aleks nodded.

      “I buy the rights off of you for $100, and I take care of all the editing, printing, and marketing,” - said Leo as he leaned back in his chair and puffed his cigar - “Then, once we have sold enough books to cover the cost of publication and the $100 for the rights, you get an extra $100.”

      “And is that a good deal?” - said Aleks.

      Leo smiled - “It’s a great deal, kid!”

      “Okay, let's do it,” - said Aleks.

      Leo smiled - “We gotta do something about that title, though - we need something more racy!”

      Aleks nodded.

      “The Tiger and the Deer sounds like a thriller or a mystery - I will think of something!!”

      Aleks smiled and held out a hand - and they shook hands.
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      Time moved on again - and Detective Sergeant Palmerston and Travis sat in the pews of St. Patrick’s Cathedral as the giant organ played solemn music under the lights of hundreds of candles. The cathedral was filling up - and Stella saw many people she knew. Stella saw the families of the victims of Bradley Wallace and Clemente and Ray from the FBI, and the Lieutenant, and the Captain, and then she saw Rachel Lomas across the other side of the aisle - and they saw each other and smiled at each other. And then the archbishop was speaking - and then the archbishop invited the Mayor to speak - and speak the Mayor did.

      There were many camera crews at the service - and the Mayor was lapping up the attention and laying it on thick and turning in a one-speech-worthy performance. Stella looked at the DA and could see him gritting his teeth and clenching his fists until his knuckles had turned as white as snow.

      And then the DA spoke, and then the Commissioner spoke, and then the lesser dignitaries and civic leaders spoke and then the choir sang and then the arch-bishop blessed everyone, and then an Anglican bishop blessed everyone, and then a Rabbi blessed everyone, and then an Iman blessed everyone, and then the choir sang again, and then the arch bishop thanked everyone for coming - and it was over.

      Stella and Travis stood and moved from the pew and said hello to people and Stella spoke to some family members, and then she turned and Rachel Lomas stood there. Stella hugged Rachel, and Rachel wiped her red eyes with a tissue.

      Stella and Rachel spoke for a while - and then Stella said - “I saw your friend playing the piano at Central Station - it was beautiful.”

      “Which friend?” - said Rachel, looking puzzled.

      “The man you were speaking with at the trail - when I testified,” - said Stella.

      Rachel still looked puzzled - and then she smiled.

      “Oh yes - he is not a friend of mine. He worked with Brian - at PB&T,” - said Rachel.

      “What is his name?” - said Stella.

      Rachel looked puzzled again - and then smiled - “Henry?”

      “Well, this guy Henry plays the piano beautifully. It really was enchanting!” - said Stella.

      “No - it was Harold,” - said Rachel - “That was his name - Harold Shipman.”

      “What did you say?” - said Stella instantly, her face now serious.

      “What?” - said Rachel.

      “HIS NAME - what did you say his name was?” - said Stella, louder and more aggressively.

      “Harold Shipman…” - said Rachel, looking confused.

      Stella stared at Rachel and there was silence.

      “Is everything okay…?” - said Rachel.

      Stella continued to stare at Rachel, and then she spoke - “I’m sorry, I have to go!”

      Stella grabbed Travis’ arm and pulled him away. Travis smiled at Rachel and then followed Stella.

      “What the hell is going on?’ - said Travis.

      Stella pushed her way through the memorial service guests who stood around chatting. The Mayor tried to intercept Stella - but she pushed past his grinning face and open arms.

      Stella stood on the steps of St. Patrick’s Cathedral in the cold winter night.

      “Stella - what is going on?” - said Travis, who looked concerned and confused.

      “It is him…” - said Stella, tears running down her face.

      “And who is him?” - said Travis, holding Stella’s arms.

      “I knew it - I knew that someone had set up Bradley…” - said Stella, who broke away from Travis’ embrace and paced back and forth.

      “Stella - what are you talking about?” - said Travis.

      “Shipman - Harold fucking Shipman!” - said Stella, stopping and staring at Travis - “Shipman is a British doctor who murdered hundreds of people - he was a poisoner! The guy at the trial who was talking to Rachel Lomas - he said his name was Harold Shipman and he worked with Brian Lomas. It is him - this is the guy that killed all these people and set up Bradley Wallace - he is the guy that plays the piano at Grand Central Station!”

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Five Points

          

        

      

    

    
      Stella was at Grand Central Station - and she walked across the concourse of the vast booking hall and walked towards the public grand piano. Sounds were coming from the piano.

      A man was working on the piano - tuning it.

      “Hey,” - said Stella to the man as he worked.

      “Hello,” - said the man looking up at Stella.

      Stella flashed her badge at the man - “Do you mind if I ask you a few questions?”

      “Am I in trouble?” - said the man.

      “No,” - said Stella, smiling at the man - “My name is Detective Palmerston, and I…”

      “I know who you are,” - said the man - “I have seen you on the TV - you are the detective who caught that guy who killed all those people with nuts - The Nutter - Bradley Wallace.”

      Stella nodded - “There is a guy that plays the piano here...”

      “Okay,” - said the man, cutting off Stella - “I am going to take a wild guess and say that you are asking about Aleks Davidović!”

      “Who is Aleks Davidović?” - said Stella.

      “Aleks Davidović is a complete whack job,” - said the man.

      “And Aleks Davidović plays the piano here?” - said Stella, who had taken a notepad from her bag and was writing into it.

      “Oh yes he does!” - said the man.

      “And why do you say that Mr. Davidović is a complete whack job?” - said Stella.

      The man stopped his tuning - “I am retired. I volunteer my time to do this for the city - to make sure these pianos are well-tuned and ready to play. There are public pianos all across the city - and I tune them all, and I do this for the city and the people who play the piano for free! I used to work at The Juilliard School - you know The Juilliard School?”

      Stella nodded.

      “I have tuned pianos played by very famous and very talented people. People like Henry Mancini, Quincy Jones, Duke Ellington, and the composer John Williams - and they have never had any complaints about the way I tune a piano. I was there when Aleks Davidović auditioned at The Juilliard. He played beautifully,  like the sound of angels from heaven above — and they offered him a full scholarship!”

      “He was a student at Juilliard?” - said Stella, taking more notes.

      “He should have been - maybe that would have helped straighten him out. Davidović’s father was some kind of crazy religious nut and wouldn’t let him attend - he said that Aleks would embarrass God by playing the music badly and making mistakes. Can you believe that?”

      “So what happened?” - said Stella.

      “Well - that was that. I never saw or heard of Aleks Davidović again until I took this job, volunteering.” - said the man.

      “And?” - said Stella.

      “And I was here - tuning this piano, and this guy comes up and starts berating me,” - said the man - “And it is Aleks Davidović - all grown up. He starts berating me about how I don’t know how to tune a piano - and that when the piano isn’t tuned right, it makes the music sound ugly and all of this other crazy stuff!”

      “And anything else?” - said Stella, making more notes.

      “Oh yeah - there is more!” - said the man - “I told Aleks to buzz off - and he carried on berating me - getting really angry and shouting and screaming about the piano tuning and ugly music. So I complained to security, and they told Davidović to clear off. A few weeks later - I am back here, and Aleks Davidović comes back up and starts shouting at me again. He is going on about exploding stars and Mozart and all this other crazy stuff - and he is screaming at me - like really furious - and saying that the universe is using him to decode signals from this exploding star. Anyways - I called security again and told them that if he came anywhere near me again, I would call the cops and quit!”

      “And what happened next?” - said Stella, who had been taking notes the whole time.

      The man shrugged - “He doesn’t come near me anymore, but I see him standing in the crowds staring at me while I tune the piano - every now and then.”

      “And what do you know about Aleks Davidović and his family?” - said Stella looking up from her notes.

      “Like I said - I was there when Aleks Davidović auditioned at Juilliard,” - said the man - “and I spoke to some of the teaching staff - and they said that Aleks was the most gifted student they had ever seen. He was a prodigy. He was - what do they call them? Oh yeah - a Savant! They said he was probably autistic or something. He could just read music, and he could just play the piano - without any lessons or instruction. And his father trained him - and then he played in some recital or something at a cathedral, and someone from Juilliard heard him play, and they offered him an audition, and he aced it - but the dad said no because he said Aleks would embarrass God. And that was that until I started volunteering here.”

      Stella continued to make notes.

      “Thank you, and if you can keep this confidential - please.” - said Stella, putting her notebook away.

      “No worries,” - said the man - “If you are looking for some crazy whacko who plays the piano at Grand Central Station - I would put serious money on Aleks Davidović being the man you are looking for!”

      Stella stared at the man - and then thanked him again and left Central Station.

      Stella called the Lieutenant and told him she wasn’t feeling very well - and that she would take the rest of the day off. The Lieutenant said no problem - and he wished Super-cop a speedy recovery.

      Stella got back to her car - and programmed the sat nav, and then pulled away.
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      Bradley was led to the interview room in cuffs. He was wearing orange prison overalls and looked tired, and his skin was pale, and under his eyes were dark colored skin.

      Stella was sitting at the desk, and Bradley was told to sit, and then he was cuffed to the table - and the guards left them.

      “What the fuck do you want, you fucking bitch?” - said Bradley as he looked at Stella contemptuously.

      Stella sat in silence.

      “Oh, I get it - you have found some other murders you want to pin on me, and you are here to let me know that you haven’t quite finished fucking up my life! What - do you have a competition to try and get me up to over a thousand years in here?”

      Stella stared at Bradley - but she didn’t say anything.

      “You sick fucking bitch!” - said Bradley, shaking his head.

      “When you worked at Centrulia - was there anyone who worked with you that played the piano?” - said Stella.

      Bradley stared at Stella.

      “They would have maybe been a strange person - or odd,” - said Stella.

      Bradley stared at Stella - they sat in silence.

      “Let me tell you about the strange or odd people I know. There is a guy in here who took his newborn son and put him in the microwave - and fucking turned it on and killed the fucking baby because the baby was fucking crying!”

      Tears began streaming down Bradley’s face.

      “There are men in here - who have raped and murdered children. Raped and murdered many children - in the most sadistic and cruel ways…”

      Stella stared at Bradley.

      “…and I walk a daily tightrope in here. On one side is suicide - and fucking hanging myself and being done with it. And on the other side of that tightrope is being fucking murdered. Being beaten or stabbed to death because I didn’t move quickly enough or because I fucking moved too quickly or some random thing that provokes one of the very many complete FUCKING PSYCHOPATHS I am locked up with…”

      More tears flowed from Bradley’s tired and dark eyes.

      “…and you want to know if I know anyone who fucking plays the piano? Well, how about this - go fuck yourself. Go fuck yourself, and I hope that you have a very long and very fucking happy life - you fucking miserable bitch!”

      Bradley stared at Stella. He looked utterly broken as tears ran down his cheeks, and his lip trembled.

      “I know you didn’t do it…” - said Stella.

      Bradley continued to stare at Stella - and his lip trembled more, and then he just broke down and began sobbing and crying and his body shook and convulsed. Stella started to cry as well.

      Bradley sobbed, and his body shook - and Stella put a hand on his cuffed hands and gripped him. Bradley cried for a while longer - and then somehow managed to calm himself.

      “I need you to remember, Bradley - anyone you worked with or who you know who plays the piano. You might not know them well - but they will know you very well,” - said Stella.

      Bradley was still weeping - and he shrugged and shook his head.

      “This person would maybe be a bit strange - and they would play the piano really well,” - continued Stella.

      Bradley broke down again and sobbed.

      “They would play in public spaces - like Grand Central Station,” - said Stella, still squeezing Bradley’s hands.

      “What?” - said Bradley.

      “Do you know someone who plays the piano in Grand Central Station?” - said Stella, her face serious.

      “I remember something like that - one of the guys at work, this was years ago, said they had caught a train home on a Friday afternoon to see their folks or something. And they said as they were walking through the concourse and they saw one of the cleaners from work playing the piano - like playing Mozart really well,” - said Bradley, wiping his eyes on his sleeve.

      “And do you know this guy - this cleaner?” - said Stella.

      “Aleks? Yeah - I guess. He was always around somewhere at work. I think he has autism or something. At MIT there were a load of guys like him - and you can just kinda sense it,” - said Bradley.

      “Aleks Davidović?” - said Stella.

      Bradley nodded.

      “I think Aleks Davidović killed those people, Bradley - and he set you up to take the fall,” - said Stella.

      Bradley started to cry again.

      “I saw him playing the piano at Grand Central Station - and I saw his face and I recognized him. But I couldn’t remember where I had seen him before - and then it came to me. He was at the trial - and he was sitting in the front row and talking to Rachel Lomas, the wife of…”

      “I know who fucking Rachel Lomas is,” - said Bradley through gritted teeth as he cried and listened.

      ‘I saw Rachel at the memorial for your - I mean, for the victims, and I asked her about the man. I said that I had seen her friend playing the piano at Grand Central Station - and she said she didn’t know the man. And that he claimed to have worked with Brian Lomas. And the man had told her his name was Shipman, Harold Shipman.”

      “And who the fuck is Harold Shipman?” - said Bradley, trying to dry his eyes again.

      “Harold Shipman was a British doctor - and a serial killer,” - said Stella.

      Bradley stared at Stella.

      “And Harold Shipman killed his victims by poisoning - and the profile we have been using to catch the killer is that of a poisoner,” - said Stella.

      “Well get me the fuck out of here - what the fuck are you waiting for? Call the fucking gaurds and tell them!” - said Bradley, a slight smile on his face.

      “No one will listen,” - said Stella.

      “Tell this to the fucking New York Times, and then they will fucking listen!” - said Bradley, no longer smiling.

      “I cannot - not yet. I have to trick him - and get a confession! I need evidence. Without evidence I cannot get you out, Bradley!" - said Stella.

      “And how long is that going to fucking take?” - said Bradley, now sounding desperate.

      “I am going to speak to the warden, and have you transferred to solitary - okay?” - said Stella.

      “You have to get me out of here, Detective Palmerston - you are my only fucking hope. I will die here if you don’t get me out - they will fucking kill me! They are fucking animals, Detective Palmerston!” - said Bradley.

      “I promise you, Bradley - I will get you out of here,” - said Stella, and she squeezed Bradley’s hand harder, and tears rolled down her cheeks.

      “Don’t fuck this up - you hear me?” - said Bradley - “You made this fucking mess, now you fucking get me out of this fucking hell hole - you fucking hear me?”

      Stella nodded, and told Bradley not to mention this to anyone - especially his lawyers or the media. Stella and Bradley composed themselves and then the guards came in and took Bradley away.

      Stella met with the warden - and requested that Bradley be placed in solitary confinement and on suicide watch. Stella said some new evidence had come up in the case - and they wanted to ensure that Bradley was kept healthy and ready for any potential new charges.

      The warden agreed - and Bradley was moved to solitary confinement and put on suicide watch.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Mr. Shipman

          

        

      

    

    
      Stella stood amongst the crowds and watched him play the piano. The music didn’t sound quite as beautiful today as Stella watched him as he stroked the keys with his fingers.

      Stella had listened for the whole hour - and at the end of the hour, as he was packing his personal effects into a plastic bag, Stella walked over.

      “Hello,” - said Stella, and he snapped his head up and stared at her.

      He didn’t know what to say. She was standing there before him - and he was holding his sheet music. He didn’t say anything, and he sat frozen and stared at her.

      “It’s Harold, isn’t it?” - said Stella, smiling at him.

      “I’m sorry,” - he said - “I think you have me confused with someone else.”

      He returned to folding up his sheet music.

      “No - I am pretty sure you are Harold. Harold Shipman,” - said Stella.

      He felt a wave of fear or adrenaline wash over him. Why was she here - and why was she talking about Harold Shipman?

      “You will have to excuse me,” - he said, and he stood, and he swallowed, and his throat felt dry.

      “I was speaking to my friend, Rachel Lomas, and she told me all about you, Mr. Shipman,” - said Stella - “Rachel told me how you worked with Brian Lomas, at PB&T.”

      “I have already told you my name is not Harold Shipman - and I am afraid that I am very busy, and I have to go now,” - he said as he grabbed his plastic bag filled with sheet music.

      “Oh my mistake - yes, you are right. You aren’t Harold Shipman who works at PB&T - you are Aleks Davidović - and you are a cleaner at Centrulia’s headquarters,” - said Stella, and she smiled.

      He froze. How did she know his name - and how did she know about him working at Centrulia as a cleaner? She wasn’t supposed to know about him - this wasn’t part of the plan.

      “I know someone else who used to work at Centrulia, and they say they know you - Aleks,” - said Stella.

      He didn’t say anything - he stood frozen on the spot. He wanted to run - but he was too scared. How did she find him?

      “The person I know is called Bradley Wallace - and he says he knows you from Centrulia,” - said Stella - “Do you know a Bradley Wallace from Centrulia, Mr. Davidović?”

      “I….” - he said, but he couldn’t get the words out.

      He tried again - “I…I have never heard of that person before in my life!”

      “You have never heard of Bradley Wallace - the Bradley Wallace you worked alongside at Centrulia, and at whose trial I saw you talking to Rachel Lomas, the wife of one of Bradley’s victims?” - said Stella.

      There was a long moment of silence. Stella continued to stare at Aleks, and smiled.

      “Oh - that Bradley Wallace,” - he said.

      “Yes Mr. Davidović - that Bradley Wallace. Shall I tell you a story, Mr. Davidović?” - said Stella.

      “I really do not have the time…” - started Aleks, but Stella cut him off.

      “Bradley Wallace is in prison for the murder of eleven people, Aleks. But I think that someone set Bradley Wallace up. I think that someone else killed all of those people - and then that someone else planted evidence to incriminate Bradley Wallace - what do you think of that story, Mr. Shipman? Or is it Mr. Davidović?”

      “I would say that it is probably - but so are many things. There is a probability that you are an alien or that the center of the earth is filled with cream cheese. It doesn’t necessarily mean that those things are likely to be true…”

      Stella smiled at Aleks.

      “What if I told you that I think it was you who killed all of these people and that it is you who planted the evidence to incriminate Bradley Wallace? What would you say to that, Mr. Davidović?”

      “Again - there is a probability that what you have said is true - but so is there a probability that the earth's center is filled with cream cheese.”

      “But you are in a hurry, so please don’t let me keep you,” - said Stella, smiling - “and thank you for your time, Mr. Shipman, or is it Mr. Davidović? I get so confused!”

      He nodded and then stood motionless for a moment and then turned and started to march away.

      “You never asked who I am…” - said Stella.

      He froze.

      “You never asked me who I am or why I am asking you these questions. You haven’t said to me that you don’t know anything about any of this. It is almost like you know everything about me, who I am, and everything about Bradley, and everything that is happening. Don’t you think that is a bit strange, Mr. Shipman?”

      He stood frozen for a moment longer and then continued to walk away.

      Stella watched him, then dialed a number on her phone - “He is leaving through the main entrance. Keep an eye on him.”

      And then Stella hung up.
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            38 Snub Nose

          

        

      

    

    
      HOW DID SHE FIND ME!!!!!!!!

      This is not good - and this could spell potential disaster for everything and everyone involved. I cannot understand how she found me. It was that sneaky bitch Rachel Lomas. The sneaky bitch snitched on me to my own beautiful Detective Palmerston. My very own Sherlock Holmes!

      Why did I use Shipman’s name when I spoke to that parasitic bitch Rachel Lomas? I panicked and just chose the first name that came into my head. And now that sneaky bitch Rachel Lomas has snitched on me and turned my beautiful detective against me.

      But how did she find me? How does she know my name? How did she know I would be at Central Station? And how does she know about me working at Centrulia?

      This is not good. That bitch Rachel Lomas has really put the cat amongst the pigeons. And now I have to work out how I am going to even everything out and and get this project back on track!

      The project was designed to prevent me from becoming a suspect - but now Detective Palmerston has told me that she thinks that I killed all of those people, and I am now a suspect. I will have to return to the drawing board on this one. I will have to go right back to the beginning and work this out.

      I will run some analysis - and I will check all of the angles, and I will find a way out of this.

      I walked to the living room and slumped down on the sofa and tried to turn on the television and the TV Box to watch the pornographic channels to clear my mind and help me focus - but I forgot that I had sold them.

      I felt anxious, and I felt as though there was someone behind the walls listening to me, so I left my apartment and went for a walk. I walked miles through the city - watching the junkies and the prostitutes and the beggars and the filth and depravity.

      I found a cinema that played pornographic films, and I paid the entrance fee and went inside the cinema. The room was small - people were smoking marijuana and is was very dark. I sat in the middle row - and a French film was playing where a man was having anal sex with a woman, and he would remove his penis from the woman’s anus, and her anus would gape open like a gunshot wound, and then another woman would suck the man’s penis, and then he would slide his penis back inside the woman’s gaping anus and continue with the anal sex.

      I stared at the screen - and watched the light from the projector flickering in the smoke that filled the air. A woman came over and she had crusty scabs and sores on her arms and she asked me if I wanted a blowjob, and I stared at her then then she walked away.

      I stayed in the cinema for hours - and then left and wandered around the city again for hours more.

      I saw two homeless people fighting. They were so drunk that they couldn’t punch each other - and they rolled around on the floor trying to kick and bite each other - and then they managed to get back to their feet, and they hugged and staggered away.

      I came back to my apartment - and I rummaged through my father’s bedroom until I found it — his 38 snub-nosed handgun.

      It was still loaded.

      It is simple. I will have to kill Detective Stella Palmerston.

      I know where she lives, and I know where she works, and I know the car she drives, and I know everything about Detective Stella Palmerston.

      I had hoped this story would have a happier ending - like my book.

      I had hoped that Stella would have recognized what makes me so special - and that she would have fallen in love with me. And we could have gone to live in Cabot Cove - and been happy together. But it seems that this story will not have a happy ending like my book.

      I will escape. I will be going to Cabot Cove by myself - and Detective Palmerston will be dead.

      When I get to Cabot Cove I will open a bakery - and make cakes and loaves of bread. I will give up the piano - as it is useless and the miserable beings are too retarded to understand the concepts of joy or happiness. They are most happy when they are complaining and wallowing in their miserable existence.

      I will kill Stella, and then I will leave this debased city and head to Cabot Cove for the next phase of my adventure.

      I will write another book. But this time, the killer will not be so nice to the Detective.

      She will be in an interview room dressed in her detective suit and detective shoes and with her detective haircut - and she will be removing her clothes. And under her detective suit, she will be wearing tiny and slutty lingerie. And I will be handcuffed to a chair in the interview room, and she starts the interrogation, and she will remove her lingerie, and she will wear lots of make-up and a choker like a dog collar, and she will have large breasts, and fishnet stockings, and lots of tattoos and extraordinarily long fingernails and her vagina will be completely shaved, and she will tease me sexually - and then pull off my pants, and she will climb on me…but then I will pull out my father’s 38 snub nose and shoot her through the head, and then I will be free, and I will escape to Cabot Cove!

      Yes, that will be a much better ending to this story.

      So as soon as I kill her - I will escape to Cabot Cove and start a new life. I will grow a beard and maybe change my accent. Maybe I will start speaking with a Scottish accent.

      I will change my name to a traditional Scottish name - like Sean. I will change my name to Sean Connery, and I will speak in a Scottish accent, and I will blend in with the charming locals in Cabot Cove, and I will open a bakery and bake bread and cakes. And the locals will come in, and I will smile at them, and they will buy bread that they will say tastes delicious - and they will ask me what my secret is, and I will say that I use an old Scottish recipe from the Highlands that my grandmammy used, and they will smile, and they will say how charming the new Scottish baker in Cabot Cove is.

      I will kill her when she least suspects it. I will follow her home, and just when she climbs from her car - I will shoot her through the head with my father’s 38 snub nose.

      Or maybe I will follow her and that man of her’s when they go for dinner. And I will wait in an alleyway for them - and when they pass I will shoot them both. And I will take his wallet to make it look like a mugging. And that will be that - and Detective Palmerston and her fancy man will become statistics, and the world will move on.

      And if the police come looking for me - I will say that she made the whole thing up. That she was paranoid and delusional. I will say she read my book and thought that this made me the killer - but it is just a work of fiction. Erotic fiction! And I will say the killer is based on the brilliant criminal mastermind Bradley Wallace, and the detective is based on no one, and I don’t know anything about anything.

      And I can stay here in New York - and I will have gotten away with it, and no one will ever know about me, and my book will be published, and I will become famous and be on talk shows, and I will sign my book in bookshops for my fans, and Bradley will stay in jail and Rachel Lomas will still be a parasite and will get hers.

      Yes - this is a much better plan. I will kill her and her man in an alleyway, and it will look like a mugging and the police will be looking for a black man, and I will have got away with it, and I will become famous.

      And she will be dead - and Bradley will be raped and abused, and he will kill himself, and I will be the only one left, and I will have got away with it, and I will have won.

      I tried to relax and sleep - but it was useless, and I could hear noises behind the walls  - like someone was behind them listening to me, so I left the apartment and wandered the streets for hours.

      I found myself at the pornographic film cinema again - and I paid some money, and I sat in the middle of the small theatre and stared at the light flickering through the smoke as people had sex on the screen.

      A man sat beside me, and I became nervous, and he said I seemed nervous and anxious. The man said he had something that would help me relax. The man said he had some Oxy, and he said it would help me relax. And I said I would like to relax and that I was just so nervous at the moment - and the man said to give him $10, and he would give me two Oxy’s and I would relax - and I gave him $10, and he gave me two large, pink pills.

      And I swallowed one of the pills and forced it down my dry throat - and then I watched the light from the projector flicker through the smoke - and I watched the people on the screen entwined and entangled and writhing like serpents covered in sweat and oil as they copulated. And then I felt a tingling in my feet, and then the tingling was in my fingers, and I felt warm, and it seemed as though all of my problems had floated away, and I couldn’t remember the names of any of the people who were involved in the thing I didn’t seem to care about - and I felt warm and happy, and I didn’t seem to care about anything. And then I stood and walked out of the cinema and into the street, and everything seemed to be glowing and bright and neon even though it was night time.

      And I walked for hours, and then I started running - and I ran up and down Broadway all night yelping and screaming like I didn’t have a care in the world…
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            Reichenbach Falls

          

        

      

    

    
      He stood in his apartment and held his father’s 38 snub nose. He was in the kitchen, and he held the gun over the open cutlery drawer.

      He couldn’t remember anything that happened last night after he bought the pills at the cinema. He had woken up in Central Park at dawn and was filthy and soaked in urine. He had made his way slowly back to his apartment and now stood staring at the gun in the kitchen.

      He knew he had to kill her - and his hands trembled as he held the gun.

      How had this happened? - he said to himself repeatedly.

      He would stake out her apartment - and then he would follow her, and then he would shoot her. He would wait in an alley, and he would shoot her as she walked past. And then he would be free, and she would be dead, and he would have got away with it. The perfect crime!

      He held the gun, and his hands trembled. Could he do it - he thought to himself.

      Could he pull the trigger and kill her?

      Killing the others had been so easy - and so detached and neat and clean. But as he held the gun in his hands, they trembled. He was a nervous wreck - and he placed the gun on the counter and placed his ear against the wall and listened - listened for the people who lived inside the wall and listened to him.

      He put his hand in his pocket - and he took out a large, pink pill.

      He walked to the sink and filled a filthy glass with water - and then he washed the pill down and swallowed it.

      He just wanted to relax again - to feel like he did last night without a care in the world.

      He returned to the gun and held it in his hands - and then there was a knock at the door.

      He yelped and dropped the gun, and it clattered against the knives and forks and spoons.

      He stood and stared at the door - and then he heard the knock again.

      “Who is it?” - he said, trying to effect a Scottish accent, which he did badly.

      “It’s Detective Palmerston - Mr. Davidović. We met at Grand Central Station a couple of days ago,” - said Stella, standing outside of the apartment - alone.

      He stood frozen for a moment - and then he glanced at his father’s 38 snub nose, and he pushed the cutlery drawer closed, and he walked to the apartment door and opened it.

      Stella smiled at him.

      “I hope I am not interrupting you, Mr. Davidović,” - said Stella, looking at Aleks’ strange and soiled appearance - “But I needed to speak to you about something important.”

      Aleks stood back and held the door open.

      Stella stepped inside the apartment, and Aleks closed the door. Aleks walked to the sofa and sat down. Stella sat opposite him in an armchair.

      Stella looked around the room - and noticed the framed sketch of herself on the wall.

      She turned to Aleks and smiled.

      “I owe you an apology, Mr. Davidović,” - said Stella.

      Aleks looked at Stella - and then he felt his feet tingle, and then he felt his fingers tingle, and he felt warm and then he giggled. The large pink pill was taking effect.

      “An apology - what for?” - said Aleks coyly, his pupils dilating and his face grinning.

      “When we spoke the other day - I accused you of several murders and of framing Bradley Wallace for those murders,” - said Stella, and she smiled at Aleks.

      Aleks giggled again - “And…?”

      “I now realize, Mr. Davidović, that you are not involved in these crimes in any way - I now realize that Bradley Wallace is a criminal genius - and that he and he alone is responsible for these crimes.”

      Aleks stared at Stella.

      “It was silly of me, Mr. Davidović, to think that you could be involved in any of this. The only person who has any blame is Bradley Wallace - and he is in jail where he belongs.”

      Aleks tried to act nonchalant - and continued to stare at Stella.

      “I admire Bradley, Mr. Davidović - I admire Bradley’s genius and he is a criminal mastermind! I realized, Mr. Davidović - that you do not have what it takes to commit crimes like this. Bradley is a genius - and he spent many years carefully planning these murders, and he got caught, and people will make films about Bradley, and he will be famous - and you are nothing, Mr. Davidović.”

      “Bradley is not a genius!” - he said, his voice shrill and loud.

      Stella stared at Aleks.

      “But he is, Mr. Davidović - Bradley is a criminal genius and will be famous, and they will write books about him, and you are an absolute no one and no one will remember you!” - said Stella, still smiling at Aleks.

      “Bradley isn’t a genius - and he didn’t have anything to do with any of this!” - said Aleks, and he smirked and giggled.

      “Yes, he did,” - said Stella, and she stood - “Thank you for your time, Mr. Davidović.”

      “Bradley didn’t kill those people - Bradley is a moron and a fool. He couldn’t plan this - and work out all of the moving parts and all the angles and plan the perfect crime!” - said Aleks, looking abashed.

      Stella stood and stared and Aleks.

      “I am the genius - not Bradley Wallace,” - said Aleks, and he giggled - “Admire me, not him! The hideous woman, Ethel Steinberger. Lomas - the husband of the sneaky parasitic bitch! Maureen Weisse - with sesame. Arnold Freebody and Julie Brennan and Leslie McCarthy and Ricardo Malpaso and Mitch Delgado and all of the others. I did it all - I did the research and thought up the idea with the fatal allergens. I spent years working out how I would be able to find victims. I spent years mopping the floor and cleaning the lavatories, and watching everything at Centrulia. And I gained access to the unencrypted patient files and found the victims. I implicated Bradley. I broke into Bradley’s apartment and planted the evidence. It was all me - it wasn’t Bradley. Bradley was a stooge - I set him up. I am the criminal mastermind, Stella, not Bradley!”

      Aleks stared at Stella, who stood before him. His face was defiant and animated, and then he realized what he had said and his face slowly became calmer became then stoic. He slowly and uncertainty stood and straightened his sweater, and tried to flatten his matted hair.

      “I am going to get some water - my throat is very dry all of a sudden…” - he said, and he turned and headed to the kitchen.

      He swayed as he walked - and when he was in the kitchen, he stood and slid open the cutlery drawer. He stared at his father’s 38 snub nose and then picked it up, and his hand trembled.

      He cocked the hammer, and turned the corner from the kitchen - and Stella was standing there with her 9mm Glock pointing at him.

      His hand trembled, and he brought his arm up and pointed it at Stella, and then Stella fired her gun, and she shot Aleks in the shoulder, and he fell backward and collapsed on the floor.

      Stella kept her gun pointed at Aleks, and then the apartment door was kicked in by Ray and Clemente from the FBI.

      Ray checked Aleks, and then he called the paramedics on the radio.

      Stella stared at Aleks laying on the floor - she lowered her gun.

      “Did you get it all?” - said Stella.

      “Yeah - we got it all,” - said Clemente.

      Stella slipped her gun back into its holster and let out a huge sigh of relief.

      A journalist from the New York Times was waiting in the hallway outside Aleks’ apartment, and they were making notes and taking photos.
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            The Greatest City in the World

          

        

      

    

    
      In the immediate aftermath of Aleks Davidović’s confession and shooting, he was rushed to Bellevue Hospital, where he underwent emergency and life-saving surgery.

      The headlines of the New York Times the next day were all about Aleks Davidović’s confession - and the very real implication that Bradley Wallace was innocent.

      The Mayor found out about the arrest of Aleks Davidović from the New York Times.

      The Mayor called the Commissioner and the DA - and he went ballistic. The Commissioner called the Captain and went ballistic. The Captain called the Lieutenant and went ballistic. The Lieutenant called Stella and tried to go ballistic - but Stella said she quit.

      Bradley’s lawyers filed an urgent petition with the court - and an emergency session was held with the DA and Bradley’s lawyers. The judge ordered Bradley Wallace to be immediately brought to the court for an emergency hearing to review the new evidence that might prove his innocence.

      Bradley Wallace was visited in solitary confinement by the warden at the Five Points penitentiary - and the warden explained the headline news from the New York Times and that there had been an emergency hearing  scheduled and that a judge in New York City had ordered Bradley to be brought to the court. Bradley broke down and collapsed and sobbed uncontrollably on the floor of his cell. The warden had the guards lift Bradley - and he was given some sweet coffee, and the guards slapped him on the back and told him everything would be all right.

      Stella was waiting for Bradley as he was led by the warden to be given some civilian clothes. When Bradley saw Stella, he began crying again, and Stella hugged him, and they both cried as they hugged each other.

      “I promised I would get you out,” - said Stella as she cried and hugged Bradley tightly.

      Bradley hugged Stella - and he cried and cried and cried.
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      After the events at the memorial service, the information from the piano tuner, and her meeting with Bradley - Stella phoned Dr. Clarice Crawford and explained everything new that had happened. She explained about seeing Rachel Lomas speaking to a man at Bradley’s trial and how - by complete coincidence - she had seen the same man playing the piano at Grand Central Station. And then Stella said about seeing Rachel Lomas at the memorial service - and finding out that the man Rachel Lomas was talking to said his name was Harold Shipman, and the same man worked at Centrulia with Bradley as a cleaner.

      Clarice had said this new information had changed everything - and she had traveled up to New York, where Stella met with her and Ray Maranello and Clemente Rodgers - from the task force.

      They discussed the very real probability that Bradley Wallace had been set up. And then they agreed to work together to put Aleks Davidović under surveillance and to apply some pressure on him.

      This was when Stella confronted Aleks at Grand Central Station. The surveillance team watched Aleks Davidović begin to deteriorate as he wandered the streets, sat in a pornographic cinema for hours, and then ran yelping and screaming along Broadway.

      Clarice provided some insights - and said that Aleks Davidović appeared close to a breaking point. This, combined with Aleks appearing to be a very vain and insecure person, suggested that if he were told that he wasn’t a suspect because Bradley was so amazing and Aleks’ was so inadequate, it might provoke him to reveal himself.

      Stella was rigged with a wire - and she set off to Aleks’ apartment.

      Clemente and Ray waited in the stairwell - waiting for the signal from Stella. A surveillance van was stationed on the street to record everything that was said inside the apartment, along with paramedics.

      After Stella shot Aleks, his apartment was searched by an FBI forensics team, and all of the printed copies of the patient records that he had accessed using Bradley’s credentials were found, along with Bradley’s cloned security card, surveillance photos of Bradley and the victims as well as detailed notes on their movements and Aleks’ plans to kill them. Bottles of peanut oil, cans of clam broth, and sesame seed oil were also found - along with an MIT jacket identical to Bradley's and a bag of DNR bracelets, the same make as had been found on all of the victims and hidden in Bradley’s apartment.

      Aleks Davidović was charged with eleven counts of murder and the attempted murder of Stella - as well as a long list of other serious state and federal criminal charges, including obstruction of justice in relation to him setting up Bradley for his crimes.

      At the emergency court hearing, Bradley Wallace was set free pending submissions from the District Attorney’s office. The DA held a press conference outside of the courthouse - where he said that there appeared to have been a terrible miscarriage of justice, and the DA seemed to subtly and indirectly place the blame on the Mayor and the Mayor’s office.

      The Mayor was watching the DA’s press conference in his office like a spy searching for encoded messages - and as soon as he detected the slight innuendo from the DA that the he might be to blame for Bradley being wrongly imprisoned - he screamed for his jacket and told his assistants that he wanted a press conference on the steps of city hall immediately!

      At the Mayor’s press conference, he tried to be light-hearted and jovial - The Mayor said that New York was the greatest city in the world and the only place where you could get two serial killers for the price of one!

      In the aftermath of Aleks’ arrest and Bradley’s release from jail - the Mayor lost 6 points in the polls.

      Bradley Wallace held an emotional press conference with his crying girlfriend Wendy holding him and his lawyers standing by his side.

      Bradley thanked everyone who had stood by him - especially Wendy. He thanked his parents and his brothers and sister. Bradley said that the last few years had been a living hell - and that he was so pleased it was over. Tears rolled out of Bradley’s eyes - and then he thanked Detective Stella Palmerston. Bradley said that he would lay in his cell at night and pray that someone would come and save him. And that his prayers had been answered from the most unlikely of sources. And then Bradley was overcome with emotion, and he collapsed and lay on the ground sobbing as the camera crews filmed him and the photographers flashed their cameras, and the journalists shouted their questions, and the police tried to keep everyone back, and Bradley’s lawyers shouted for assistance, and Wendy hugged Bradley, and Bradley cried uncontrollable tears of relief and tears of joy.

      All charges and convictions against Bradley Wallace were eventually vacated, and Bradley Wallace was a free man.
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      Leo Skagnetti was eating breakfast and watching the news on the TV at his home in Brooklynn when he heard about Aleks Davidović’s arrest. And he stared at the screen in utter and total disbelief.

      Leo picked up his phone and dialed a number - “It’s Leo. The Killer Who Loved Me - how many do we have we printed so far?”

      The man on the other end of the phone said about one thousand.

      “Okay - stop printing everything else, and only print The Killer Who Loved Me - do you understand?”

      The man on the other end of the phone said he did.

      “I want the press running 24/7 printing The Killer Who Loved Me only - you understand?”

      The man on the other end of the phone said he did.

      Leo hung up and walked to the counter and poured more coffee, and then he returned to the table and lit a cigar. He dialed another number.

      “Hey - it’s me. How many orders can the website handle per day?”

      The woman on the other end of the phone said lots.

      “Like how many?” - said Leo.

      The woman on the other end of the phone said like lots and lots.

      “All right,” - said Leo - “Get The Killer Who Loved Me by Aleks Davidović online and ready for pre-order as soon as fucking possible, I will be in the office soon, and I will work on the blurb! I want The Killer Who Loved Me by Aleks Davidović indexed by Google as soon a possible - and get ready some social media posts!”

      The woman on the other end of the phone said okay.

      Leo hung up, and dialed another number.

      “Hey Bernie - it’s Leo. Leo Skagnetti!”

      Bernie was a publicist.

      Leo then went on to tell Bernie about The Killer Who Loved Me - and Aleks Davidović.

      “You mean the guy on the news this morning - who they arrested for killing all those people and setting up that other guy?” - said Bernie.

      “You fuckin betcha I mean that guy on the news this morning - who they arrested for killing all those people and setting up that other guy!” - said Leo, grinning broadly - “And I own the fuckin rights to his story!”

      “Jesus Fucking Christ, Leo!” - said Bernie.

      Bernie arranged a press conference for Leo Skagnetti - where he took along a box of advanced copies of The Killer Who Loved Me by Aleks Davidović. Leo Skanetti announced to the world that he owned the exclusive rights to the serial killer Aleks Davidović’s story - which was available exclusively for pre-order on SkagnettiandBarnes.com.

      Leo Skagnetti handed out copies of the book to journalists from newspapers and TV stations worldwide.

      Moments later - the first orders for The Killer Who Loved Me by Aleks Davidović started being recorded on SkagnettiandBarnes.com, and then some more, and then more, and then many, many more, and shortly after the volume of orders overloaded the website, and SkagnettiandBarnes.com crashed.

      Aleks Davidović had indeed become a famous writer.

      Of The Killer Who Loved Me by Aleks Davidović, the critics were not kind.

      The BBC wrote that the book seemed to be a pornographic, monotonous, and dreary fantasist's retelling by the author of his own crimes. The New York Times wrote that Davidović’s book had exposed a level of detail previously unseen into the mind of a psychopath. Fox News said the book was a disturbing and degenerate work of pornography and wokeism that should be banned.

      Leo Skagnetti had to fight all the way to the US Supreme Court for his right to publish The Killer Who Loved Me - and he won!

      Leo Skagnetti, good to his word - posted Aleks Davidović at Rikers Island Prison a check for $100 as the sales had exceeded the cost of publication and the $100 to buy the rights to the story.
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      On Legal TV, Keighley Rimmer said that the legal world was left reeling by the arrest of Aleks Davidović and the release of Bradley Wallace. Keighley Rimmer said that she had always thought the case against Bradley was weak - and had a long history of advocating for his case to be reviewed.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      On Stella’s last day at the NYPD homicide division, she packed up a box with her belongings, and they had a large party with a huge cake shaped like a giant Mr. Peanut and spicy Caesars made with Clamato juice - all of the other detectives laughed.

      When Stella left, the other detectives stood and clapped as she walked through the homicide division for the last time.

      The Lieutenant was waiting for Stella by the exit.

      “So you were actually serious about quitting, Super-cop.”

      Stella nodded.

      “I am still living in the world of shit after all of your shenanigans - I might never get out!” - said the Lieutenant, smiling at Stella.

      “I think you like it there,” - said Stella, smiling back.

      The Lieutenant shrugged - “After a while - it kinda grows on you, like mold or fungus!”

      Stella hugged the Lieutenant, and then she left.
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      No sooner than the media circus surrounding Bradley’s arrest and conviction had packed up and left town, it was now back in force and had brought reinforcements.

      First, the news broke of Aleks’ confession, and the evidence of his crimes was discovered. Then Bradley was hauled to the court and released, and then the new trial of Aleks Davidović came to life - like a giant gift that kept on giving.

      The rolling 24-hour news channels licked their collective lips as they had a new and seemingly never ending series of salacious and scandalous news to report and analyze and comment on and second guess endlessly.

      Aleks Davidović’s trial was a true media circus. Aleks demanded to represent himself - which the judge denied. Aleks took the State of New York to court to demand his right to represent himself - which he won. The State of New York appealed, and Aleks won. The judge gave up - and allowed Aleks to represent himself under the supervision of court-appointed defense attorneys. Aleks refused to cooperate with the court-appointed defense attorneys, and fired them. The court-appointed defense attorneys tried to have the judge allow them to cease representing Aleks Davidović. The judge refused, and the three court-appointed defense attorneys would sit at the defense table during the trial as they watched Aleks arguing and bickered with everyone and anyone - including the judge, jurors, witnesses, the prosecution, and the court clerks.

      The judge would admonish the court-appointed defense attorneys - and demand that they bring their client to heel. The court-appointed defense attorneys said that their client had fired them, and they had tried to vacate the case, and that they had no influence or control over Aleks Davidović who refused to speak to them or even recognize their existence.

      The judge would try to calmly reason with Aleks Davidović and explain to him how the court functioned and the processes and procedures, and then a whole new round of bickering and arguments started.

      The circus stayed in town - and then Aleks was found guilty and sent to the Five Points Maximum Security Penitentiary, and then the circus packed up again, and they left town to move on to the next salacious and scandalous news to report and analyze and comment on and second guess endlessly.
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            Three Years Later…

          

        

      

    

    
      Stella sat in the visitor's room at the Five Points State Penitentiary and waited. She was sat on a metal stool that was bolted to the floor. In front of her was a grimy glass screen and a phone receiver. On the other side was an empty stool and another phone receiver.

      A grimy notice stuck to the grimy glass reminded visitors that their conversations might be recorded and that discussing illegal activity was a criminal offense.

      Aleks Davidović was led handcuffed on the other side of the glass screen, and he sat down and stared at Stella. Stella stared at Aleks for a moment and then picked up the phone receiver and waited.

      Aleks did the same.

      “Hello,” - said Stella.

      “I am afraid I don’t have long, I am quite busy today, is there something I can help you with?” - said Aleks, trying to look nonchalant.

      “What are you working on?” - said Stella.

      “Oh - a few things here and there…” - said Aleks, shrugging.

      There was silence for a while.

      “I read your book,” - said Stella.

      “Oh - that thing,” - said Aleks dismissively.

      “It’s quite a racy read, Aleks,” - said Stella.

      “That is what Mr. Skagnetti said,” - said Aleks.

      “I wanted to ask a couple of questions about your book - if that is okay?” - said Stella.

      “If you make it quick. As I have said, I am quite busy today,” - said Aleks.

      Stella smiled, and Aleks stared back at her blankly.

      “In the original manuscript - you called your story The Tiger and The Deer. Why did you change it to The Killer Who Loved Me?”

      Aleks stared at Stella - and then he spoke.

      “Changing the title was Mr. Skagnetti’s idea - he said he wanted something more racy!”

      “Why did you choose the title The Tiger and the Deer?” - said Stella.

      Aleks explained how he imagined Stella as the tiger and Bradley as the deer - and he as the silent and unseen observer in the dense jungle.

      Stella smiled.

      “You were mistaken, Aleks. Bradley and all of your victims were indeed deers. But it was you who was the tiger, not me.”

      Aleks stared blankly at Stella.

      “The reason the deer cannot see the tiger is because the deer is color blind - and the tiger’s orange stripes blend in with the green foliage of the forest, making it invisible. But for a hunter - those orange stripes stand out in bright contrast in the jungle - and the hunter sees the tiger just fine!”

      “You were lucky - that is all!” - said Aleks, an ironic smile on his face.

      “Maybe,” - said Stella - “But I was lucky, though. Lucky enough that I found you.”

      They sat in silence for a while.

      “The killer in your book,” - said Stella - “he wanted to be caught by the detective.”

      Aleks stared at Stella.

      “Did you want me to catch you, Aleks?”

      “I will admit to some small measure of interest in you and your investigation, Detective Palmerston - but it was never my intention to be caught!”

      They sat in silence for a while.

      “The killer in your book,” - said Stella - “Is that how you see yourself?”

      Aleks guffawed loudly and then calmed himself and continued to stare at Stella - “It is not how I see myself - that is how I am!”

      “And the detective in your book - is that how you see me?” - said Stella.

      Aleks shrugged and tried to look as though he was losing interest in the conversation - “Do not flatter yourself, Detective Palmerston. You are not my type - you dress too dowdy, and you are not intelligent enough to interest me, and you don’t have tattoos, and your breasts are too small, and I doubt that you are open-minded enough to enjoy vomiting during oral sex. You belong in your detective suit and your detective shoes with your detective haircut amongst the grime and the filth and the junkies and the beggars and the prostitutes and all the other degradations of this foul city, NOT in Cabot Cove with me!”

      Stella stared at Aleks - not sure what to say, but she found something to say.

      “What about your drawing of me - naked in the court? The drawing you framed and hung on your wall,” - said Stella - “Do you love me, Aleks?”

      “I don’t know what you are talking about!” - said Aleks in a higher-pitched voice and seeming flustered.

      "Do you think, Aleks - that if you had gone to The Juilliard school things would have been different for you?"

      Aleks stared at Stella for a while, and then spoke - "There is nothing those people could teach me. My gifts were given to me by the universe. I could read music and play the piano with no instruction. These people learned to play like common workmen learning a trade - I didn't have to learn! Asking them to teach me would be like asking an ostrich to teach a dolphin to swim! The universe wanted me to play, to bring happiness to these miserable beings. The universe created Mozart for the sole reason so that I could play beautiful music!"

      They sat silent for a while.

      “The FBI pulled your library cards - and we saw all the books you had read.” - said Stella.

      He stared at her.

      “Of all the books about the murderers and killers - it was the book about Harold Shipman you kept returning to.”

      He continued to stare at her.

      “And if it weren’t for you telling Rachel Lomas your name was Harold Shipman, you would have gotten away with it,” - said Stella - “Quite ironic, don’t you think?”

      He stared at her.

      “As I said - I am quite busy today, and I am afraid that I am going to have to be on my way,” - said Alex.

      “Goodbye, Aleks.” - said Stella, and she smiled.

      Aleks stared at Stella and he hesitated for a moment, and his expression changed and he looked sad for the briefest of moments. He looked as though he was going to say something - and then he hung up the phone receiver and stood. A guard walked over and took Aleks by the arm, and led him away.

      Stella hung up the receiver and sat there for a moment. Stella cried a little - and then she composed herself and stood, and left the prison and climbed into the waiting car. Travis was at the wheel.

      “How did it go?” - said Travis.

      Stella smiled - “It went well.”

      “And…?” - said Travis.

      “And…” - said Stella - “I have the name for the book.”

      Travis shook his head - and started the car, and they drove off.
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      After Aleks’ trial and leaving the NYPD, Stella took some time, and she traveled. Stella had visited her daughters in Chicago and Seattle - and then Stella and Travis had taken a well-deserved vacation to Costa Rica. Stella also cut her hair, dumped her entire wardrobe, and started again with new clothes and lots of new shoes.

      Stella enjoyed being away from New York - and away from being a local celebrity, of sorts.

      Travis and Stella’s relationship continued to grow - and they married.

      Stella loved Travis - and she was determined not to let that love for him be eroded and overshadowed and undermined over time by her police work, so she quit.

      This was Stella’s fourth marriage - and Travis’ second. Stella and Travis sold their places in New York City, and they had moved to a small cottage on the beach on New England’s Cape Cod as husband and wife.

      Much of Travis’ work could be done remotely - and they enjoyed a quiet life in their little cottage by the ocean.

      Stella would shop at the local grocery store and buy bread from the bakery and stop for coffee at the local coffee shop where she would read the local newspaper and say hello to people and smile - and she was very happy.

      Once, as Stella sat and sipped coffee in the local coffee shop the radio began playing a Mozart piano concerto. And Stella thought of Aleks, and him playing the piano at Grand Central Station that Christmas - and Stella thought about how beautiful it had sounded and she found herself crying as she thought of the tragedy of Aleks Davidović and his gift, and his crimes.

      Travis and Stella would sit on the veranda of their little cottage on the beach and stare off into the distance, where a fishing boat could be seen, and gulls flew on the breeze.
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      Travis and Stella drove from The Five Points prison in northern New York state to Southampton, on New York’s Long Island.

      They pulled up in the driveway of a large mansion on the beach - and they climbed from the car and walked to the door. The door was opened by Kitty Sinclair, the literary agent Stella had lunch with years before in New York.

      “How did it go?” - said Kitty, kissing Stella once on each cheek.

      “Good, I think,” - said Travis.

      “Did you get what you were looking for?” - said Kitty as Stella and Travis stepped inside.

      “Yes,” - said Stella, smiling.

      They wandered into the mansion - and Lance Tapper, the well-known ghostwriter, was sitting on the couch and working on a laptop.

      “Hey Stella,” - said Lance, looking up and smiling - “Hey Travis!”

      Stella, Travis, and Kitty walked over to where Lance was sitting and they sat down.

      “So what did the infamous Mr. Davidović have to say?” - said Kitty as she lit a thin cigarette.

      Everyone stared at Stella.

      “I am afraid that what Aleks and I spoke about is between him and I,” - said Stella, smiling.

      “So nothing new for the book?” - said Lance.

      Stella took the laptop from Lance and smiled. Kitty puffed her thin cigarette.

      Stella worked on the laptop - and then returned it to Lance - “Not quite…!”

      “The Tiger and The Detective - by Stella Palmerston,” - said Lance reading from the screen, and he smiled.

      "And now it is finished…" - said Stella.

      Travis smiled - “I like it!”

      Kitty smiled - and then she stood and walked away. She returned a while later with a bottle of Champagne and four glasses. Kitty popped the cork and poured the wine. When everyone had a glass, Kitty held her glass high - “To Detective Stella Palmerston - and the story she has to tell!”

      Stella smiled and blushed, and Lance and Travis cheered.
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      Whether he was God’s hateful vengeance or stardust from an ancient and old exploding star that reformed as Denzil Armatage - who knows? But death came for Aleks Davidović, and so this story ends.

      On April 14th at 12:07 PM in the prison mess hall, Aleks Davidović was murdered by Denzil Armatage.

      Denzil Armatage was serving a life sentence for killing a postal carrier and a woman out jogging with an axe. Denzil Armatage had claimed that he was hearing voices - and that these voices were telling him to kill. Denzil Armatage was sentenced to life imprisonment without the chance of parole.

      Denzil Armatage had watched Aleks Davidović in prison for years. He had watched him mopping the floor in the mess hall, he had watched him as he cleaned the tables, and he had watched him in the TV room as he watched the afternoon soap operas.

      And then, one day, Denzil Armatage heard a voice in his head - and this voice said that he should kill Aleks Davidović. So Denzil Armatage stood up and walked across the mess hall, and he shanked Aleks Davidović in the neck several times with a sharpened toothbrush, and Aleks Davidović held his neck and then fell to the floor and bled to death in a puddle of his own blood.

      Aleks was 35 years old when he died and was buried in an unmarked grave at the prison - the same as Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.

      When Rachel Lomas heard the news of Aleks Davidović’s death, she poured herself a glass of wine and smiled at and cheered a photo of her husband that she kept with a candle burning next to it - and a silent tear ran down her face.

      An award-winning Netflix documentary series was made about Aleks Davidović, Bradley Wallace, and Stella Palmerston. The Lieutenant and the Captain were both featured in the documentary - discussing the case.

      The Mayor managed to scrape by and was re-elected for a second term. The DA was planning to run for Mayor at the next election, and the Mayor was planning to run for the Senate. The Commissioner avoided having his liver pecked out by the Mayor, and the Captain finally made it to Hawaii for his golf vacation. The Lieutenant continued to exist neither fully out nor fully in the world of shit. The Lieutenant existed in a world of shit superposition.

      Leo Skagnetti retired to Palm Beach in Florida a multimillionaire - where he lived in a giant mansion overlooking the ocean and he ate stone crab, smoked cigars, and drank cocktails for the rest of his life.

      Centrulia shut down Patient ePass - as the service had lost its luster after it was found to have been used as a database by a serial killer to find victims.

      Dr. Clarice Crawford wrote a best-selling book called The Terrible Prodigy - about the life and crimes of Aleks Davidović.

      Bradley Wallace wrote his own best-selling book called “I Did Not Do It!” which was made into a blockbuster Hollywood movie. Bradley also found a fancy lawyer on a no-win-no-fee deal and he successfully sued the City of New York and the State of New York for a long list of civil penalties as well as several Newspapers, websites, and TV stations (including Legal TV and Keighley Rimmer) for defamation and slander. Bradley and Wendy left New York and America - and settled in Barcelona, Spain. When Bradley heard the news of Aleks Davidović's death - he thought of his time in The Five Points prison and how it could have quite easily been him shanked and murdered by Denzil Armatage, and he cried.

      Stella was asked about Aleks Davidović’s death during an interview for her book - and she said that she felt no sorrow for Aleks Davidović, and that she hoped his death would bring some closure for all his victims.

      Stella Palmerston, via her lawyers, anonymously donated a large sum of money from her book sales to The Julliard School, to establish a scholarship program for autistic pianists.
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