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 1 
 
    I am fascinated by two things: bridges and suicides. 
 
    My fascination with bridges began when I was six years old. I was in Costa Rica. I was on vacation with my parents and my older brother. 
 
    I remember very little about the vacation. Frankly, I remember very little even about the moment that changed my life. 
 
    For example, I know that I was in a rainforest. I was surrounded by trees. Those trees undoubtedly had gnarled, smoothed, or peeling bark. The rainforest was full of animals. It is certain that monkeys chattered, birds twittered, and perhaps even a jaguar growled in the background. No doubt a smell hung in the air, perhaps like eucalyptus, cedar, or cinnamon. The air was humid, so full of water, and water combines so readily with so many things, that maybe something lingered in my mouth like the coating that remains after a glass of chocolate milk. Maybe even the air had a taste. 
 
    I don’t know. 
 
    All I can tell you is that there was a moment in Costa Rica that changed my life. This is what happened. 
 
    I was on a bridge over a river I could not then and cannot now name. The bridge was a rope suspension bridge. It was just wide enough for one person to step onto those tea colored planks, grip the rope handrail, and bounce up and down over the river one step at a time. 
 
    The river roiled below the bridge. Water seemed to turn in little cyclones as it met smoothed, slate gray boulders. Then those cyclones exploded through the nooks and crannies between the stones, frothing madly like a two liter bottle of soda shaken almost to the point of bursting. The water seemed slightly equine. It was like it startled and burst into a mad gallop. There was a sound coming off of that water. We lived close enough to the airport back then that some planes came right over our roof. That was what it sounded like. It sounded like a commercial airliner passing close by. 
 
    I immediately loved this swaying bridge with its dizzying views of the furious river below more than anything. I ran back and forth across it. I stood in the middle, over the roaring, foam capped rapids and discovered that I could sway the whole bridge from side to side.  
 
    I suppose that a normal mother would’ve raced out on that bridge, grabbed their six year old daughter, carried her off the bridge, and scolded her. After all, I was still in the limit testing invincibility of youth. And even at six, I noticed that there were big gaps in between the vertical ropes on the suspension bridge that I was shaking. I realized that I was certainly small enough to fall through them into that churning, turgid river below. I wasn’t worried though because I planned to hold on tight to the ropes. 
 
    My mom didn’t rescue me though. My mom just sat on the shore. She didn’t even really watch. 
 
    But that exhilarating moment of swaying on a flimsy bridge that I easily could’ve fallen off of into the rapids and almost certain death wasn’t the moment that made me hopelessly obsessed with bridges. Although, I suppose that Freud would say something like I couldn’t have had the second moment without that first intense moment. 
 
    The moment that made me love bridges, especially bridges over water, came a little later. It came that night. When I tossed and turned in the lower bunk of a small cabin without indoor plumbing. 
 
    At first, I didn’t know why I couldn’t sleep. I just kept thinking of being on that bridge. I thought of swaying on it. I thought of running on it. I thought of the water roaring below. And then I had the thought that I think I had been trying to think for hours. It was this: 
 
    How did that bridge get built? 
 
    I puzzled at this. I knew that there was nothing there before that bridge was built. There was just this amazing gap, this torrent of foaming, fulminating water and two distant shores. How did somebody get that first rope across? 
 
    My first thought was that someone made a lasso and just threw it across the gap. But even as a six year old, I realized that no human being could’ve possibly thrown ropes that heavy across a gap that wide. 
 
    I thought about this for a long time. I was determined to come up with a realistic solution to this problem. 
 
    I got really sleepy. So I decided to accept the idea that the way the support ropes got from one side of the gap to the other was that someone climbed the tallest tree on one edge of the gap. They tied one end of that heavy rope to the top of that tree. Then that person swung on the rope, Tarzan style, to the other side of the shore. There, they anchored that end of the rope on the other side. As they did that, someone else climbed up to the top of the tree on the other side. They untied the knot. Then they climbed down with the other end of the rope and anchored their side of the rope on the other side of the gap. 
 
    I was so happy when I fell asleep that night. And I had pleasant dreams of bridges. 
 
    I had never encountered such a puzzle. 
 
    You may be wondering how they actually construct rope suspension bridges. I know how to do it now. I hope I do. I inspect bridges for a living. But if you don’t know. I’m not going to tell you. Ask your preferred search engine if you want, but listen to me. 
 
    It’s better to not know. 
 
    So that’s how I became obsessed with bridges. It’s complicated and beautiful. At least it was to a six year old. 
 
    The story of how I became fascinated with suicides is simple and tragic. Six months after I discovered the magic of bridges, my mother committed suicide. 
 
    I’m fascinated with bridges, especially bridges over water. So I became an engineer who specializes in bridges in Minnesota, a place with a lot of water. Given that I indulged in my fascination with bridges, you may also wonder. Am I suicidal, maybe even something of an expert on being suicidal? 
 
    The answer to that is perhaps, in a way. 
 
    First of all, I would never take my own life. I don’t mind my life. I even vaguely enjoy it. I get paid to inspect bridges. I get home most nights and go for runs of various lengths. (I’m a marathoner.) I like running. I get to research suicides because I’m single and have the time. 
 
    The single part is the kind of suicide though.  
 
    Drawing my family tree is like drawing the family tree of a wooly mammoth. It is like drawing a family tree of the last family of hominins that had tails. 
 
    Besides my dad, my brother, and me, my mom is survived by only a few relatives, one sister and two aunts, all spinsters and old maids. My dad’s side of the family is just the opposite. He has four living relatives, all male. He has one brother, two cousins, and one uncle. I think that his uncle is still in jail. As for the two cousins, one is living the Unabomber life in self-imposed exile in Montana, while the other is doing the same in Alaska. All three of them are chronic alcoholics. Although none of them have as serious a drinking problem as my dad’s brother, my uncle, Mikey. Mikey probably holds the world record for near death experiences. He may be the lowest, meanest, gutter drunk in Las Vegas. My dad texts me every few months that Mikey may die. It hasn’t happened yet. 
 
    I have given you an accounting of every single member of my family except for my dad, my brother, and me. As for my dad, something very important died in him when my mom committed suicide. It was something that he never got past no matter how much family therapy he bravely soldiered through, “for us”. 
 
    For my part, I thought that the therapy was absurd. Especially when I got older and the therapist brought up the idea of penis envy. Certainly I had wondered what I’d do with a penis if I had one. I think that every young woman has. I mean I’d probably just do what guys do with it, but who knows? Maybe I’d do something with a penis that had never been done before. But the idea that this penis envy was some major psychological impediment was absurd to the point that I laughed in his face. 
 
    It didn’t seem to do a lot of good for my brother or my dad either. I regret that therapy back then was still all about Freud. I think that one of the newer somewhat scientific styles of therapy would have been better for all of us. I think that we all have that kind of analytic mind that balks at some of Freud’s nonsense.  
 
    My father never remarried. I think that he became Professor Emeritus in the Anthropology Department at the University of Minnesota in 1991. He’s technically still working at the U.  
 
    My dad was a wunderkind. He published like his hair was on fire beginning when he got his Ph.D. from Harvard at only twenty-three until my mom died when he was thirty-three. Those ten years of publications were so significant that he was allowed a kind of privilege that I think only somebody who is a mandatory citation in every scholarly paper in their field in academia can get. He was transferred to an administrative position where no one cares if all he does is show up, read poetry, and write his own (bad) poetry. So that’s what he does. 
 
    My brother inherited the family legacy. He has battled depression and alcoholism since his teens. He lives in Chicago. I have a digital subscription to two Chicago area newspapers, and I check them every morning to see if my brother has followed the example my mom set for us. 
 
    My brother was married. He’s divorced. 
 
    He tried to have kids. His sperm have low motility. That means that his sperm aren’t active enough to fertilize an egg. 
 
    That could improve if he quit drinking and started taking better care of himself, but that doesn’t seem likely to happen. 
 
    So the fate of two bloodlines depends entirely on my ability to spawn. And I have no use for a kid.  
 
    I’m on the pill. Right now that seems like the kind of redundancy that’s sometimes built into bridges. A one inch plate will work? Why not upgrade to a two inch plate if it doesn’t add too much to the weight or cost? Redundancy. Who knows maybe a fully loaded cargo plane will have to make an emergency landing on the bridge? Then won’t we look smart for having thought of those two inch plates? 
 
    I know that I don’t want kids. I really don’t know that I even want a man.  
 
    I get at least one offer/harassment almost every day. That’s just life for a rare female engineer. They say that when you’re serving in a war zone, a woman who is an eight becomes a ten. 
 
    Engineering is like that. 
 
    I’m not the worst looking woman in the world. I’m a little better than average. But I’m thin because I run so much. And I think that guys value that more. 
 
    I used to work with a woman who I thought was so pretty that I was almost attracted to her. She had these beautiful, full bodied, ink black tresses like an onyx waterfall. Her bright brown eyes, whisper of a nose, full, pouty, ruby lips, and soft chin made her face so pretty. But she was a little overweight. So the engineers and contractors that I worked with on that project harassed me first before moving on to her. Even though I thought that she was much prettier than me. 
 
    I know exactly what I want in a guy. I want a guy who is like a cat. I want a guy who can occupy his own time. I want a guy who only comes up to me when he can tell that I need affection. 
 
    The guys that I meet are dogs. They’re always jabbing their snouts under your hands. 
 
    And yes, you can say that maybe it’s because the guys that I meet are all socially awkward engineers. And there is some truth to that. I was recently approached by a man who clearly tried to flatter me by telling me that I had, “A modicum of attractiveness.” To be honest, I admired his straightforwardness a little. And he wasn’t cheap. He offered to take me to Cirque du ‘Sota. (Basically a local version of Cirque du Soleil and almost as pricy.) And then back to his place. That was literally in the proffer, like a quid pro quo. 
 
    So, yes, I am surrounded by socially awkward men now, but I was in college once. I used to meet other kinds of people. I used to date a rock star. No kidding. 
 
    I think that the only reason that I stayed with him as long as I did was because everyone was jealous of me. He was insufferable. He was obsessed with himself. He’d always ask me about his hair, his outfit, etc. 
 
    I felt like I was in a lesbian relationship with a woman who had some kind of birth defect that made her have a shocking indifference to and a complete inability to comprehend the emotional life of another human being. And at first I thought it was just him. But now I think that it might be all men.   
 
    So I’m not just a suicide. I’m the slow motion murderer of two bloodlines. 
 
    You’ve probably already figured out that since I’m fascinated by bridges and suicides, I must be most fascinated by suicides that happen on bridges. If so, you’re right. 
 
    What is so interesting about suicides on bridges, or more specifically jumping off of bridges, is how trendy certain aspects of it are. It inspires a little morbid hilarity in me. Example? Suicidal in San Francisco? You can’t just jump off the Bay Bridge to your death! How gauche! You simply must leap to your death from the Golden Gate Bridge! 
 
    Not to mention, suicides always increase once someone famous commits suicide. There’s a whole peer pressure from beyond the grave element to them. 
 
    Apparently, everyone’s mother besides mine asked their child the same question when that child said that they had to do something because everyone else was doing it. I’m sure you know that question because I’m sure you heard it too, but I’m going to repeat it here. “If everyone jumped off of a bridge would you do it too?” 
 
    It’s supposed to be a question with an answer that is obviously no. It’s a question designed to make a kid realize that they don’t have to do what everyone else is doing. 
 
    The reality is just the opposite. Very few people are jumping off of bridges. Yet every time they do some follow. Where does that logic get you? 
 
    If everybody was jumping off of a bridge, I think that a hell of a lot of people would follow them off of that bridge. We are more lemming than we think. 
 
    That’s the conclusion of one who has exhaustively researched American suicide. We are more lemming than we want to believe. 
 
    After years of voyeurism into suicide, it’s rare that I see something new, something surprising, something that I, something that maybe no one else, had ever seen before.  
 
    Such an incident happened in January of 2018. That incident made me (eventually) set pen to paper.  
 
    It happened to one poor young college girl in the dead of night on the Third Avenue Bridge that connects downtown Minneapolis to Northeast Minneapolis. The bridge stretches high across a yawning gap over the Mississippi River. 
 
    I’ve seen the video that the police released to try to identify the woman before she became known to authorities at least a thousand times. She staggers onto the bridge. She veers in slow, swaying steps. Then she stops for a moment before she makes a final wild stagger. The video cuts off. Presumably that was when she went over the railing and fell to her death. 
 
    There was something about that final stagger that I couldn’t get out of my mind. It bugged me in the way that the puzzle of how someone built that rope bridge bugged me when I was six years old in that cabin in Costa Rica. 
 
    Later reports identified her as a twenty-one year old student at the University of Minnesota, named Faith Nguyen. She had grown up in the Minneapolis suburb of Columbia Heights.  
 
    Toxicology reports noted that Faith had so much alcohol in her system that it was possible that she would’ve died from alcohol poisoning if she hadn’t careened over the railing and into the frigid waters of the Mississippi River on a January night in Minnesota. She also had the date rape drug in her system. Which was odd because she hadn’t been raped. Of course that might have suggested that this poor woman had narrowly escaped one unspeakably awful tragedy only to stumble to her death as she fled. Another odd thing, was that she had a needle mark as if she had recently injected intravenous drugs. Yet there was no evidence of any drug(s) other than alcohol and the date rape drug in her system. The coroner ruled the death suspicious. That meant that it was technically no longer an official suicide, but I was still fascinated. 
 
    I watched video of her final moments on my computer over and over again.  
 
    Then, one day, months later, I got up to make myself a sandwich. As I was peeling off a piece of lettuce to go on my sandwich it hit me. 
 
     I knew what fascinated me so much about Faith Nguyen’s final moments. 
 
    She appeared to have a moment before she careened over the side of the bridge where she made a semiconscious (perhaps Freud would say unconscious) decision to flop over into the river! I had seen it a thousand times. She had paused and gathered herself the way that an extremely intoxicated person does when they have some onerous task in front of them, like making it to their bed to pass out. She had paused. She took a deep breath. And then the lurch that followed looked so half intentional! That lurch flung her over the railing. The part of her mind that craved death had taken advantage of that young, vibrant girl when all of her defenses were down! 
 
    That was what I couldn’t take my mind off of! Her actions were something entirely new to me! It was like half a suicide, a semi-suicide, if you will. 
 
    Even though the police were after whoever gave her the date rape drug for possible murder charges, it occurred to me that what the perpetrator really should be charged with was something more like assisted suicide. 
 
    It was impossible for me to put myself in the shoes of that poor girl, but I guessed that she hadn’t had any desire to kill herself when she was sober. I had certainly been drunk a few times, but never so much so that I nearly drank myself to death. That act alone indicated a kind of latent suicidality to me. There was something inside of Faith that wanted to die. And that evil man who slipped her a roofie, eliminated the last vestige of that conscious mind that was likely in love with life. It freed that beast within her that wanted to die. 
 
    Perhaps that level of impairment is all that it takes to make any of us sneak up on ourselves and end our own lives in a twinkling.  
 
    The police had worked on the case for months. But I heard nothing. There were few leads in the newspaper. There were no suspects, at least none that were formally named. 
 
    There was so little news coverage devoted to it. 
 
    That upset me. I was fascinated by this whole new form of suicide. And it had happened on a bridge. In fact, it had happened on a bridge that was in my bailiwick as a bridge inspector. It happened on a bridge that I could see out my window! 
 
    I had to know what happened. I just had to.  
 
    So, some ten months later, I hatched a cockamamie plot. I, of all people, was going to turn reporter and write a book about Faith’s uniquely mysterious death. That pretext was, at first, really a cover so I could snoop around and ask the authorities nosy questions. 
 
    I never thought that I would actually complete a book, much less publish it. But I had never had anything graduate from a fascination to an obsession before. And the only way that I could free myself was to write it all down and send it out into the world like a message in a bottle. An astounding message in a bottle! 
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    I knew what my first move should be. I realized that the Minneapolis Police Department probably knew more about this weird semi-suicide than anyone else, but I was scared to reach out to them. 
 
    I’m half African American. My dad is black.  
 
    He warned me about exactly how to deal with being approached by the police when I was a very young girl. Then he gave me a difficult written test to make damn sure that I understood. 
 
    The cops were something that I feared. The idea of going to them of my own free will seemed absurd. Surely, if anything could jar my dad from his walking death, the idea of his only daughter going to the police for information would do it. 
 
    Still, I thought, I don’t look black. My mom was Indian, as in from India, from Asia, home of the model minorities. And I look like a dusky Indian woman. 
 
    I am constantly being told that I look like Norah Jones. And I do see a vague resemblance. But I don’t look “just” like her. And the number of comparisons that I tend to get seems to be more than our looks warrant. Don’t get me wrong. People could be comparing me to a lot worse than Norah Jones. But I’ve begun to wonder if I should be seeing these constant comparisons to Norah as a kind of microaggression. Were people comparing us, not because Norah and I are twinsies, but rather because we were the only two women with our skin tone that they’d ever seen in their life? In other words, was there a you all look alike element in those comments? 
 
    It might be like this situation? Every year, someone from Human Resources invariably finds me somehow, even though I’m rarely in my office. They find me for diversity week. They ask me to be a part of the diversity committee. 
 
    I really put the poor woman through it who asked me to be on the diversity committee this year. 
 
    “Why do you think that I would be good on the diversity committee?” I asked. 
 
    She sputtered and said, “Um, you’re just such a good advocate for diversity.” 
 
    “What specifically makes me a good advocate for diversity?” I asked. 
 
    “Ha,” she exhaled. “Your teams are just so diverse.” 
 
    My teams are not diverse. There have only been three times in the last three years where I haven’t been the only woman. There have only been six or seven times where I wasn’t the only person of color. My teams aren’t diverse. I am. 
 
    But to her credit she wouldn’t admit it  
 
    Even after I asked, “Which team was diverse? I’m not remembering a team with more than two women and/or people of color. Which team are you thinking of?” 
 
    “I’ll let you think about it,” the HR lady decided. “You can just email the general mailbox for HR if you decide that you’re interested. We’d love to have you.” 
 
    I’m sure they’d love to have me. It’s bad optics to have five white men on your diversity committee. And maybe I should even feel like I ought to be on that committee.  
 
    Why? I’m good at my job, and I deserved my promotion. But I have to admit that it’s possible that I was promoted to chief inspector much quicker than usual. The average age of a chief bridge inspector is in the mid-fifties. I’m in my early thirties. I supervise people on occasion who have fifteen or more years of experience than I do. It’s possible that my rapid promotion was at least partly due to my diversity. 
 
    Do I feel guilty that I may have got the promotion over a more experienced white guy? Ha! What white guy has ever felt anything less than that they earned their privileged place? Certainly no white man has ever refused a promotion because there was probably some woman, or minority, or minority woman who deserved it more! I work hard. Isn’t that what they always say? Like no one else in the world works hard. 
 
    So I took it. F ‘em. Besides, I’m well qualified and have mad skills. It doesn’t take fifteen extra years of experience to recognize corrosion on a steal beam. 
 
    But I’ve gotten off the topic of police. Because I was afraid to face them. 
 
    I tried to remind myself that I was a journalist and an author…kind of. That I was going to approach the police of my own free will. They were not stopping me. They were not questioning me. 
 
    I went back and forth like that. Until one rainy day I made a decision. I walked into the downtown Minneapolis police station. 
 
    I stepped into an elegant stone building surrounded by police cars. I was in a hall with speckled robin’s egg blue tile that smelled faintly like moldy leaves. Above me were those ceiling tiles that look like they are about to shed little beads of foam. The fluorescent light at the end of the hall flickered in a very weird and spastic pattern. In between it was dark in spots but still somewhat luminous in others. It was like a dark star next to a pulsar. 
 
    I looked at the doors in this hallway. They were wood and frosted glass. The names of what they led to was conveniently stenciled onto the frosted glass. And for some reason, an abbreviated name was on a little placard that stuck straight out into the hall over the door like a street sign. 
 
    I went into the door labeled receptionist. 
 
    I was hoping to see a friendly secretary. 
 
    What I saw instead was one tough looking black woman who I was sure could rough me up. And she would not be anywhere near as restrained as some white man might, fearing a civil rights lawsuit from me. 
 
    “Can I help you?” she said in a way that really meant, “What do you want?” 
 
    I stood there mute. I was ten feet away from this woman who was encased in a little office of bullet proof Lucite. There was only one door next to her. I suddenly felt claustrophobic as I realized just how small that room was. The far, white block wall was only a few feet away from me.  
 
    I suddenly felt like I was in jail. 
 
    The woman just studied me with a look that said, “Speak now. What are you stuck on stupid?” 
 
    “I left something in the hall,” I said. 
 
    I turned and darted out. I kept looking behind me as I walked down the hall toward the exit, but no one was coming after me. 
 
    I stepped out of the building into a cop. 
 
    “Sorry sir,” I said. 
 
    It was a woman. 
 
    She didn’t follow me down the street. I walked back home in the driving rain over my favorite bridge in Minnesota, the Hennepin Avenue Bridge.  
 
    I was on that bridge when it occurred to me just how stupid I had been. That tough inquisitor at the downtown Minneapolis police receptionist desk probably didn’t know a thing about Faith Nguyen’s death. 
 
    What I should have been looking for was a public relations or public info officer. The Minneapolis P.D. had to have such a person or persons. The agency that I work for, MNDOT, has public relations people. No one cares what goes on at MNDOT unless there’s major road construction or a crippling snowstorm. But people must want information from the Minneapolis P.D. all the time. 
 
    There were no two ways about it. I was a lousy journalist. 
 
    So I looked up the public information number online when I got home. I called and left a detailed message on a general voicemail. 
 
    I doubted that I would hear anything, but an officer sent me an email the next day. (It was a good thing that I thought to leave my email. Maybe I was getting better at this whole journalism thing.) In the email, the officer wrote that he was not able to discuss active, ongoing investigations, and he referred me (with links!) to the public statements that the Minneapolis P.D. had made. 
 
    So it wasn’t entirely a lost cause. The police had provided me with two links that I had failed to find in my research. 
 
    I had missed them because they had only been posted on the web on the Minneapolis P.D. public information page.  
 
    The first link was useless. It was just a summary of what the police were willing to reveal about Faith Nguyen’s suspicious death a few weeks after the victim had been identified. It would have been useful earlier, but by now I had found all of the information in that press conference in several scattered sources. I knew that her coat was found on the river’s edge, away from Faith. I knew that they had never recovered Faith’s purse, etc. 
 
    But the second link was a winner! Most of it was just a summary of what was known about Faith’s death about a month after Faith had been identified. The statement rehashed a lot of what had already been covered in the first link and in other sources. But there was one gem in there! 
 
    “And I just want to thank Marlon again. For those of you who don’t know, Marlon is the security chief for MNDOT who is responsible for the video that we have, to the extent that we have it of the suspicious death of this young woman,” the public relations officer declared during a press conference. 
 
    Marlon? MNDOT? It was a very uncommon name. MNDOT is huge, but there couldn’t be many Marlons.  
 
    I remotely logged onto MNDOT on my company laptop. I did an employee search. There was only one Marlon! I found his name, email, and office location. He worked downtown. 
 
    Now all that I had to do was pray for another rainy day. 
 
    The best part about being a bridge inspector is that you get the day off when it rains. Of course that puts you behind and that means twelve to eighteen hour days in the summer when it’s light a long time. But it’s still worth it to get an occasional day off in the week during business hours. 
 
    So on the next rainy day I opened my umbrella, walked to the bus stop, and caught a 10 bus into downtown. I got off at Fifth Street and Nicollet Mall. I walked up to Hennepin Avenue and stepped into an old stone building eerily similar to the police station just a few blocks away. Except that this time I wasn’t stepping into an institutional hall of speckled tile, a flickering fluorescent light, and the smell of decaying organic material somewhere. No, I was stepping into a glossy concrete floor with the smells of turmeric, cardamom, cumin, and hot peppers from the Indian restaurant right by the entrance. 
 
    I decided to take the stairs up to the third floor. I walked into an office with a glass door labeled “MNDOT Minneapolis Bridge Security”. 
 
    A receptionist tried to stop me, but I showed her my senior MNDOT badge. She just nodded tersely. 
 
    “Where can I find Marlon?” I asked. 
 
    “Control room,” she pointed straight back. 
 
    I walked right back over thin gray carpet. I walked past gray filing cabinets. I walked past gray cubicles. Nothing hung on the walls. Everything was gray or blue and looked like something from a dystopian movie where the inmates eventually figure out that their office IS a prison. 
 
    Let no one say that MNDOT is wasting taxpayer money on décor. 
 
    I walked straight into that control room ready to prove my rank if I had to. I didn’t No one was in there but Marlon. 
 
    Marlon was a black man, probably in his early forties but he looked at least ten years younger. He shaved his head completely bald. He wore glasses with thick, black frames. He had a round, amiable face. His body was almost as round as his face. He was certainly overweight, but it was obvious that he had a lot of muscle too. 
 
    Behind him were maybe one hundred screens that showed bridges. Cars were driving over. An occasional bike rode over. 
 
    “Can I help you?” Marlon asked. 
 
    I showed my badge. “I have a few questions to ask about the…uh…the incident on the Third Avenue Bridge back in January. I think that you know what I mean.” 
 
    Marlon saw the bold red line that indicated that I held a senior position. Fortunately, he didn’t ask to see what that senior position was. 
 
    “You know,” he said. “I’ve wanted to talk to someone about it.” 
 
    “What about?” I could hardly believe my luck. 
 
    “I’ve seen the whole thing. I saw the entire short, mysterious death of Faith Nguyen. And I can’t believe what I saw!” Marlon exhaled. 
 
    “What did you see?” I could feel the hairs on my forearms stand on end. 
 
    “Well the footage wasn’t perfect. First of all, there’s a camera above the bridge that captures the bridge deck,” Marlon paused. 
 
    “Yes,” I said like I knew that. 
 
    “And then, because of the topography around the Third Avenue Bridge, the motion sensing camera that we use for possible suicides starts about ten feet below the undercarriage or whatever of the bridge,” Marlon nodded once. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “But here’s what I can’t figure out. On the bridge deck, the girl is clearly impaired and staggering, but she’s at least somewhat conscious. But by the time the second camera picks her up, she’s unconscious. And if you would’ve seen her hit the water! It was like a rag doll sliding into second base. It was just so incredibly awkward. I’ve seen a lot of jumpers, and a few people fall, but I’ve never seen one lose consciousness once they jump or fall! 
 
    Imagine it! Imagine if you made the decision to jump or accidentally fell off of a bridge. Imagine trying to pass out as you’re approaching terminal velocity and death! How could you not stay awake for that?” Marlon demanded. 
 
    “You’re right,” I beamed. “There are people who jump off of bridges in an effort to kill themselves and survive. To a person they say something like this afterward: ‘Once I jumped, I realized that I could change anything in my life except for the fact that I just jumped off of a bridge.’” 
 
    “Right,” Marlon agreed. 
 
    “What did the police say about her being unconscious?” I asked. 
 
    “That it was the act of falling unconscious that probably propelled her over the bridge,” Marlon declared. 
 
    “That seems plausible,” I decided. 
 
    “It does, but do you know how many people I’ve seen jump or fall off bridges? I’ve been doing this ten years. I’ve never seen anyone else who was obviously unconscious when they hit the water. That fall would wake the dead!” Marlon insisted. 
 
    Marlon proceeded to tell me the rest of what he knew, the exact date of the jump, Sunday, January 7th. Of course I knew that. The time, precisely two minutes after three in the morning. The exact weather conditions. Unusually warm for January, still a degree above freezing at two minutes after three in the morning, with a strong wind blowing out of the south.  
 
    “I’m going to give you my email,” I took a pen out of my purse. “Let me know if you think of anything else or if something else happens.” 
 
    “Of course,” he said. 
 
    “I’m not in any kind of trouble, am I?” Marlon asked. 
 
    “No, no,” I decided. “I’m thinking about joining the MNDOT diversity committee, and I’m curious what our diverse employees are up to. You may get an award.” 
 
    “We got to stick together, sister,” he said. 
 
    At that moment it occurred to me that Marlon was also quite young to have had his job for the past ten years. It looked like I wasn’t the only person leapfrogging these poor, hapless, experienced white men. 
 
    I walked out of the office. I walked past the fragrant Indian restaurant. I walked out into the crowded streets. A light rail train honked repeatedly at pedestrians who didn’t seem to care that they were walking in front of a moving train. 
 
    The rain continued to fall. It had been a deluge earlier. Now it was just the plop-plop of thick raindrops against my umbrella. The day had started out slate gray, but now the sun was starting to peak in through a less gray corner. 
 
    Marlon’s report stuck with me. How could Faith Nguyen lose consciousness when she was hurtling toward death? 
 
        Marlon had never seen it. But how many people had jumped or fallen off of a bridge in Minneapolis in the last decade with deadly levels of alcohol and the date rape drug in their system?  
 
    I’m guessing that there was only one. 
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    I went for a run when I got home. I love running in the rain. 
 
    There’s nothing better for running than a fall day with temps in the fifties or low sixties and light rain. That October day was perfect. 
 
    Imagine, my weather app rated it a one on their one to ten scale of running conditions. This is Minnesota! A one is a January day right after we just had some freezing rain and the world is a skating rink. That day was a ten if ever there was a ten. 
 
    I ran out from my place. I live in the downtown zone, but it’s actually in the small part of what’s considered downtown that is north or east or northeast or whatever of the Mississippi River.  
 
    I live in a one bedroom condo. It’s small and it costs me a small fortune. Plus the association dues are just out of control because I get a parking spot in the underground, climate controlled garage whether I want it or not, there’s always at least one security guard on duty and security has their own vehicle, and there’s someone at the front desk day and night. It has to be that way. A lot of (at least locally) high profile people live in the building. You might be surprised who I make small talk with from time to time. 
 
    That’s not the reason that I’m spending nearly the limit that I can afford to spend on a glorified, small one bedroom apartment. (And I make good money at MNDOT.) The reason that I live where I live is because I’m on the seventeenth floor of a towering building with a view of not just one, not just two, not just three, but four different bridges. I’m right by the Hennepin Avenue Bridge. I’m so close that I could’ve been a witness to Faith’s death on the Third Avenue Bridge if I just would have got one of my bouts of insomnia at the right time. Also, I can kind of make out the Stone Arch Bridge, a pedestrian only bridge that connects the part of downtown by the Guthrie Theater with a neighborhood by the University of Minnesota. I can also see the new 35W Bridge and the colorful lights on it every night. 
 
    So I went for a run over the Hennepin Avenue Bridge. Then I jogged down to the Third Avenue Bridge  
 
    I ran back and forth over that bridge for like the hundredth time since the first report of Faith’s semi-suicide. I remembered how I had wondered about the exact same thing the first ten to fifteen times that I ran back and forth over the Third Avenue Bridge after her death. I had wondered. What did she think of as she fell off that bridge to her death? 
 
    Now I knew the answer. She thought nothing. She hit the water with a force that was something like hitting concrete after a two story drop as a rag doll, completely unconscious. 
 
    The Third Avenue Bridge is an older bridge. Many of the spans of a similar age have been upgraded.  
 
    I’m not allowed to share how the bridge is holding up, structurally, after all those years. Even though I know. 
 
    The Third Avenue Bridge doesn’t have the safety features that the new bridges do. Try leaping off of the Hennepin Bridge or the recently replaced Franklin Avenue Bridge. You have to climb and maybe even cross a bike path to do it. There’s no way that I know of to keep people from jumping off of a bridge. However, keeping people from falling off of a bridge is actually quite easy. All it requires are higher guardrails.  
 
    The Third Avenue Bridge may be the last bridge over the Mississippi River that a person could just fall off of in all of Minneapolis. The railing is fairly high, but it wasn’t quite high enough for a woman who generated a lot of torque when she made that final stagger on the bridge. 
 
    As I ran over the bridge for a second time, I reflected on the limited video that I had seen of Faith’s mysterious death. I took careful, mental notes of just how high the railings were. I intended to do a little experiment when I got back home. 
 
    I thought about my upcoming experiment for most of the rest of my run. After I got off of the Third Avenue Bridge, I wound my way back to the running trail that winds along the Mississippi River and I followed it all the way down to Lake Street. Then I ran back. It was about ten miles maybe. A good distance. 
 
    I looked frantically around my condo when I got home. I discovered that the back of my sofa was almost the same height as the railing on the Third Avenue Bridge. I walked it out so that I could stagger behind it. 
 
    I stepped back and started to stumble toward my couch. I paused near the edge of it. I gathered myself. I took that decisive lurching step. 
 
    I was completely unable to keep my balance when I shifted the weight from my left foot to my right foot. I did an uncoordinated Fosbury flop over the back of my sofa and landed awkwardly on the cushions. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what I had learned. Other than that it might have been possible to accidentally fall off of the Third Avenue Bridge. But Faith’s final lurch, like mine, seemed to be an act that had to be at least partly intentional…and conscious. 
 
    Obviously I didn’t have enough fidelity to the scientific method to repeat the experiment nearly literally dead drunk and roofied up. 
 
    I didn’t know what to think. So my thoughts turned to the night ahead. My girlfriends and I were getting together for our monthly summit.  
 
    Every month we get together and we all agree to take turns being the one who picks what we do. 
 
    Tonight Hui was picking. That meant that we were all going to Cirque du ‘Sota. 
 
    Who was we? We was all of us from the East Wing of Territorial Hall. Territorial Hall was a dorm at the University of Minnesota. All four of us met in the East Wing of said dorm. 
 
    Alyssa was my roommate. I was scared to meet her. I was scared to be at the University of Minnesota. 
 
    I was scared because I was afraid of having to live with someone that I’d never met before. I was also scared because I was at the University of Minnesota, and I didn’t know anyone…other than my dad who was employed there. 
 
    It may shock people to learn that I went to high school not just in the state of Minnesota, but also in the very city, Minneapolis, with the main campus for the U. So why didn’t I know anybody going to the U? 
 
    I went to a private preparatory school called Blake. Everyone at the Blake School was thinking Ivy League. Maybe the University of Chicago or Stanford if the Ivy League didn’t work out. No one, and I mean no one besides me even applied for the University of Minnesota back then. 
 
    The U has risen in prestige lately, but back when I attended, it was still seen as less than even a safety school for the crowd that I attended prep school with. 
 
    I didn’t want to move though. At least not far. I did want to move out of my father’s house because of the way he haunted it like a living specter, often well into the night.  
 
    It’s creepy living with a ghost. 
 
    So I went to the U. And I got a deal on tuition because my dad ostensibly works there. 
 
    So I moved into the dorm at the U as a person of color from Minneapolis, and I was the least gritty one there. I learned how to sneak wine in past the R.A. with the help of my new best friend, my roommate and confirmed delinquent, a white girl from Eagan High named Alyssa. 
 
    Alyssa taught me all that I know about sneakiness. She was the queen of getting guys to drink at parties as she pretended to drink. She would talk them into doing unbelievably stupid things like shirtless snow angels out in a front yard during February.  
 
    All that sneakiness had a point though. She was looking for the guy who would catch on. All of those idiots thought that the way to her heart was to take five shots and roll around shirtless in the snow like an obedient golden retriever. Meanwhile the smarter and soberer gentleman who ignored her had already won her hand. 
 
    Alyssa and I quickly became best friends. It was so exciting for me to be with someone who did the wrong things. All my life I had been surrounded by people who had been trying to do not just the right thing but the best thing. Alyssa made me realize just how dull those people are. 
 
    Alyssa is the main reason that I never regretted going to the University of Minnesota even if I could’ve been accepted into Harvard or Yale. 
 
    Alyssa and I also quickly became friends with our only neighbors. Our dorms were the only two behind a slight turn at the very end of the hall.  
 
    Our neighbors couldn’t have been more different. Maya was the daughter of second generation hippies. She was taught that everything was far out and interconnected. Strangely, she went to business school and didn’t even drink much less do any recreational drugs. She just had the dreadlocks, the sundresses, and the flowing, ethereal personality of someone who was raised by hippies. Also, like Faith Nguyen, she was from Columbia Heights. I don’t know what kind of self-respecting hippies can live in the suburbs. 
 
    It was all weird. But she was fun and mellow and always sober and could stand guard if Alyssa, Hui, or I took a little too much wine or beer. 
 
    Hui is actually from China originally. We used to talk in Chinese regularly. I had taken seven years of Chinese at the Blake School.  
 
    In fact, all four of us learned basic Chinese. That way we could talk about the dumb white boys that Alyssa was testing without any of them having the slightest clue what we were talking about. 
 
    Hui was very conservative. Not politically, I mean that she was reserved, very quiet, even when drunk. She has a sweet smile and speaks English without much of an accent.  
 
    I was disappointed that Hui had selected Cirque du ‘Sota, for our summit tonight, but I couldn’t really complain. A little over a year ago I picked golf for our monthly summit. 
 
    I thought why should the men get to have all the fun? Well, it turns out that golfing is not fun. Going vroom-vroom on a golf cart while you smoke a cigar and drink with your idiot friends is what makes golf fun. None of us inherited the chromosome that makes driving a golf cart fun, a cigar anything other than a plus sized cancer stick, and even drinking is much more fun on a patio, in a club, or even sneaking it out of your purse in a dorm bathroom.  
 
    It was a terrible outing, really the worst ever, and I get ridiculed for it almost every time that we get together. Honestly, everyone else was going to love Cirque du ‘Sota, but I just didn’t see the point in it. I don’t think that a thing is entertaining just because only a handful of people in the world can do that thing. 
 
    There’s probably someone out there who can lick their elbow. I wouldn’t pay money to watch them do it. 
 
    Everyone else was looking forward to it though. Me, I was barely even looking forward to dinner, drinks, and catching up. I almost wanted to stay home. 
 
    That changed once I got to dinner. Every time that I see my old friends I realize that I have no one to talk to besides them. 
 
    My dad is a ghost. My brother is immersed in his drunken, depressive stupor. All of my other relatives have fully or mostly retreated from life. I don’t blame them. It’s understandable, but it’s a fact. I don’t want to say how long it had been since I had a boyfriend. I especially don’t want to say how long it had been since I even had a date. 
 
    Sure most of my co-workers have asked me out, but my co-workers never interested me. But they keep asking. Even the married ones. Hell, especially the married ones. And that has always made things awkward from the start when they ask me to join them at the bar after work. 
 
    That’s before I even get into the fact that the overwhelming number of guys that I work with are typically very concrete and absolutely tedious. As a general rule, they’ve always loved bridges because they love to build stuff. It’s like building blocks for grownups. 
 
    I like the poetry of a bridge. The building of it is just the drudgery one has to endure to produce the poetry. 
 
    Bridges are the ultimate metaphor in human endeavor. Sure a massive phallic tower might say, “Look at me! Look how powerful I am!” 
 
    (Or I guess it might say don’t look at my tiny penis.) 
 
    The only thing that’s changed about towers in the hundreds of years that they’ve been built is which area of society uses them. They’ve gone from crenellated castle battlements to sleek glass phalluses of finance. But make no mistake. Towers are every bit as martial now as they were back then. Only now instead of pouring boiling oil down on climbing enemy knights, an executive perched on high ruthlessly plots marketing and branding strategies that, best case scenario, drive their competitors into bankruptcy and out of business. 
 
    Towers are now used for war by another means. 
 
    Bridges are the opposite of towers. Bridges say, “Come over here. We aren’t afraid of you!”  
 
    Bridges connect the world.  
 
    Bridges are also an engineering triumph. They are a true human accomplishment. 
 
    Nature has conspired to limit the movement of human beings in a number of ways. There are rivers with roaring rapids like the ones that I looked down into as a six year old on a rope bridge somewhere in Costa Rica. There are seas. There are mountains. And so forth. 
 
    Bridges also say perhaps to some type of Godhead or dharma or something, or at least to ourselves, “No you can’t constrain me. I’m far too clever to be forced to live my entire life on this side of the river.” 
 
    That’s what’s interesting about bridges. Frankly, only an idiot would want to talk about this new support beam that they heard about in some engineering journal. And by that standard, most of my co-workers are idiots. 
 
    That’s why dinner with the girls was so great. I finally got to have an intelligent conversation. 
 
    It more than made up for the fact that Cirque du ‘Sota was so lame.  
 
    The other girls were spellbound. I couldn’t help but try to figure out why.  
 
    This guy ran three quarters of the way up a maybe ten foot wall, dismounted with a flip, turned arse over teakettle twice, and stuck the landing. A woman ran on top of a giant ball. 
 
    They were like athletic hamsters who made wishes on a cursed monkey paw to turn into people. Why would anyone like this? 
 
    The first reason that I came up with, the initial reason why I believed Cirque du Soleil, and its local rip off, Cirque du ‘Sota were so popular, was because they were freaks. It was their freakish ability, their novelty that pulled people in. 
 
    Then I decided that the unusual nature of this show couldn’t be the only reason for its success. The bearded lady was unusual, but she wasn’t venerated. All this Cirque du stuff was widely respected. 
 
    Why was it respected? I didn’t really know. Maybe people wished they could do what the performers do. Maybe they longed to be those magic hamsters who wished on a cursed monkey paw that they could be humans and run on top of a giant ball. But it seemed unlikely. 
 
    It also seemed unlikely that this was something like soccer, where most of the fans of the game have played soccer before so they can tell how good the soccer players are. Certainly few people in the audience had tried to run most of the way up a wall, jump off, flip twice, and stick the landing. 
 
    Somehow my thinking turned into something more like daydreaming and I drifted into wondering about why I am so fascinated by suicide. Certainly it was something that I had thought about many times before, but in my liminal mental state, I wondered if I wasn’t fascinated by suicide for the same basic reason that people were fascinated by Cirque du ‘Sota, novelty. 
 
    I’d always thought that two things made me fascinated with suicide. They were my mom’s suicide and the stakes. 
 
    My mom’s suicide is the foundational memory of my childhood. Her death is the first thing that I think of when I think of being a girl. 
 
    The stakes of suicide are obviously high. It’s literally a matter of life and death. 
 
    But I started to wonder if the example of my mom was something akin to knowing someone in Cirque du ‘Sota. If any of my girlfriends were in Cirque du ‘Sota, or even my ne’er do well brother, I’d probably be fascinated by the show too. 
 
    And as far as the stakes, Cirque du ‘Sota was not a safe performance. They were doing things that could get them grievously injured. They could maybe even fall wrong and break their neck and die. 
 
    So the stakes weren’t a lot different. 
 
    There had to be something more. 
 
    And I found it. At least I believed that I did at the time. What’s fascinating about suicide is not the oddity of it. It’s the near universality of it. 
 
    Suicide is like a soccer ball. Almost everyone has played with it at least a little bit. 
 
    I challenge you to find me a single person who hasn’t at least thought about suicide at some point in their life. Maybe it was after a disastrous teenage break up. Maybe the immediate next thought was, but I would never do it. All of that was possible. 
 
    But there’s a reason that probably the best known soliloquy in all of Shakespeare is the soliloquy where Hamlet entertains suicide. The best known line from the best known person in all of literature is, “To be, or not to be, that is the question:” 
 
    And so many of us have asked that question of ourselves at some point. And fortunately most of us have come down firmly on the side of to be. 
 
    Sadly some do not though. 
 
    And I think that those people deserve more than a closed casket funeral by a humiliated and stigmatized family. 
 
    I grew up with my mother. I remember her before. My first memories are of her being so happy. But then it all changed. Should she be seen as less than because she only fought for one whole year? Because she fought in vain for one long year and endured unimaginable suffering? She fought to the bitter end. 
 
    It’s been hard at times for me to lead a relatively comfortable, relatively happy life? My mom battled abject misery for a whole year before surrendering. 
 
    That was what I learned when I found forgiveness. 
 
    Cirque du ‘Sota, I’m glad you found people who can run on top of a giant hamster ball. 
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    My team finished its last bridge inspections over the Thursday and Friday that followed. We were done for the year. 
 
    All that I would be doing going forward was reviewing an occasional bridge plan, attending meetings either via phone or webcam, doing a rare emergency bridge inspection, and talking strategy over the phone and email with my superiors. All of that would average out to about three hours a day over the winter. Depending on how long winter hung on. 
 
    We were really delayed by last year’s winter that never ended. 
 
    Some of you are probably budget hawks, self-appointed watchdogs concerned about government waste who feel that you have a right to boss me around because one infinitesimal fraction of one percent of your state income tax goes to pay my salary. Just remember, my salary is for forty hours a week. If you want to complain in December, come work sixteen hour days with me in July for eight hours pay. 
 
    The great news about the offseason was that I finally had some time to do some real journalism, or at least something like some real journalism. I was taking my first meeting as a reporter over lunch on Monday. 
 
    On Monday I had one budgetary meeting that I had to attend from my living room on speaker phone. It was scheduled from eight to ten in the morning, but it would almost certainly go long. It would probably be done by eleven. But even if it wasn’t, my supervisors would understand if I had only scheduled three hours for a meeting that was only supposed to last two hours.  
 
    It’s a weird bureaucracy. If you have to go even three minutes before the scheduled end of the meeting they make you use paid time off. They literally will make you use paid time off for three minutes. If you are an hourly employee, you need to find a computer when you come in and punch in exactly within a window starting two minutes before your scheduled start time to two minutes after your scheduled start time. If you miss that window, even by a fraction of a second, you are late. (If you’re more than two minutes early the system just won’t let you punch in.) There’s a very rigid attendance policy when it comes to tardiness. Five times of being late in a year is usually enough to get fired. However, if our meetings go even just one minute late, you can be excused with no penalty and without losing any time off. 
 
    Bottom line, I would be done by eleven or earlier. I would be done in plenty of time to visit a lovely family for lunch. 
 
    The family that I was visiting was the family of Faith Nguyen. I had managed to track them down and was eager to speak with them. It was hard to believe that I was about to meet with the parents and sister of the woman that I had watched stagger to the edge of the Third Avenue Bridge over and over again in that little snippet of video the police released to try to help identify her. I wondered if the family knew that Faith was unconscious after she took that final lunge over the edge of the bridge and tumbled into the river in the semi-suicide that started everything.  
 
    I had done a small amount of journalism, a modicum of journalism, and I had found Faith’s family. I was a little bit proud of that. Maybe I’m not so bad at this reporting thing. Maybe a Peabody is in my future. Let’s see those journalists try to build a bridge! 
 
    I take that back. I don’t want to cross a bridge that was built by journalists. 
 
    But all that was set for Monday, two days away. It was the weekend and I felt like I could finally, finally relax a little. So I spent the weekend doing what I love to do. 
 
    I love to watch football.  
 
    I don’t mean that sport with oversized meatheads full of traumatic brain injuries and the straight up racist way that Colin Kaepernick was treated. Kaepernick dared to shine a light on the injustices that still linger in America. He challenged us to live up to the ideals in our national anthem, ideals that were true for some but not all. I’ve had every conceivable advantage in life, yet I’ve experienced varying degrees of racism almost every day of my life. But rather than seeing a player protest as an opportunity to talk about the race problem in America and begin to work on it, American football just basically blackballed Kaepernick. It was disgusting but predictable. 
 
    That’s why the football that I watch is European football, what we call soccer.  
 
    Why do I watch football? I watch it, in part, because I used to play it, and I think that the players are awesome. 
 
    But I believe that there is one main reason why every woman should watch football. The reason used to be Cristiano Ronaldo Then he got accused of rape, and I don’t want to be that woman who doesn’t believe the victim. Which is hard, because Cristiano Ronaldo is an Iberian sex god. It was tough, but I even got rid of my Juventus app over the accusation. (Ronaldo plays in the Italian league for Juventus.) But there are still a host of good looking guys who have never been accused of raping anybody on the pitch Saturday and Sunday mornings in the Premier League or the Bundesliga, both of which are available with a fairly standard cable package. 
 
    If you’ve cut the cord, it might be time to find it and duct tape it back together. These guys are cute. 
 
    Who wants an American football man? They’re like the Incredible Hulk. They are so swollen with muscle they look like a distended tick that you can finally see, green and ready to burst, in the mane of a long haired dog. It’s disgusting. 
 
    European football men are exactly what I like. They are tall and strong but not so strong that they could accidentally break you in half with a hug. They run with speed, style, athleticism, and grace. 
 
    I’ve always liked athletes. My most successful relationship ever lasted three years. It started in my senior year of college. I started dating this junior who was the University of Minnesota’s number one singles player in tennis. (Tennis is another sport that has a lot of cute guys.) It was going well. I thought that it was even heading towards marriage which filled me with trepidation but at the same time seemed like the logical next step, like it was a place that we either had to get to or split. Spoiler alert, we split. He cheated on me…and his cousin when he slept with his cousin’s wife. 
 
    I still like athletes. I mean, come on, I’m athletic. I’m in shape. Do you think that I really want to go out with the shapeless men who are fascinated with rivets that I have to spend most of my time with? 
 
    I deserve someone like Sané. 
 
    I just deserve a version of Sané who doesn’t play for a Manchester team. No offense to Manchester. I’m sure that the city is great, but I can’t stand either Manchester City or Manchester United. Sané is just too cute, but he plays for Manchester City. Although even I must admit that I love the phrase “Man City”. (Manchester City is sometimes abbreviated as Man City.) Who wouldn’t want to go to Man City? It sounds urbane and suave and hot as hell. It’s much better than Man U. (Manchester United is sometimes referred to as Man U.) Man U sounds like a safety school where nothing but date rape happens. 
 
    My point is that I deserve an athletic man. 
 
    I’ve tried. 
 
    Three years ago, I made the desperate gambit of signing up for coed community soccer. Part of it was that I thought it would be fun to play soccer again. Most of it was because I thought it would be a way to meet athletic guys. 
 
    So I signed up as a free agent. A team picked me up. It was the worst case scenario for a confirmed agnostic who was looking for an exciting romantic relationship, with all that entails. 
 
    I ended up getting picked up by a team representing St. John of the Bleeding Ears of Jesus Catholic Church. (I don’t want to pick on the actual church. They were really nice people.) 
 
    But they were terrible at soccer. They played like five year olds. They all chased the ball at the same time the way a cat chases a laser pointer. Except with less grace and athleticism. 
 
      So we played a couple of teams. And yeah, there were a couple of cute guys, but they were cute little guys. You have to be taller than me if you want to date me. 
 
    Then our third game was against a really good team, the best team in the league. They had the cutest guy.  
 
    We were down five to nothing when one of my teammates finally broke out of the ball hive and saw me all alone on the edge. Even more surprisingly, he made an excellent pass and caught me at full speed. 
 
    I realized that I had a step. So I took a sharp angle toward goal and was just outside the penalty area when I lifted up a leg to score our first goal all season. 
 
    Unfortunately, before that happened, that cute guy tackled me with a leg whip. I know that people think that soccer players flop and feign injury, and certainly that happens. But I dare any one of you to go out on a field, run full blast for about fifty yards, and have someone leg whip you at full speed with a tackle. 
 
    It was so painful. That cute guy got a yellow card and lost any chance that he ever had with me. 
 
    I stumbled as I got up. I had to be helped off the field by two of my teammates because it was too painful to put any weight on my left leg. 
 
    The next day I had to work. My leg was still sore. And I was on my feet inspecting for twelve hours. 
 
    I had to take a week off running. 
 
    Fortunately it healed up. I went to the doctor and she told me that it was just a bone bruise on the ankle. Just. 
 
    The whole experience made me wonder. I had just heard about another employee at MNDOT. He worked on the roads. He broke his right leg and had to miss a bunch of work. In fact, I donated a whole sick day to him to help him out. He finally came back to work. He broke his left leg on the weekend after his first week back at work. At that point, he had missed too much time. So he got fired. 
 
    I realized that I cannot be playing sports with pricks who’ll stop at nothing to preserve the shutout including viciously injuring a woman. Imagine me having to tell MNDOT that I can’t come in because I got injured playing football. 
 
    So I really struck out. I didn’t get to even so much as go on a date with one tall, athletic guy. And I didn’t really even get to play football. 
 
    So I shifted my strategy about meeting guys. I run three marathons a year. I try to meet guys at two of the marathons.  
 
    The reason that I don’t try at the third one is because I travel somewhere new every year for my third marathon. This year it was Eugene, Oregon, beautiful area. Obviously I was unlikely to be able to start up anything but a very long distance relationship with somebody at Eugene, Oregon. 
 
    But I run the same two marathons in the area each year. I run Grandma’s Marathon in Duluth, Minnesota. Duluth is not close, but a lot of Twin Cities runners run in it. Then, obviously, I run in the Twin Cities Marathon. 
 
    I struck out at both this year. At Duluth I made the mistake of thinking that a man from Superior, Wisconsin probably lived in the Cities. In the Twin Cities Marathon I made the mistake of choosing a married man who had understandably taken his wedding ring off for the race.  
 
    (Everything rubs you the wrong way after twenty-six point two miles. People can get bloody nipples from their shirts.) 
 
    But I didn’t mean to bring up my dating woes. I wanted to celebrate the cuteness of European footballers the way that Michelangelo celebrated David. That’s what football is really all about. 
 
    That and the games are great. There are no commercials. It’s running time. And if you watch the Premier League like me, it’s the only way to independently confirm that the Brits do indeed have emotions. 
 
    European football is a bigger deal in Europe than American football is in America. So it’s got all the soap opera dram. Will José Mourinho get fired? Can Unai Emery lead Arsenal to glory after PSG gave up on him? The managers are just as much a part of the drama as the players. 
 
    You could read about things like that for hours. 
 
    So I spent the weekend doing what I like best, watching football and running. 
 
    The running was outstanding. The football was good too. 
 
    Tottenham Hotspur F.C won over Newcastle. I had been rooting for Tottenham because I’m trying to work up a crush for Harry Kane. He may be the best goal scorer in the Premier League. So I’m trying to focus on his tall, athletic body and ignore the fact that his face makes it look like he’s part of a royal family with centuries of inbreeding and hemophilia.  
 
    God I wish that Harry Kane looked like Sané. 
 
    It was a pretty good weekend, but my thoughts kept leaping ahead. I couldn’t wait to meet the Nguyen family. 
 
    The Monday morning meeting was as dull, pointless, and bereft of strategy as essentially all strategy meetings are. The people who run them are like a bride who feels that she has to make a show of including everyone in the wedding planning. She may ask this relative for some suggestions for music during the dance. She may consult with this friend about what kind of champagne everyone is going to toast with. She may ask for requests for the dinner menu from a parent. But at the end of the day a wedding is not a democracy. It’s the bride’s special day and it’s an autocracy. Thanks for all your suggestions, but all will be done her way. The bride is queen for a day. And an acting administrator is queen until her reign ends. And an acting administrator has never agreed to implement even a single suggestion out of all of the suggestions that I have ever heard at all the strategy meetings that I’ve ever been to. 
 
    Just let me sleep in and give me my marching orders when you make up your gal darn mind. 
 
    Of course the meeting ran long, but only a half hour long. Why don’t the rest of the people realize how pointless it is? 
 
    Of course I know it’s enticing. Tell me about your job. What do you like about it, and what could we improve? We’d like to consider that as we consider strategy. 
 
    And everyone wants their job to improve. And even if it doesn’t improve, everyone at least wants someone to listen to their many and varied complaints about it. 
 
    It’s possible that these strategy sessions are really cleverly disguised complaint sessions designed to create a catharsis. They are something like the group therapy that will enable us to continue to work together as a team. Even when, perhaps especially when, we go back to the work of inspecting bridges in the spring (or in a winter emergency situation) and nothing has changed. Or if anything has changed, it has changed for the worse. 
 
    No matter. I went out to the bus stop to get the things that I had to bring to the Nguyen house. 
 
    I was hoping that I could bring dal when I said that I could bring a dish for lunch. I have honed my Indian cooking. I know how to make perfect ghee. I know just how long to cook the lentils. I even found a specialty store where I can find the spices that are really difficult to find in grocery stores. Not every place carries garam masala for example. 
 
    Instead, I was informed that Faith’s dad, Ninh would be cooking his signature pho. He’d be creating everything from scratch from his signature licorice scented broth to his specially marinated brisket. That specially marinated brisket would be served swimming in lemongrass, herbs, and vegetables that he grew in his own garden. 
 
    Maria was going to be preparing her chorizo tacos. As in, Maria was going to be cooking the chorizo sausages that she had cured and smoked herself in a smokehouse in their backyard. She told me that she was going to make a milder salsa for gringos. She didn’t think that I could handle Mexican level heat. 
 
    I challenged that. I said that I was part Indian. And Indian food is all about heat. 
 
    That quickly escalated into an Indian food versus Mexican food argument. Maria said that I would weep tears that burned if I ever traveled to Mexico on a culinary tour. I said that the same thing would happen to her in India. She refused to believe me. 
 
    So she said that what they really needed was dessert.  
 
    Dessert is my weakest area. 
 
    But I couldn’t say no. They were willing to talk to a faux journalist just a scant several months after their daughter’s mysterious death. I had to oblige. 
 
    Then I realized that I never promised to make the dessert. I could buy something. 
 
    I decided to take the 18 bus down to Quang’s and pick up three desserts that I didn’t know the name of. They looked like layered gelatin and pudding. (I’ve had good luck at Quang’s with everything though. So I trusted them.) Then I stopped over across the street at Marissa’s Bakery and bought three churros. 
 
    I took the 18 back downtown and got on the 10. 
 
    The Nguyen home was in a little suburb just outside of Minneapolis called Columbia Heights, my dear, hippy friend Maya’s old stomping grounds. I got off the bus right by a fast food restaurant that smelled like it hadn’t changed the oil in their fryer since the Eisenhower administration. 
 
    I walked down the street past ugly little houses. I walked by a house with faded, blue aluminum siding, unkempt shrubbery out front, and fast food wrappers climbing the fence on the edge of the property like greasy, wax paper vines. I walked by stucco homes, crumbling, flaking off. I walked by nondescript duplexes with so little style they seemed to be inspired by one of Stalin’s five year plans. 
 
    Eventually I made it to the Nguyen house. After walking by all of those houses with presumably great personalities, I was delighted to see the Nguyen house.  
 
    It was a bright, tropical orange house. Just the color made me want to dance. The front door was a brilliant yellow with an insert of blue and red stained glass.  
 
    I walked up to that bright yellow door, suddenly in a better mood. I knocked on the door. 
 
    Maria answered. She was short, probably under five feet in height. But her face retained an amazing vitality and youth. I knew that she had to be at least middle aged to have a daughter in college, but I saw no visible lines or wrinkles on her face until she smiled or laughed, which she did infrequently. 
 
    Ninh was a towering figure who walked with a slight limp. Ninh was almost two feet taller than Maria. It made me wonder what they did when they posed for pictures together. 
 
    Ninh had alert brown eyes. He had a complexion that was a bit leathery. It was the skin of a man who had spent a lot of time in the sun. He had a soulful laugh. He was as expressive as Maria was reserved. 
 
    Maria was delighted that I had brought churros, and she insisted that I needed to heat up some chocolate for the churros. She provided the chocolate and the direction on how to heat it up. 
 
    But she insisted that I didn’t start until after we had finished the rest of our lunch. 
 
    The chorizo tacos were outstanding. The pho was also delicious. 
 
    “Maria’s family owns a Mexican restaurant,” Ninh explained. “She used to cook there.” 
 
    After the lunch, I melted some chocolate. We had churros and chocolate and desserts that I can’t name from Quang’s. Ninh and Maria seemed satisfied. 
 
    I was relieved. 
 
    I sat back. I looked around the kitchen. I was sitting in a bright red wooden chair. The kitchen table was old, pressed wood. The wallpaper in the kitchen was lines of Tigger from Winnie the Pooh bouncing on his tail. 
 
    I decided to start on my course gently. 
 
    “Did Faith love Tigger?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Maria nodded. “Both of our girls loved Tigger. We put this wallpaper in the kitchen here and in their rooms.” 
 
    It was odd. How many people who’ve ever been involved in even a semi-suicide have Tigger as their spirit animal? 
 
    We talked in a general way about Faith for a while. Then I tried to dig in. 
 
    “Did Faith contact you the night that she…disappeared?” I asked. 
 
    Maria opened her mouth. She closed it. It looked like she was about to cry, but she didn’t. 
 
    Ninh responded, “She contacted her sister. Hope says that you have to wait until she can get here. 
 
    But no, she didn’t contact us.” 
 
    “Do you know where she went or what she did before her…death?” I asked. 
 
    Ninh paused before saying, “We know that she went out to go to a club with a friend of hers, a Christine. They went to Club Canoodle. Christine left with a man shortly after they arrived there. Witnesses remember seeing Faith talking with a guy named David Sanborn for a couple of hours. David has been thoroughly investigated. He has confirmed that he talked with Faith for almost exactly two hours. But he says that he went outside to smoke a cigarette in the designated smoking area by the rear exit, and he couldn’t find Faith when he came back in.  
 
    There’s security video footage from the club that shows Faith leaving the club alone. That’s the last time anyone knows her whereabouts until she…until she…” 
 
    Ninh started to sob. 
 
    I got up out of my chair and put my hand on his shoulder.  
 
    Then Maria started to sob too. I stood between them with one hand on each of their shoulders for a while. 
 
    “I don’t know that there’s anything else to say,” Ninh wheezed as he tried to compose himself. 
 
    “Has Christine been interviewed?” I asked. 
 
    Ninh nodded and sighed. 
 
    “Do you want to see Faith’s room?” Maria asked suddenly. 
 
    “Yes, very much,” I nodded. 
 
    Maria and Ninh led me up a flight of stairs to an attic type space with a sharp A shape. Tigger lined the walls. A single bed with a pink bedspread sat in the middle of the room. It was waiting for a girl that would never return. 
 
    Maria brought me samples of Faith’s school assignments and picture after picture. Maria insisted that Faith was a great artist. She did appear to have a real talent for drawing realistic frogs and people. Still they lacked a vitality. The eyes seemed lifeless in the people that she drew which made the figures eerie, even ominous. They looked like the real living dead. They made the gray, bleeding, brain eating zombies seem even more fake. 
 
    Faith got high grades in all of her classes. There were few red marks on any of her papers. 
 
    Maria told me that Faith loved math and people. So she wanted to be a math teacher. 
 
    Maria broke down at that point for a while. 
 
    So I studied the pictures of Faith. I was surprised to see how much Faith looked like me when I was that age. 
 
    Eventually, Faith’s sister, Hope, came home. I was glad that I waited. 
 
    Hope had gotten one strange text message from Faith. That message arrived just a half hour before Faith’s mysterious death. 
 
    This was the message: “RTEFGIBNALSD CQAPBP” 
 
    “What do you make of it?” I asked Hope. 
 
    “I think that either she butt texted me or she was already…under the influence,” Hope’s lip quivered. 
 
    Hope stood there. She was tall, thin, olive skinned. Her eyes were black and alert. Her head was as round as a basketball. She hardly resembled her sister. She hardly resembled the woman I had watched stagger onto that bridge over and over again. But the eyes were the same. And there was a tear clinging to her eyelashes. 
 
    It was emotional. 
 
    I said my goodbyes. I pleaded that they pass on any updates to me that they might receive. They promised that they would. We all hugged. 
 
    I waved and waved goodbye as I started my walk back to the bus stop with left over chorizo taco meat, tortillas, and a container of pho in a plastic bag. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 5 
 
    Club Canoodle! That was the place. 
 
    I had read everything that I could find on Faith’s mysterious death. Still the name of the club was news to me. 
 
    News articles had reported the story very carefully. There were dozens of references to a “downtown Minneapolis nightclub” and so forth. But I had failed to find an article that gave the name of the actual club. 
 
    I had a thread to pull on. 
 
    I went home. First, I went for a run. Then I fired up my laptop. 
 
    The first thing that I learned was that Club Canoodle had closed shortly after Faith’s semi-suicide. But that was just the beginning of the story. 
 
    Club Canoodle was a real liars den where everybody was stealing from everybody. 
 
    Club Canoodle first opened its doors in 2011. It was a venture by three partners who had known each other since high school. 
 
    The club was immediately successful. The owners of Club Canoodle expanded into restaurant and bar concepts launching a gastropub in the Longfellow neighborhood of South Minneapolis. They launched a similar gastropub just over the river in the Highland Park neighborhood of St. Paul. 
 
    By 2016, the money was still rolling in. One of the partners served as the accountant. He was recorded without his knowledge saying that he felt like he was the only smart person involved in the business and he deserved a “hell of a lot more” than one third of the take. 
 
    So that accountant partner decided to help himself to more than one third of the take. He effectively started stealing from his partners.  
 
    At first he stole a modest amount. He upped his take to perhaps only thirty-five to forty percent of the total. 
 
    His partners noticed the slight dip in what they were making, but the thieving accountant attributed it to the higher cost of the new menus at the gastropub. Incidentally, that supports the accountant’s contention that he was the only smart one in the partnership. The new menu at the gastropub had replaced some of the menu items with the highest product costs with more economical offerings. In other words, the cost of food at the gastropub was obviously going down and not up. The partners should have had more money rolling in, not less. 
 
    So the accountant got bolder. By the end of 2017, he had upped his take to somewhere around fifty percent of the total. 
 
    One of his partners finally suspected that something fishy was going on. He tried to talk the other partner into a formal audit of their accounting by someone outside of the company. 
 
    I imagine the conversation went something like this: 
 
    Partner 1: I don’t get it. When I go to visit our nightclub and gastropubs they are always busy. Everyone from the bartender to the lowest bus boy reports that we are doing a lot of sales. We are more popular now than when we started. Yet, somehow, we’re making less money. 
 
    Partner 2: Well the cost of everything has gone up too. We’re paying our managers more in salary… 
 
    Partner 1: But those things have gone up by like three to five percent. Plus, our prices have gone up. And I’m taking home about ten percent less. 
 
    Partner 2: Taxes have gone up… 
 
    Partner 1: Why don’t we just have an accounting firm do an audit? 
 
    Partner 2: I trust Partner 3. We’ve known each other forever. We’re best friends. 
 
    Partner 1: Yes, but I’m not saying that he’s the reason our take is smaller. Maybe he’s failing to catch our managers stealing from us or something. 
 
    Partner 2: I just really don’t think that we need an audit. We’ve still got plenty of money coming in. 
 
    After a conversation that went roughly like that, the partner who was against an audit told his accountant partner that the other partner had suspicions that something was wrong money wise. Of course the thieving accountant denied it. 
 
    At that point, he could have walked away from the theft. He could’ve started to disburse the money evenly again, or at least more evenly. 
 
    That’s not what he did. 
 
    Instead the thieving accountant approached the partner who finally suspected that something was amiss with the bookkeeping. The thief had a simple offer. It was a criminal conspiracy. 
 
    The accountant promised to divert forty percent of the proceeds to both himself and the inquisitive partner. That would leave just twenty percent for the remaining partner. But he was likely described as an idiot who would never know. 
 
    Almost immediately, the accountant changed the arrangement without notifying his conspiring partner. Rather than a forty-forty-twenty split, the accountant decided that he would actually do a forty-five-thirty five-twenty split. After all, he had built his lifestyle around fifty percent of the take. He had a considerable mortgage on a multimillion dollar home. He had put his kids into private school. And he had a mistress that he could only keep happy with expensive gifts and occasional trips to places like Paris. 
 
    That scheme backfired. The two partners may have been pretty dumb, but even the partner who had hemmed and hawed about doing an audit began to realize that something was wrong when his income was trimmed to only twenty percent of the take without his knowledge. 
 
    At that point, he approached the now conspiring partner. He shared what his take home pay had been to that partner. 
 
    It didn’t take a lot of math to realize that the accountant partner had lied to his conspiring partner. Forty percent is two times twenty percent. The conspiring partner immediately realized that he was not making double what the lone, poor, honest partner was making. 
 
    The accountant was still stealing from him. 
 
    So the conspiring partner, probably more out of anger than guilt, went to the police and told them everything that was going on.  
 
    He was recruited to wear a wire. That’s how he got the accountant partner on tape. And they had hours of tape. 
 
    Everybody got busted. The lone, poor, “honest” partner? He had a scheme too. 
 
    He had recruited a shadowy network of bartenders and wait staff to steal money from the till. There were several of them over the years who stole around one hundred dollars every night that they worked. They got to keep fifty dollars for themselves. 
 
    Club Canoodle closed down. Almost everyone who worked there was awaiting trial.  
 
    At that point, only the cooperating partner who had plead guilty had been sentenced. He was in the Hennepin County Adult Detention Center in downtown Minneapolis serving a three hundred sixty-four day sentence. 
 
    Club Canoodle went down in figurative flames. 
 
    But there was something else that was interesting about Club Canoodle. It went out of business one month after Faith stumbled to her mysterious death on the Third Avenue Bridge. 
 
    Their corruption made me wonder if someone at Club Canoodle wasn’t involved in her death somehow. Certainly the employees that had been there had the power to overserve Faith. I believe that bartenders are prohibited from serving grossly intoxicated people, but Club Canoodle certainly didn’t seem to be obeying the law before or after Faith’s death. Plus, who would suspect a server or a bartender of slipping a roofie into a drink? Yes, as women, we take great pains to keep our drink with us, to never take a sip out of someone else’s drink, and to never set our drink down and take our eyes off of it. But I certainly haven’t surveilled the bartender every time that I’ve ordered a drink. I’ve never looked askance at a server who brought me a drink who had every opportunity to do anything from spit in it to pour dish soap in there. Certainly someone at Club Canoodle could have slipped Faith a roofie. 
 
    Who could it be? Frankly, the partners didn’t seem bright enough to have gotten away with it this long. Even the smartest one, the accountant, hadn’t thought about how simple the math would be if the other two partners talked about their respective takes after he had entered into a conspiracy with one of them. 
 
    Plus, it had to be someone who was there. Faith’s death had occurred on a Saturday night. (I guess technically Sunday morning.) What were the odds that the owners were at Club Canoodle late on a weekend night? It seemed unlikely that any of them were involved in the mysterious deaths. But an employee might have been. 
 
    So I decided that I would write a letter. The police had made the cooperating partner interview just about every shady character in the business to make their case. If there was anybody besides the police who knew what devious things the employees at Club Canoodle had been up to, it was certainly that partner, Mark Mulhorn. 
 
    Plus, it was easy to write him. I knew where he was. He was in jail. And I didn’t think that I would need to be any more specific than that when I addressed the letter. I didn’t think that the cells have postal numbers. 
 
    I decided to do a couple of things when I wrote this letter. First, I decided that I would go to the post office downtown and get a post office box. I did not want this jailbird to know my address. 
 
    Second, I decided that I would enclose a somewhat risqué photo of myself in the letter. My first thought was a swimsuit, but I didn’t know if that violated the decency rules at the jail. It might be imperative that my photo pass any kind of inspection. 
 
    So I decided to wear my shortest skirt, my most dangerous heels, and my tightest blouse. And I just hoped he was straight. 
 
    If straight, I had no doubt that he would be attracted to me. Not because I’m so pretty, but because he was in jail. And from what I’d heard even the most feminine looking guy was looking good to him right now. 
 
    I even had an idea of a specific name to ask Mark about. 
 
    When I first looked at Faith’s final text message to her sister, “RTEFGIBNALSD CQAPBP”, I had no idea where to start. I discounted the idea of it being a butt text. Because I thought that a butt text would be something more like, “RRRRRRRRT”. But I still thought that it might have been random gibberish. Not because of a butt text, but because it was typed by someone grossly under the influence. 
 
    But what if it made sense? 
 
    That was the hypothesis that I started with. I started with the idea that in some way, Faith was trying to send an understandable message to her sister. If that was the case, then what could it be? 
 
    My first guess was that the two sisters had some kind of code that they had first developed as children and still used from time to time as adults. I imagined that I might have done something like that if I had been lucky enough to have a sister instead of a brother. But who knows, maybe having a sister is just as nasty and rough in its own way. 
 
    I concluded that it couldn’t be a code though, because Hope, Faith’s sister, didn’t recognize the message and had no idea what it said. 
 
    So if it wasn’t code, what could it be? I was stumped until I looked at the keyboard on my phone. I realized that many of the letters in the text were close together. They could’ve easily been hit on accident by a woozy and grossly intoxicated woman. 
 
    When I looked at the text in this light, it seemed that what Faith was trying to say was a name. It was either Reginald Cab or Reginald Capp. 
 
    Presumably this was the man who was involved in doping her up.  
 
    That was who I had to ask Mark about. Was there an employee or a regular patron at Club Canoodle named Reginald Cab or Reginald Capp? 
 
    I certainly could have asked that question to Mark in my letter. But I didn’t want to. I wanted to see him when he answered the question. I wanted to see him even if we were separated by glass, or, worse yet, on monitors. 
 
    I wanted to see him because I learned something the other day. I learned how to be a human lie detector. 
 
    Actually, I learned how to detect lies at a better rate than chance.  
 
    Most people think that they are pretty good at knowing when someone is lying. But put them in a laboratory and have them come face to face with randomly assigned truth tellers and liars and most people perform at chance.  
 
    That’s right. You could flip a coin, bet on black in roulette, or interpret a passage in the I Ching without even seeing the liar and have just as good a chance at detecting their lie as you would if you watched them lie right in front of you. 
 
    However, there is one group of people who do better than chance, better than the I Ching at catching lies. Who are they? Teachers? Police Officers? Politicians? (Because they have so much experience lying themselves.) 
 
    All wrong. 
 
    The group that does the best at detecting lies is the Secret Service. 
 
    How do they do it? Well the exact interpretation is not available as far as I know. (Frankly it’s not something that I’ve researched.) But I do know this much. They don’t listen for a change in tone, cadence, diction, or anything like that. They don’t look to see if the person is blinking. (Take that The Velvet Underground. Villains don’t always blink their eyes.) They don’t look for an ashy or pale complexion. They don’t look for a single, prosaic bead of sweat. They don’t look at any of these things or any of the other supposed ways that people use to tell if someone is lying. 
 
    They look for microexpressions.  
 
    What are microexpressions? They are just what they sound like. They are the tiny facial expressions that most of us make when we lie. They could be a slight grimace, just a flicker of a wrinkle at the edge of the lips. Or just a very slight movement of the skin next to the eyes. It would be something like a twitch but nowhere near as dramatic. 
 
    Which microexpressions do we make when we’re lying? I don’t know. I can only guess. I think that’s a recondite secret of the Secret Service. 
 
    So I just operate under the principle that any microexpression means that a person is lying. And it works. Here is my proof of concept. I took a social media quiz called Lying/Not Lying: Try for Yourself. 
 
    So I did. 
 
    I got seven right out of ten. I may not be a perfect human lie detector, but I’m better than chance. 
 
    Of course if you’re a nerd like me you know. Let’s assume that you were going to flip a fair coin. (That’s how anal mathematicians are. They even have to specify in every math book that I’ve ever seen on probability that it’s a fair coin. You know Cheatin’ Charlie is out there with his cleverly unbalanced fifty cent piece that almost always comes up heads.) When you flip a fair coin there is a fifty percent chance that it will land on heads and the same chance that it will land on tails. 
 
    But have you ever actually flipped a coin a large number of times? 
 
    Let’s say that you flip your fair coin one hundred times. What you would see is that you don’t get anything like perfectly alternating heads and tails. You get long runs. If you look at a group of ten, you might have seven heads in a row in that group. 
 
    Was my seven out of ten in lie detecting proof that I could detect lies better than chance? Or was I no better than chance even though I got seven out of ten because sometimes when we are engaged in a fifty-fifty task, we get seven out of ten just by dumb luck? 
 
    Was I really a somewhat better than chance lie detector? I chose to believe that I was. 
 
    That’s why it was so important to see Mark when I asked him questions. Plus, if I got to visit him in jail, then I could ask him all kinds of other stuff. 
 
    So I began to work on my letter. I debated over how much to reveal about myself. 
 
    Should I say that I was a journalist? A researcher?  
 
    I decided that might scare him off. My best move was probably to play a women who was interested in him. Especially with my risqué photo. 
 
    But I wasn’t interested in him. He might lie to me, but I felt that it was imperative that I did not lie to him. I was seeking his cooperation. 
 
    So I moved on to thinking that I should just disclose what I was researching and reporting on. But I really didn’t want to tell him that it was in conjunction with a mysterious death, a death that happened shortly after the victim left his now defunct bar 
 
    Then I just knew what I should do. I should be a woman of mystery. I should leave something to the imagination. 
 
    So I changed into my shortest skirt, my highest heels, and my tightest blouse. Then I married two technologies together. I took a selfie of myself in the mirror. That was the new tech. The old tech was that I took my selfie with an instant camera. You know, the kind that instantly spits out a low quality picture. 
 
    Remember instant cameras? Congratulations, you’re old. 
 
    I actually have an instant camera because of work. We’re not allowed to be on our phones…at all at work. (There’s nothing MNDOT fears more than the self-righteous taxpayer catching one of us looking at memes when we’re supposed to be at work.) So they don’t let us do something simple like take out our phones and take a high resolution photograph that we can instantly email to everyone concerned. No, why do that when we can snap a poor resolution instant camera photo? Welcome to government work. 
 
    Actually, I’m being a little unfair. Our instant cameras are supposed to function as “visual notepads” to remind us of aspects of the bridge that may need further inspection, etc. We have access to extremely high resolution digital cameras if we need them. The problem with them is that they only interface with the company laptops. So I have to stop inspecting the bridge and go down below to upload and look at my photos. The truth is that my instant camera is handy, and I rather like it. 
 
    The instant camera shot of me was low quality, but I felt that I looked good enough to give fresh hope to a man in jail. 
 
    So I composed the letter. This was what I wrote: 
 
    “Dear Mark, 
 
    I would like to visit you and ask you something about a person that you might know.” 
 
    That was all. I just loved the mystery of it. What jailbird wouldn’t love getting a letter out of the blue from a scantily clad, mystery woman who wanted to meet them? 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    Then I moved on to the next order of business. Because who knew how long it would take for Mark to receive and respond to my letter. 
 
    I had more threads to pull on. 
 
    The last known people to see Faith alive were David Sanborn and her friend Christine. (Why didn’t I get her last name? I’m a terrible journalist.) 
 
    I decided to look for them on social media. I looked. Just as I suspected, Faith’s social media had outlived her. It was a like a digital ghost talking to me from beyond the grave. 
 
    It was easy to find David Sanborn. Incidentally, David Sanborn was the last person that Faith had ever followed. 
 
    I sent a direct message to David. I was more direct with him than I was with my jailbird. I told him that I was a writer who wanted to speak with him about Faith. 
 
    It took more work to find Christine Plotz, but I found her. (And even learned her last name.) I sent her a very similar message. 
 
    David responded almost instantly. We made arrangements to meet at a campus tea place called Sencha that next afternoon. 
 
    I immediately began to prepare for that interview. I would not be a piss poor journalist again. 
 
    Who am I kidding? Of course I would.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 6 
 
    I felt so old. 
 
    I felt ancient when I saw David Sanborn in person. Is that really what someone who’s twenty-one looks like these days? He looked like a baby! He had baby fat! He had a dad bod that was the opposite of a dad bod. I would guess that he got in with a fake ID if I saw him in a club and assume that he was jailbait even if I went full on cougar. 
 
    He was handsome in his own way. His hair was a little mussed up. It was hard to tell if that was from the wind on that blustery November day, his way of styling it, or some of both. He looked like the guy in the boy band who was slightly overweight and definitely not the teeny boppers’ favorite but had a cult following among a certain group of teenagers who was now trying to rebrand himself and go solo as a genuine artist. 
 
    The mussed up hair was a dark, mahogany brown. His brown eyes seemed only partly present, like the perpetually daydreaming tortured artist that he was trying to change into. His face was oddly, compellingly misshapen, almost like a porterhouse steak. Rather than turning him into Quasimodo or something though, it just made his appearance catch and almost fascinate the eye even more. He had on a red one of the fashionably puffy jackets on that I’ve always thought make someone look like a colorful tire spokescartoon. Dark blue jeans and brown shoes rounded out his ensemble. 
 
    He was waiting at a table when I arrived. I had never been in Sencha before. It looked like most coffee and tea shops in that there were scattered tables of wood almost the same color as David’s mussed up hair. At the head of the room was a counter with delicious looking baked goods that I was tempted to order. I could see metal canisters of tea on some wire racking behind the counter. They had those kind of gummies or bubbles that were all the rage to add to teas. Myself, I have never been much of a tea person. Cold press coffee is what I need to start my day. 
 
    So I ordered a chai. Chai is the tea for people who wish they were drinking coffee. 
 
    I waited at the counter for my chai. Then I took my foamy faux coffee over to the table that David was sitting at with his intriguingly misshapen head in a textbook. 
 
    We exchanged greetings. We exchanged the usual pleasantries. Did you find this place alright? Yada, yada, yada. 
 
    I took a sip off of my chai as if that would somehow steel me or prepare me for what was only my second interview in my budding hobby of journalism. I was confident that I would not do as poorly as I did with Faith’s parents and her sister. I would make sure that I got everyone’s last name this time. 
 
    I decided to start with easy, unobtrusive questions. So I asked him if he was a student at the U. 
 
    He was. He studied English. So I made some comment about how I had just seen in the paper that the number of people majoring in English was in freefall over fears of not being able to find a job with a degree in English. 
 
    David had big plans. He was planning on becoming an English professor. He intended to get a doctorate in English. 
 
    So I asked him who his favorite writer was. 
 
    He told me that it was Charles Bukowski. I thought that sounded like a very odd favorite writer for a future English professor. I was expecting someone more like Shakespeare, Chaucer, or at least Vonnegut. 
 
    He was surprised that I knew who Charles Bukowski was. I felt like telling him that we were all twenty-one once. 
 
    At some point, I decided to dig in. I asked him if he knew Faith because they had both been students at the U of M. 
 
    He just looked at me like he thought that I was stupid. 
 
    “Have you ever been to the University of Minnesota?” he asked. 
 
    “Graduated from there, I am an alumnus,” I replied. 
 
    “So you know how many people go there,” David laughed. 
 
    “Of course,” I agreed. “But surely you know some of the people that go there. It’s not that ridiculous of a question.” 
 
    “I didn’t know her,” David sighed. “I mean from the U. She was a math major. I was in English. Our paths were unlikely to cross.” 
 
    “So the first time that you ever met her was in Club Canoodle,” I said. 
 
    David looked around like he heard a branch snap and thought that someone might be sneaking up on him from behind. 
 
    “Can we leave here?” he pleaded. “There are a lot of people here.” 
 
    I thought about telling him that no one was listening to anything other than the conversations that they themselves were engaged in or whatever was coming through those earbuds. Then I remembered the almost universal unrecognized narcissism of youth where you always think that you’re the center of attention. Besides, what was it to me if we talked here or somewhere else? I just wanted to know his side of the story. What was it to me if I had to waste half of a chai? 
 
    I agreed and we walked out of Sencha and onto a bustling Washington Avenue. A green line light rail train honked and honked at the intersection as college kids who didn’t give a damn crossed against the light and risked being run over. I made sure to wait until we were clear of people to ask. 
 
    I found my moment as we crossed University Avenue over by TCF Bank Stadium. I had been slightly following him. At that moment I pulled back up even to David. 
 
    I said, “So you and Faith met for the first time at Club Canoodle.” 
 
    “Yes,” David agreed. 
 
    “Did you approach her? How did you two end up talking?” I asked. 
 
    David looked behind him and seemed relieved that no one was around before he said, “I offered to buy her a drink.” 
 
    “What did she say?” I asked after it was clear that he wasn’t going to continue. 
 
    “She said that she didn’t want a drink. She said that she was already at her limit of two for the evening. She said that she could use some company though,” David bit his lower lip. 
 
    “Wait, she told you that she had a limit of two drinks when she went out for the evening?” I almost gasped. 
 
    “That’s what she said,” David sighed. 
 
    “Was she really honoring that?” I asked. “Was she sneaking drinks? Did she seem intoxicated?”  
 
    “She seemed bubbly and maybe a little buzzed when I first talked to her,” David decided. “But she turned down multiple requests that I made to buy her another drink. I didn’t see her take another drink. We talked for almost exactly two hours. And she never left my sight during that time.” 
 
    “Were you trying to pick her up?” I asked. 
 
    David sighed before saying, “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you get her number?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed. 
 
    “Did you two plan to date?” I asked. 
 
    “I was certainly hoping that would happen. I mean outside of her wanting to go home with me that night or something. Dating would’ve been the second best thing that could’ve happened,” David admitted. 
 
    “Had you been drinking a lot that night?” I asked. 
 
    “No, I had just gotten to the club. I’d had a beer. She didn’t want a drink and I didn’t want to look like a lush. So I didn’t get another drink either the whole time that I talked to her,” David replied. 
 
    “So what made you leave her side?” I asked. “Because at one point you two separated.” 
 
    “I smoke,” David hissed. 
 
    “Okay, so you had to go out for a cigarette?” I suggested. 
 
    “Yes,” David looked around. “And because I’m a smoker some girl was murdered.” 
 
    “Come again?” I said. 
 
    “I may be young, but, when sober, I know when I’m doing well with a girl. I have no doubt in my mind that she went looking for me while I was out smoking. I obviously invited her with, but she said no. But I think that she changed her mind after I left. Because she was a non-smoker, she didn’t realize that the smoking patio for Club Canoodle was out back. So she went out front. Then I think that she walked around the block trying to find me. Instead she found some sick fuck who doped her up with booze and roofied her.  
 
    A woman that I might’ve one day married is dead because I went out to smoke a cigarette. And I have to live with that for the rest of my life,” David teared up. 
 
    I patted him on the shoulder. I said, “You know my mom committed suicide.” 
 
    “Is that supposed to make me feel better?” he asked as a lone tear trailed down his left cheek. 
 
    “When she died,” I stated. “I thought that it was my fault because I had been bad. I was still a fairly small child then.” 
 
    “So?” David asked. 
 
    “So I had a lot of problems with therapy. Mainly it’s because the guy my dad took me to see was this Freudian with all these weird ideas…” 
 
    “Funny, I took intro to psych a year and half ago or so, and I found a kind of logic in Freud’s approach. At the very least, it seemed true,” David contended. 
 
    “Yes, and from the earth the sun seems to revolve around our planet, but if you like Freud great. 
 
    The important thing is that I can definitively say that if therapy accomplished nothing else, it freed from feeling that I was responsible for my mom’s death,” I said. 
 
    “But you weren’t responsible for her death,” David countered. “I was responsible for Faith’s death.” 
 
    “Did you give her a ton of alcohol?” I asked. 
 
    “No but,” David protested. 
 
    “Did you roofie her?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course not,” he replied. 
 
    “The person who did that is the person who’s responsible for her death,” I declared. 
 
    (It certainly didn’t seem appropriate to offer up my speculation that Faith’s death might have been semi-suicide.) 
 
    “Are you recording this?” David demanded, suddenly looking around wildly. 
 
    “Noooo,” I wondered. “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Because you’re a reporter or something,” David insisted. 
 
    Suddenly a tape recorder sounded like a good idea. I hadn’t even brought a notebook to take notes. So much for doing better as a journalist. 
 
    “Well, I don’t care!” he snapped. “Do what you damn well feel!” 
 
    It seemed awkward to keep walking with him at that point. So I excused myself by the nearest bus stop and waited for the 6.   
 
    I caught the bus, got off downtown, and made the short walk home. Once I got home I went for a run. 
 
    I only went for a short run. It was about five miles. I find that taking a short run at a very fast pace does as much for my endurance as a run twice that long at a moderate pace. 
 
    The other thing that it does is clear my head. 
 
    I took a shower when I returned from my run. Then I packed my laptop bag with a notebook and pens. I swapped out my work laptop for my personal laptop just in case I thought of something and had to take my chances on coffee shop wi-fi. 
 
    I took a brief stroll on my side of the river down to that now infamous (at least in my mind) Third Avenue Bridge. I crossed over to the side that the semi-suicide happened on. I walked the length of the curving bridge. 
 
    I never get used to the view of downtown Minneapolis from the Third Avenue Bridge. It is without question the best cityscape in Minneapolis.  
 
    The Hennepin Avenue Bridge is a much more beautiful bridge, but it’s just too in the thick of things to have a great view. It’s literally in the belly of the beast. The phallic towers stand like glass and steel redwoods on all sides. Yet you don’t feel like you are walking into them. You feel more like Moses has parted the seas for you and twenty thousand of your closest friends to walk down the street.  
 
    The Stone Arch Bridge has excellent views of the river, the locks, and the Guthrie Theater, but downtown seems distant. 
 
    The new 35 W Bridge is just too far away to offer a good view of downtown. 
 
    The Third Avenue Bridge, however, is just perfect. That’s because it is situated in exactly the right place to yield a spectacular view. The skyscrapers end at Third Avenue (for the most part). Plus the bridge initially curves away from the heart of downtown only to curve back toward it as you approach. And it seems like the entire downtown of space age dominoes stand out like a glass and steel wheat field planted by a race of giant robots. At least to me.  
 
    Every downtown looks sci-fi and surreal to me. And I know of no view, no other bridge in America, that captures the we are living in the society that the pioneers of that sci-fi warned us about in all of its terrible glory more then the Third Avenue Bridge. I blame it on the curve. Something about that curve in the bridge makes it feel like you have just passed from something like “Little House on the Prairie” to a new world full of cyborgs who can lift cars with their minds. 
 
    It’s everything that a view of a downtown should be. 
 
    Now I know that people from New York are going to say something like the view from the Brooklyn Bridge is so much better. (Who am I kidding? No one from New York is going to be caught reading a gauche book like this from some woman in flyover country.) But maybe one of them is an Airbnb host or something and someone from Minnesota will mention this. And the New Yorker will give them fifty lashes and demand that they go up on the Brooklyn Bridge to look around, admit that it’s better, and atone for their sin. 
 
    Here’s the thing about the view from the Brooklyn Bridge. Manhattan is a behemoth.  
 
    What I love about coming up to the Minneapolis downtown on the Third Avenue Bridge is that it seems like you’ve found this weird little cyberpunk enclave in the midst of the work a day world that the rest of us live in. 
 
    Manhattan is all sci-fi, all cyberpunk. There’s no visible contrast. There’s no curve and there’s no edge. 
 
    And those are the things that make the Third Avenue Bridge incredible, the curve and the edge. The steel dominoes have practically all fallen on the other side of Third Avenue. It is the brown of a harvested field. 
 
    I’ve traveled extensively, and I haven’t found a single bridge that offers such a perfect cityscape. And you can bet that when I travel I want to see the city’s bridges. 
 
    So I walked toward that picturesque, futuristic glass forest. But I stopped a block or two from entering it. 
 
    I stopped at my favorite coffee shop. It’s called Dunn Brothers. It’s in an old, two story brick building on the edge of downtown. 
 
    The coffee is strong. I require that when I work on my personal projects. Actually, I require strong coffee for everything. Getting out of bed in the morning. Everything. 
 
    I bought a large cold press. I don’t know exactly how they make cold press, but I suspect that it’s something like moonshining for coffee. What you’re left with after John Boy Cooter works his magic in the Kentucky backwoods is a coffee almost as thick as motor oil and so loaded with caffeine that it should be at least as hard to buy as pseudoephedrine. But it’s not. Thank God. 
 
    I took my cold press upstairs. I used to always sit on the soft cushy chairs until I read a news story about bedbugs in most of the hotels in this area. I realized after that article that those cushy chairs could be a vector.  
 
    Bedbugs are nocturnal, but I never wanted to rely on their biorhythms to keep my place bedbug free. So I started sitting in hard chairs. 
 
    Fortunately there was an open table for two. One chair for me and one for my laptop bag. 
 
    I took out my notebook. I took out a pen. I began to ponder. I tried to think of a story that united the disparate facts that I had gathered. Or I was thinking of a hypothesis that fit the facts if you have more of a scientific bent. 
 
    I started with what I felt I knew. I began to jot down the facts. 
 
    Faith was at a bar or club with a friend. That friend left with a guy shortly after arriving at Club Canoodle. Faith remained at the club. At that club she met a guy named David. She talked to David for roughly two hours. At that point, David went out back to smoke. Faith was seen exiting Club Canoodle alone while David was out back smoking. David stated that Faith didn’t appear intoxicated and that she had a two drink limit when she went out. That was a limit which she did not exceed even in spite of multiple efforts by David to buy her more drinks. 
 
    I sat back in my chair. I touched my pen to my lips. 
 
    I was hoping that my high intensity run and a caffeine buzz would clear my mind enough for a new idea to wend its way in, but it still seemed to me that David was right in a way. 
 
    The most obvious reason for Faith leaving without telling David is that she met another guy that she liked better. 
 
    That seemed impossible to me though. It had been reported that Faith had left the bar by herself. 
 
    It seemed more likely to me that she had actually changed her mind about joining David who had invited her out to the smoking area. (Oh, that’s right. David asked her to join him when he went out to smoke. Jot that down with the facts.) So David was probably right, and Faith didn’t know that Club Canoodle had a small smoker’s area out back. She just assumed that he’d be out front. She realized her mistake as soon as she walked out front and no one was smoking. So she walked around the building, possibly to try to find David. But instead she found a kind of murderer. 
 
    I felt like I had sold David some snake oil comparing my mother’s suicide to his predicament. I had been clearly wrong about my mother’s death. But he was maybe kind of right. 
 
    But then I did a little brainstorming exercise that I learned in college. The object of it is to come up with as many alternate explanations that fit the facts as you can, even if they’re absurd. 
 
    I slurped down half of my cold press for needed mental energy. 
 
     Why might Faith have left that had nothing to do with David? 
 
    The first one came quickly. Reginald Cab/Capp worked at the bar. He approached her when David left. She liked him better than David. She agreed to meet up with him after he was off work. So rather than break David’s heart, she just snuck out. 
 
    The second one came quickly too. Someone texted her. It may have been just a friend in trouble or maybe some guy she’s wanted to date for like forever. Maybe she felt that she didn’t have time to tell David. If it was just a friend, Faith may have been confident that she had created a good enough impression with David that he’d ask her out later anyway. 
 
    The third took a little more time. I thought that maybe one of Faith’s friends was meeting her at the bar and they couldn’t find the place. So she said that she’d stand out front or maybe go down to the corner and flag them down. 
 
    I thought of several more, but I was getting diminishing returns. 
 
    I believed that I had a good starting hypothesis. I had a good through line for a story. 
 
    And it was one that mostly exonerated David. Reginald Cab/Capp seized his opportunity when David was out of the way. (Don’t feel too bad, David. Either you or Faith would have had to go to the bathroom or something eventually. Eventually you would have had to separate for long enough for Reginald to make his move.) Reginald won the heart of Faith for at least the evening, with or without a roofie. (I really wished that I could see the security video of Faith leaving Club Canoodle myself.)  
 
    But how did she get all that alcohol into her system? 
 
    I bit my lower lip. I drank most of the rest of my cold press. 
 
    Faith had a two drink limit. 
 
    Can you drink after you’ve been roofied? The answer might be yes, but could you drink enough to have a possibly lethal blood alcohol content? You really have to drink a lot to have a BAC of .42 like Faith had when authorities recovered her body from the river. (Jot down her BAC as a fact too.) 
 
    So she probably wasn’t roofied when she left. That probably happened after she had something like at least a dozen drinks. 
 
    But she had a two drink limit! 
 
    Then I thought of something. There are two types of people who have rules about their drinking. The first type consists of the people who don’t want to get drunk. The second type is heavy drinkers and/or alcoholics who think that following some arbitrary drinking rule proves that they don’t have a problem. 
 
    I think that such rulemaking (and rule breaking) is nearly universal among people with a drinking problem. It certainly is in my family. My brother has broken so many rules that his rule now is something unbelievably Byzantine and absurdly specific like as long as he can turn down a shot of tequila perfectly balanced on the back of a literal scapegoat during Kwanzaa he’s not an alcoholic. 
 
    So maybe Faith had a drinking problem. Maybe trying to limit herself to two drinks was one of the first (and definitely one of the last) rules that she broke. 
 
    Even if the rule was designed to keep her from getting drunk, she was young. Rules are not for the young. Maybe she just went to a different bar to wait for Reginald. Maybe they had something like a daiquiri at that bar. Faith seemed to be a good, studious and probably somewhat sheltered girl based on her childhood home. Maybe she saw a daiquiri for the first time in her life and thought that it was just a slushy. It would be easy to drink and drink those and not realize how much alcohol was in them. 
 
    Then all that was missing was the roofie. 
 
    It was clear. To test my hypothesis, to find the rest of the story, I had to solve the mystery of this Reginald Cab/Capp. To do that I needed to talk to Mark the jailbird. 
 
    I sighed. I drank the rest of my cold press. I bussed my glass. I walked downstairs. I walked back over the bridge. (Not nearly as good of a view in this direction.) I walked home. 
 
    I checked to see if the mail had arrived yet. It had arrived.  
 
    My how it had arrived!  
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    I finally got something besides pieces of junk mail forwarded to my address from my post office box! I got a letter! 
 
    (Admittedly, I was perhaps taking a small risk by forwarding the mail from my post office box to my home address. But I couldn’t imagine that the post office would reveal the address that they were forwarding mail to. Plus, that way I didn’t have to make a trip to the post office a regular part of my day. And I figured that I’d probably get it just as soon if I forwarded my box to my home address.) 
 
    I studied the envelope, holding the letter as if it held some impenetrable clue that would come to me in a moment of insight if I examined it long enough. Mark wrote my name and the address of my post office box in black ink with a shaky hand. My name and the address of my post office box sloped downhill on each line and the letters took a right turn that became more pronounced as the line continued. I wondered if that meant something. Then I realized. Of course that meant nothing. 
 
    Or maybe it did, but how would I ever know that? It’s not like I’m some handwriting expert or something. 
 
    Then I decided that it probably wouldn’t be too hard to go to the downtown branch of the Hennepin County Public Library and become something of a handwriting expert.  
 
    I shook my head. Why would I waste my time with that? I was almost certain that Mark had nothing to do with Faith’s semi-suicide. He was just the most probable way that I could maybe, possibly figure out who this Reginald Cab or Capp was. 
 
    I stopped staring at the envelope and opened it. 
 
    The letter had been folded to excess, in thirds and at least once more. I pulled out the dense, compact piece of paper. I unfolded it…for a while.  
 
    The letter, like my address, was in black ink. The sloping of the lines was less pronounced, probably because Mark had written the letter on lined notebook paper. The tilt of letters to the right as the line rambled on was still just as evident though. 
 
    The letter read: 
 
    “I would be delighted to speak with you! I must say that I’m curious about what exactly you are curious about. You certainly are a woman of mystery. That’s okay. I like that. 
 
    Visiting hours are from noon until six on Sunday. Family may visit for up to an hour. Everybody else is limited to one half hour per Sunday. My mom will be visiting this Sunday from noon to one. My kids will be visiting from five until six. Between one and five I am wide open. 
 
    Our visit will have to be over a telephone with a pane of glass between us, but I’m hoping to get cleared for face to face visits soon. Then I would be handcuffed to a table but other than that we could talk more or less face to face. 
 
    If you want to visit, you need to call Hennepin County Adult Detention Center and set up a time.  
 
    Your pretty.” 
 
    I did like the way that he included that I was pretty at the very end, like a loquacious schoolboy with a crush who talks to the object of his affection for fifteen minutes about something pedestrian only to timidly blurt what he wanted to say all along, what he’s wanted to say since the schoolyear started and he noticed those adorable curls. I didn’t like the fact that I was obviously not pretty enough to proofread for. 
 
    I was reminded of a friend of mine back in high school. She had a boy send her a love letter. (Technically it was more of a love note.) That love letter/note was filled with grammar and spelling errors. So she took out a red pen and corrected and graded the love letter/note. 
 
    You may not be surprised to learn that she was still single when I went to my ten year class reunion. 
 
    I immediately looked up the number to the Hennepin County Adult Detention Center. Calling jail is really no different than calling any government thing in the county, state, or nation. There are automated menus without the selection that you want. So you have to guess at a selection because they don’t give you the “or stay on the line and we will answer your call in the order that it was received” option that they give you on almost any call line from almost any large company in the private sector. So I guessed a selection. Of course I guessed wrong. So I exited to a different menu. I guessed wrong again. I exited to yet another menu. Finally I got to wait for a person. It was the wrong person, but they transferred me to the right department. I still had to face yet another automated menu, but this time they had the option that I wanted. “Set up a visit with someone incarcerated at Hennepin County Adult Detention Center”. I selected that option and waited along with low quality audio of jazzy renditions of the music from classic ‘80s songs. 
 
    I finally got through and set up my meeting for three o’ clock in the afternoon on that next Sunday. 
 
    I leaned back in the stylish office chair at my desk. My desk is also my kitchen table. My stylish office chair also doubles as an expensive kitchen chair. I looked across my blended dining area and small kitchen with its stainless steel refrigerator, dishwasher, and stove. (All of those thanks to whoever lived here before both me and the person who lived here before me.) I looked at the kitchen tile, black and streaked with white and orange occasionally, like a black panther had an offspring with a Siberian tiger. I looked at the smart, digital clock on the wall that automatically updated itself every daylight saving time. I leaned back even further. This was a moment to savor. 
 
    I had achieved my goal. I had been right. My feminine intuition was uncanny. I did indeed have a modicum of attractiveness. 
 
    There was no time to celebrate though. Sunday was only three days away and I had some heavy (for the offseason) work days ahead. I had a bridge plan in my area that I was going to have to analyze. 
 
    That meant that I was going to be doing calculation upon calculation to quadruple check and make sure that the engineers who created this bridge plan (and checked their calculations like ten times) were right.  
 
    This part of my job is fairly new. Engineers are famous for being detail oriented. So why have multiple people check multiple times now? 
 
    The collapse of the old 35W bridge changed everything. And it should’ve changed everything. Because I’m sure that the engineers on that project went over everything ten times. And they made the same mistake on the gusset plates ten times. And it was a horrendous tragedy. 
 
    I remember that when I’m checking bridge plans. Thank God the old 35W bridge collapse didn’t happen on my watch, because Minneapolis is my responsibility now. It wasn’t back then. Fortunately. 
 
    Checking bridge plans takes a long time. You have no idea how much math there is in building a bridge. How thick do the cables have to be to hold the bridge deck? How thick do the support beams have to be to effectively distribute the weight of the deck? 
 
    And you’re looking for miscalculations that may be only slightly off. Because if the cables on a suspension bridge are even a fraction of a millimeter too thin, they could snap and cause a catastrophic failure. Checking these bridge plans requires mind numbing math that needs to be absolutely perfect. 
 
    I would get the plans at the close of business. They wanted them done by Monday which would probably require working a full Saturday. 
 
    I only had one day to figure out how to approach Mark. 
 
    I thought and thought. Then it became too obvious. 
 
    The Hennepin County Adult Detention Center is as unpleasant and in need of a good interior designer as you think it is. The walls are white block. The doors are plain and obviously heavy. There are uniformed guards everywhere. It smells like a high school locker room.  
 
    I had been instructed not to bring things like a purse or a cellphone in with me when I made my appointment to visit Mark. I obeyed. 
 
    A female guard still patted me down. And I had to go through a metal detector. And I had to have a dog sniff my butt! 
 
    Yeah, like I’m going to stash drugs up my keester.  
 
    But talk about a dream job for a dog! 
 
    I walked down another hall surrounded by white, concrete block, under buzzing fluorescent lights, and over this kind of ‘50s jade colored tile. 
 
    Mark was waiting at the little corral for me. I took my seat. He held up his hand and touched the pane of glass between us. 
 
    Mark looked gaunt and a little haunted. His face seemed to be slowly swallowing the meat off of itself. Now it was almost all bone and gristle. His eyebrows were particularly bushy, like something you usually only see on a Muppet. His shaved black hair was running away from his forehead. He looked like a guy who should be greasy but was as dry as a sun bleached corn husk. He wore an orange jumpsuit. 
 
    He motioned to the phone and grabbed it. I picked up my phone. 
 
    “So what is your name?” he asked. “And how did you find out about me?” 
 
    “I have a question for you first,” I said. “And if you answer it honestly and allow me follow up questions until I’m satisfied, then we can spend the rest of the time, that I think will be at least twenty minutes, talking about anything that you want. Provided of course that you keep it PG, or at least PG-13. Is that a deal?”  
 
    “So mysterious,” Mark observed. “You drive a hard bargain, but I agree.” 
 
    “Great,” I nodded. “So do you know a Reginald Cab or Capp? Did he ever work for you at Club Canoodle? Was he a regular at Club Canoodle? Do you know anything about him?” 
 
    Mark sighed and touched his wasting chin. “I don’t know any Reginald Cab or Capp, but we had a Reggie who worked for us. He was Reggie White, like the former pro football player.” 
 
    I could feel my eyes open wide. Of course a person might not give their real name to someone that they planned to ply with alcohol, roofie, and presumably have their way with before they escaped only to meet a different terrible fate. Reggie White could absolutely have called himself Reggie Cab or Capp. 
 
    “So Reggie White worked at Club Canoodle?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Mark nodded. 
 
    “And he was working the evening shift at Club Canoodle the night that Faith Nguyen fell off of the Third Avenue Bridge?” I asked. 
 
    “Are you with the police?” he asked me. 
 
    “Remember our deal,” I insisted. “Would the police let you ramble to them about whatever for twenty minutes?” 
 
    “No,” he shook his head. 
 
    “Then answer the question,” I stated. 
 
    “He was. He was first off. He was off around ten,” Mark declared. 
 
    “You seem awful sure about that,” I observed. 
 
    “I’ve been over and over it with the police,” he stated. 
 
    “Did your staff wear name tags?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, and it just showed the first name unless two people had the same first name in which case we added the first initial of their last name. And, yes, we only had one Reggie,” Mark almost seemed to be reading a prepared statement. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Reggie is a good guy,” Mark insisted. 
 
    “Are you a good guy?” I asked. 
 
    “I am. I just made a mis-ooooh,” Mark trailed off. 
 
    “Why are you asking about all of this if you’re not a cop?” he asked me. 
 
    “We’re into your twenty minutes. Is this really what you want to talk about?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” he decided. 
 
    It took him twenty minutes to work up the courage to ask me out. I told him no. 
 
    “This was all a set up so that you could ask your questions wasn’t it?” he sighed. 
 
    “Mark,” I said. “At least you got a photo out of it.” 
 
    “That’s true,” he smiled a little. “And even little things like that mean a lot in here.” 
 
    I hung up my phone. Mark waved at me through the glass. I gave a feeble wave back. I walked out of a green door out into the hallway with the white block walls, the jade colored tile, and the buzzing fluorescent lights. I walked out through the security checkpoint. I had somehow failed to notice just how much the little security checkpoint looked like a smaller version of the ones that any traveler would be familiar with at the airport.  
 
    I walked past all of this and I walked out of the Hennepin County Adult Detention Center. 
 
    And I walked into a party. 
 
    It was in one of those old, Victorian style houses by the University of Minnesota. The exterior was made of a stucco that was turning almost pirate treasure map brown from neglect. I believe that a few wiry branches clung to one side of the house in the shape of four, long, bony witch fingers. 
 
    The first thing that you saw when you stepped inside was a small living room. A worn couch, loveseat, and soft chair surrounded a long table with a glass insert flanked by a couple of similar, smaller tables. At the head of the room was a large, tube television, a VCR, and a component stereo system. 
 
    There were people sitting on the furniture. They looked like they had sunk nearly to the floor. It was going to take the Jaws of Life to get them out of those fabric pits. It’s a good thing that they were college students and probably had at least some core strength. 
 
    Behind all of the furniture were stairs that led upstairs. Those stairs were somewhat blocked off by an old, dark, heavy, tall armoire. 
 
    The keg was in the kitchen. I had paid the price of admission like presumably almost everyone else. It was five dollars. It was all you could drink. The beer was cheap and tasted like day old bread muddled with just a hint of bitters. 
 
    It was awful. 
 
    Still, the kitchen was a popular place. It was the place for serious drinkers. So naturally there was a circle of men gathered in the kitchen, stalking the keg as if it might try to run away. The kegs never ran away of course, but something just as bad (to the serious drinker) could happen. You never knew how many kegs this house party bought. It might be as many as ten, but it could be as few as three. This party could’ve literally run out of beer at any time. You knew that if you were a serious drinker. You’d maybe even been burned once before.  
 
    Not to mention, the cops could always come at any time. And five dollars was a lot of money to a college student back then. 
 
    So imagine a kitchen with beautiful hardwood floors darkened by an occasional heel mark or unidentifiable mess or mishap. An old white stove, white cupboards, and a rounded white refrigerator the likes of which I had only seen in my best friend from my elementary school’s grandparents’ cabin formed a perimeter, an imperfect ring, like a rectangular snake, behind the keg in the center of what was clearly supposed to be the dining area. 
 
    There was no kitchen table. There were no kitchen chairs. And I wasn’t one hundred percent certain that they had just been moved. I wouldn’t have been surprised if that was the way that kitchen pretty much always looked. 
 
    The kitchen also led to the door downstairs. That was where almost everyone had gravitated. 
 
    The stairs down were just bare, untreated wooden planks. That being said, they were in surprisingly good repair. 
 
    The basement will be familiar to anyone who has ever been to a house party in Minneapolis. The floor itself was uneven. It rolled and dipped in smooth concrete hills and valleys. At one end of it was a heater that looked like Dr. Octopus. It looked like there was a fifty-fifty chance that if it became sentient it would either strangle eight people or perform a myriad of household chores simultaneously. The music was loud. It was the usual at that time: Beck, Nine Inch Nails. It bounced off of the crumbling concrete block walls.  
 
    Of course it was wall to wall people. My friends and I had to shimmy, duck, dodge, and shake our way through bodies almost pressed one against the other. It was like a can of sardines where the other sardines were drunk and unpredictable. 
 
    We eventually found a little niche over by the Dr. Octopus heater. We began to talk. 
 
    Things progressed the way that they do when you’re in college and you’re at a party. You and your friends separate and you all go off and have your own private, little adventures. 
 
    I went upstairs to get another beer, and a guy invited me to play a drinking game with him. 
 
    It’s not like I was attracted to this guy or anything, but the game that he suggested sounded fun. It was a drinking game based on the board game Scrabble. 
 
    The rules were that it was just like Scrabble with two exceptions. The first exception was that the only words you could spell out were words related to partying like the names of mixed drinks, alcohol manufacturers, other party drugs, etc. The second exception was that whenever someone made a word off of one of your words you had to take one drink, unless they landed on double or triple word score, in which case, you guessed it, you had to take two drinks for a double and three for a triple. 
 
    I loved Scrabble back then, and I was really good at it. So my plan was to make him and the other two boys that I was playing with drink. 
 
    But now I wonder if they didn’t have some darker motive. I wonder if they weren’t all a craven team, like a pack of wolves. 
 
    I got so into the game that I kind of forgot the whole rule of always keep your hand on your drink. 
 
    I had set my drink down on a table to my right. Fortunately, I turned to look at it at just the right moment. Or was it the wrong moment? 
 
    A man had dropped something into my drink! 
 
    In a kind of fugue state, hyperaware of everything, I watched him walk away.  
 
    He was enormous. He had to be at least six foot two. He had muscles on top of his muscles. He had muscles to the point where it was sickening and tough to look at. He had the look of a bodybuilder. It looked like he had American footballs for biceps. His shoulders looked like someone had snuck two bowling balls under his shirt. 
 
    I never could have fended off a guy like that. 
 
    My heart raced. My breathing became shallow. I felt dizzy. I felt like I was going to pass out. 
 
    Then I pulled it together because I knew that was exactly what he wanted. 
 
    He sneaked off…poorly. I could see him in the kitchen by the keg. He was trying to act casual, but he could still see me in the living room. He could still see what I was doing. 
 
    I panicked. What should I do? I thought about just walking out the door, but what if he followed me? As long as I didn’t pass out, I was probably safe here at this party, with all these people around. No, I couldn’t leave alone. But if I got all my friends, then I could leave. 
 
    So I just got up in the middle of our Scrabble based drinking game without saying anything. I hated that I had to walk by the muscle bound rapist to find my friends but I did. As I did, I could hear the people I was playing a kind of Scrabble with protest. 
 
    I found all of my friends, but all of them were having a good time and wanted to stay. Somehow, I couldn’t tell them that a guy was trying to rape me. 
 
    Plus, all of them were with guys and wanted me to go the hell away. 
 
    As I was talking to my friends, I noticed that this muscle bound rapist had joined me downstairs. He was just close enough to see if I began to falter. He was just close enough to offer that hand of support. He was just close enough to be the first to carry me off to his pit like a caveman dragging a woman by her hair. 
 
    Fortunately, I found some people that I kind of knew. They had been in my French class the first semester that I had been in school. We had done a group project together in that class. The three of them were all friends. They had agreed to accept me into their group back then and they did the same thing again. 
 
    They were two women with pale skin, dark hair, and dark eyes who looked remarkably similar to each other except that one was like five inches taller than the other one, and the shorter one almost always wore a knit, purple beret. The other one was a man which pleased me even more. Not that Gunther would’ve lasted long against my muscle bound rapists. Gunther was a tall thin guy from Berlin who always dressed in a really natty way. He was the only guy wearing business casual to French class. Frankly, he was just about the only guy in French class.  
 
    The other thing about Gunther is that he actually helped me complete another assignment in another class. In my intro to sociology class I had to interview someone from a different culture. So I interviewed Gunther. It was interesting. Mainly because I found out that I was a more European style thinker than I knew. Provided that Gunther’s comments about Europeans were accurate. 
 
    So we got in our group and we decided to see if we could speak in only French to each other. We did okay. Obviously my mind was elsewhere. 
 
    I tried to suggest that we should go grab a bite to eat, like now. They were all having fun and wanted to stay. 
 
    This whole time I could see the muscle bound rapist. He was pacing. He was muttering to himself.  
 
    I saw him huff and violently move his arms! My heart was beating so fast that I thought that I was going to take flight, like a hummingbird. I began to seriously wonder if I was going to have a heart attack and die. I was sure this was it. The roofie hadn’t worked so now it was time to resort to plain, old fashioned brute force. 
 
    He began to violently push people away from him. I was paralyzed. 
 
    But he made his way away from me…upstairs. 
 
    The next thing that everyone at the party knew, the music was shut off, and we could hear screaming and banging noises upstairs. Everyone tried to run upstairs except me and my group. I tried to stay strong and speak French. 
 
    The upstairs was much smaller than the basement so only a fraction of the people downstairs actually made it upstairs to witness the drama. There was a line on the stairs that led down to a puddle of drunkards who weren’t even (lucky?) enough to get a spot on the stairs. 
 
    One of my friends that I came to the party with had witnessed the drama. For some reason she came and found me right away. She told me what had happened. 
 
    She told me that this muscle bound freak had just run upstairs and run amok! He smashed the armoire that blocked the stairs in splinters. He broke the glass inserts in the coffee tables and then broke the wooden frames. He smashed the loveseat and the chair. He was working on smashing the couch when one of the guys who rented the house had tried to tackle him. The tackle failed, and the guy had just ended up on the hulking man’s back like something between a piggy back ride and a bull ride. Three other guys from the house had to come help the other guy out. Finally, they ended up getting the behemoth down. With one guy on each leg and one guy on each arm, they literally threw out my berserk attempted rapist and locked the door behind him. He got up and tried to open the door. He swore and pounded on the door when he realized that it was locked. That didn’t last long though. According to my friend, the muscle bound predator had left. 
 
    I wasn’t so sure of that. I was still afraid that he was lurking in the bushes, around the corner, or behind a tree waiting for me. 
 
    I looked around wildly every few minutes as my friends and I made the short walk back to the dorm. None of them noticed.  
 
    I never saw that man again. I later found out that he wasn’t even a student at the University of Minnesota. He knew someone who knew someone who was friends with one of the guys at that house in high school. I was also told that the reason that he had muscles on top of muscles was because he had started using steroids. They blamed his bizarre behavior on ‘roid rage. 
 
    That was little comfort to me though. I stopped going to parties for a while. I became suspicious of everyone and everything. I startled easily and was on edge. 
 
    I went to campus counseling…eventually. That helped. But in a fundamental way I was never the same after that. I couldn’t ever just completely relax and party. 
 
    And now I had just come to at the edge of the Third Avenue Bridge with no memory of having walked there and no recollection of where I had come from…until I thought. 
 
    I was at the Hennepin County Adult Detention Center. What just happened? Did I see that man who meant to rape me out of the corner of my eye talking to a visitor just a couple of stalls down? Do I need to see someone again? Was I crazy? 
 
    The answer all of those questions might have been yes. 
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    I shook myself off like a Springer Spaniel. I shivered. 
 
    Then I decided that I might as well cross the Third Avenue Bridge since I was there. So I began to make the relatively dull crossing to the flattened buildings on the northeast edge of downtown and beyond. 
 
    I studied the bridge as I walked. I wanted to keep my mind engaged. I was a little worried about where it might drift to. 
 
    So I looked at the bridge with an inspector’s eye. 
 
    I immediately noticed something potentially problematic. The Saturday night before that Sunday was supposed to have been the first snowfall in the Twin Cities. 
 
    Twin Cities’ meteorologists try to translate snow into things that are more practical than inches. So plowable is officially a word in the Twin Cities lexicon. 
 
    That last Saturday night was forecast to be plowable.  
 
    That was saying something. The pavement, especially in Minneapolis, still had to be at least in the forties. So a lot of snow would melt.  
 
    That meant that if the weather had looked the same in January we would’ve probably been looking at something like at least eight inches of snow.  
 
    As it was, we had been expecting two to three inches of slushy accumulation. 
 
    MNDOT goes into overdrive with that kind of forecast. Roads are typically pretreated with a solution that contains salt and several other ingredients. That salt does a great job of eating through snow and ice. The problem is that salt does a great job of eating through just about everything. 
 
    That salt is not that big of a deal if there is snow and ice on the roads. Even the winter roads that you probably think of as completely clear of snow usually have at least a thin filmy coating that’s a mixture of the road treatment and snow and ice.  
 
    And you want to have that little bit of film on the roads. If you think that there are a lot of potholes now… 
 
    So MNDOT had pretreated the major roads and bridges. Then we only got a dusting.  
 
    The last thing that I had done before I went to bed that Saturday night was look outside at an onyx sky spitting out fat, white, little snowflakes that fluttered around the city lights like a small number of moths. 
 
    So that Sunday we had salt on the roads and no snow. Even worse, we had salt on the bridge decks and no snow. 
 
    So I looked at each little divot and fissure in the bridge deck as I walked along. I had walked almost all the way across the bridge, but I eventually found it. I saw a rut that had eaten clean through the bridge deck, right by the last joint over water, not far from the shore. 
 
    It was close enough to me that I could reach over a concrete barrier with a guardrail and touch it. When I touched it, I felt the surface crumble beneath the weight of even my lone pointer finger.  
 
    I knew. 
 
    Sure enough, my phone had several frantic messages on it when I returned home. My boss was freaking out. I’m supposed to reply to emergency calls within an hour. Unfortunately, she had first called just after I had left for jail. 
 
    It had taken me twenty minutes to walk to the Hennepin County Adult Detention Center. Of course I hadn’t brought my cell phone because they told me not to. My visit with Mark had taken the allotted half an hour.  
 
    And apparently as I walked, unaware in my fugue state, I walked slowly. Because there was a missing half hour that I can’t account for. 
 
    Plus it took me another ten minutes to get home. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to my boss. Then I realized that I could just tell her the truth…approximately. I could tell her that I thought that the condition of the Third Avenue Bridge might be so dangerous, and I was so close, that I decided that I would go out immediately and give it a quick inspection. 
 
    I told her that. I don’t think that she believed me until she heard me describe the exact place at which the bridge deck had eroded away. 
 
    I assured her that I’d be there for an immediate full inspection first thing in the morning. She agreed to handle the logistics of getting me a cherry picker for the inspection. I thanked her and hung up. 
 
    It dawned on me that I was actually doing it! For the first time since the semi-suicide, I was inspecting the very bridge that said semi-suicide happened on. 
 
    Sure, I’d probably just be inspecting that small portion of the bridge. And sure it would not be the portion that poor Faith fell off of. But it was that bridge! 
 
    Was it wrong to be happy about that? 
 
    That next morning was bone chilling for November. The snow had failed to materialize, but the weather people were right about the cold. It was in the teens at eight in the morning when I promptly showed up to do an emergency inspection of the Third Avenue Bridge. 
 
    My happiness from the night before had vanished. I was cold, cranky, and even a cold press with enough caffeine to dissolve a nail left in it overnight hadn’t helped that. I just wanted that damn inspection to be over with. 
 
    Especially because you never find anything in these inspections. I’ve done eight emergency inspections in my time as a bridge inspector. I’ve never found anything that needed more than a shovel and some road patch. 
 
    But what made me angrier than anything else was that my damned cherry picker wasn’t there. Doesn’t MNDOT fucking understand when MNDOT starts work, I wondered. This was critical. I didn’t have a lot of daylight to burn if something actually needed to be done.  
 
    I took a deep breath so that I didn’t call my boss a lying psychopath. Then I called her. 
 
    She told me that MNDOT forgot to tell her that MNDOT had decided to outsource the hauling of offseason cherry pickers to an outside vendor until this morning. And she had been about to call me. That was because this new vendor didn’t start until eight in the morning. Then they would still have to load up the cherry picker, drive to the shore by the Third Avenue Bridge, and take it off. Best case scenario, they’d be there at nine. 
 
    I was fuming as I stalked across the Third Avenue Bridge, barely noticing how otherworldly the towers of the city looked in the remnants of a clouded, pastel daybreak. I walked at a gallop to Dunn Brothers. 
 
    I had skipped breakfast so I ate this sandwich. It was egg and sausage inside of Belgium waffle “bread” that was studded with maple sugar. I’m sure it’s terrible for you. But it was really good. 
 
    I had another coffee and achieved a level of caffeination that made me think that the world was really a pretty decent place. I was quite revved up. Like to the point where I wondered if I would be safe to drive if I had a car. 
 
    That’s right. I work in transportation and I don’t have a car. My office is Minneapolis. Bus, light rail, or sensible shoes can go anywhere. 
 
    I walked in those sensible shoes back over the Third Avenue Bridge. I really doubted that this new pain in the ass company would be there by nine. People need to realize that the private sector doesn’t do everything better. Ask anyone in a government job what they think of the outside vendors they have to deal with. Be prepared for a lot of profanity. 
 
    I was shocked. They arrived only five minutes after nine. It wasn’t good enough for government work, but it was good enough for government contractor work. We hadn’t wasted a lot of daylight. 
 
    They got the cherry picker off fairly quickly. I stepped into my bucket. I guided myself up to the part of the bridge that I needed to inspect. 
 
    I looked at the steel structure under the deck. I shined an intense light all over it. I looked at every rivet. I looked at every inch of every beam. I examined that section of the bridge and the one next to it in the most granular detail. 
 
    And I found zero flaws. 
 
    As long as the pothole was filled promptly everything would be okay. 
 
    I began to pack up. I turned toward the far end of the bridge as I looked around for the intense little light that I had just set down on that side. 
 
    As I turned, I noticed something moving in the wind on the edge of the bridge. It was something small, but I could see it clear as day.  
 
    It looked like a rope or a cable or something. Someone had probably tried to hang a sign on the edge of the bridge. Or maybe they even had hung a sign on the edge of the bridge and that sign had blown away in the stiff November gales. 
 
    I was furious. 
 
    I had more work to do. I had to get a maintenance guy to clear that debris. Then I had to inspect that section.  
 
    I checked my watch. I was okay on time. It wasn’t even noon. But it was close.  
 
    But now I had to call my boss to have her call the outside vendor to move my cherry picker about two hundred feet across the river. God only knew how long it would take them to respond. I also had to have my boss notify maintenance. And God only knew how long that would take. 
 
    I pulled out my work phone. I made the call. 
 
    At least I was getting paid to spend a lot of time at my favorite coffee shop.  
 
    Then the sun came out from behind the clouds. The sky was that brilliant color of azure that it only is when it’s clear and cold. I was smiling, and I didn’t know why as I walked back to the bridge. 
 
    I found out why. 
 
    My cherry picker hadn’t made it there yet, but this delightful, rotund, little maintenance dude was waiting there. You want to talk about charming! He was so charming! You want to talk about funny! He was hilarious. He was like a little, rotund standup comedian. 
 
    In fact, it turned out that he moonlighted as a standup comedian. 
 
    He was short. He was pale. He was balding with a ring of brown hair and a weird little patch almost in the middle of his glistening melon. He had the face of a happy bulldog. He was either Latino or more likely a white guy who was still tan from all the outdoor work that he had done over the summer. 
 
    “Girl, you simply have to go to this club called Minneapolis Millennium: 2856 downtown with me tonight!” he blurted. 
 
    I decided that I would go anywhere with him. He was fabulous. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll find some guys and be naughty,” he touched his pinky to his lips. 
 
    Eventually the cherry picker made it to the other side of the river. Thad (my round, little new best friend) went up first. He cut off a piece of rope. Then he guided the bucket back down toward earth. 
 
    “What do you make of this?” he asked me as he flung what looked like a person sized spaghetti noodle in front of me. 
 
    I studied it. It took me a minute to make any sense out of it. 
 
    It was a length of rope that had been painted black. It had a loop on the end of it that looked kind of like a noose made by someone who didn’t know how to tie a hangman’s knot. I studied it and shook my head. 
 
    “If I sent a letter to the editor of the Star Tribune criticizing skinheads, I’d make damn sure to proofread it,” Thad hissed. 
 
    I laughed a nervous laugh. 
 
    “So it looks like that to you too,” Thad observed. 
 
    “What else could it be?” I asked. 
 
    “Right, it’s clearly a threat by some skinhead asshole, an homage to the good ol’ days of lynching, when people like you and I could hang for no reason and no one gave a shit,” Thad sighed. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “But why paint it black?” Thad wondered. “It’s redundant. It’s not like anybody has to specify that they’re talking about black people who got lynched.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And for God’s sake at least learn to tie a proper noose if you’re such a master race, I mean come on!” Thad protested. 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “Do you think that I could include that last one in my standup routine or is it too dark?” Thad wondered. 
 
    “Probably too dark,” I laughed. “But you’re killing it here.” 
 
    “What do you make of this?” Thad repeated. 
 
    I shook my head and said, “Probably hung there as a message to folks like us. And that message is that they wish they could kill us,” I decided. “I agree that it’s weird that it’s painted black. And I don’t understand the slipshod knot. There’s got to be an online tutorial on how to tie a hangman’s knot out there. There’s no excuse for that kind of laziness. It’s one thing to be a skinhead thug. It’s another thing to be bad at being a skinhead thug. Where do you work if you can’t even handle the job of skinhead thug?” 
 
    “The White House,” Thad stated. 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to report this as a hate crime,” Thad declared. “Who knows how long it will take for the cops to get here for something as small as this? This might eat up the rest of my day, but what can I do? Can I let someone get away with being a racist homophobe just because they’re bad at being a racist homophobe? Of course I can’t. MNDOT is going to hate me for reporting this, and they’re going to require that I report this. You know what I mean.” 
 
    “I do,” I nodded with a chuckle. 
 
    So Thad called the police. As I got in the cherry picker, Thad waved to me. 
 
    “Where do you live? I’ll swing by and pick you up to take you to the club tonight. It’ll be pretty early, like sixish,” Thad said. 
 
    I told him my address. He didn’t write it down or anything, and he cut me off before I tried to explain that it was a big tower full of condos that stood out like a sore thumb near Northeast Minneapolis. 
 
    “Fancy!” he blurted. “They pay bridge inspectors better than maintenance men! I’ve got an ex that used to live in that building. I know it exactly. I’ll be by around six. And I am punctual.” 
 
    I smiled. I guided my cherry picker toward the bridge.  
 
    It was tough to leave Thad behind for mind numbing, and in this weather, hand numbing inspection work. 
 
    Of course there was no damage to the bridge. How would a length of rope damage a metal substructure, even if it was painted black and fashioned into something vaguely like a noose? 
 
    It was about three in the afternoon when I came down from the cherry picker. Even though it had been a couple of hours, I still thought that it would be fifty-fifty whether or not Thad was still down on the shore waiting for the Minneapolis Police Department. But the cops must have come. Thad was gone. 
 
    I packed up all my stuff and started to walk toward home. I still had probably a fifteen minute job of writing three different reports once I got home. The first one was for the possibility of damage in the area of the bridge where the deck had eroded. The second one was about finding that black length of rope with a near noose attached to the opposite edge of the bridge. The third and final report would be about the inspection of the area of the bridge to which said rope was attached.  
 
    Two of the inspection reports found nothing. So they would each take about two and a half minutes. The one about the rope would be a little more involved. That would take about ten minutes. 
 
    My mind left my inspection and the length of rope behind as I began to walk over the Third Avenue Bridge yet again. I started to imagine what the night ahead might look like! 
 
    What kind of club would Thad be a regular at? 
 
    I began to imagine a place filled with smoke from a smoke machine with that faint fake smoke odor, something like wet burnt toast. Techno was throbbing. Gorgeous men in tight pants, mostly shirtless, and ringed with glow sticks, danced with beautiful women and beautiful men. The girls at the bar were doing body shots off of a gorgeous bartender splayed across the bar. 
 
    Then I realized that even my daydreams had been corrupted by implicit bias. I was projecting my stereotypical beliefs about what it meant to be a gay man onto my fantasies about Thad’s favorite club.  
 
    Thad’s club was probably just some ordinary club with all kinds of men and women. Some were more concerned about dancing than drinking. Some were more concerned about drinking than dancing. But most were pretty concerned about dancing AND drinking. 
 
    Still, I actually kind of hoped that we were going to the club of my stereotype because I was in one of my unusual moods. I really wanted to loosen the collar a little bit. 
 
    My collar was already loose, but you get the idea. 
 
    So I kept imagining a club with a smoke machine, techno music, and gorgeous guys dancing with perfect rhythm. I kept imagining girls taking body shots off of hot, shirtless, and waxed men laying on the bar. 
 
    The best part about going out for a night of premeditated drinking is usually the premeditated part of it.  
 
    So I walked home quickly. I knocked out my reports and was done for the day by half past four. I decided that I didn’t have enough time to take a run. 
 
    So I watched Jeopardy! I even got the Final Jeopardy question. 
 
    I knew that Thad had said that he wouldn’t be by until around six, but I was getting impatient around five. 
 
    So I started to plan my outfit. 
 
    At first I thought blue, but then I reconsidered. Blue was the color of sorrow, and I was not sad. 
 
    Red seemed slightly too aggressive. It seemed better than blue, but no. 
 
    Black just seemed too stereotypical. Not of my race or races, but my gender. Ah, yes, the little, black dress that goes with everything. 
 
    That was when I realized exactly what I should do! I should make an outfit out of my shortest skirt and my tightest blouse, the ones that I wore in the picture I sent to Mark the jailbird!  
 
    That would turn some heads! 
 
    I smiled as soon as I put that outfit on and looked in the mirror. It was so right, especially after I added some heels. 
 
    By then it was almost six. So I grabbed a cute little maroon coat, rode the elevator down, snuck out the back door rather than have the security and front desk person see me. Then I walked around the block until I was out in front of my building. 
 
    Thad picked me up right at six in a black Ford Focus. I got the final seat in the back. 
 
    “Someone thought we were going dancing,” Thad laughed. 
 
    “Aren’t we going to a club?” I started to panic. 
 
    “Of course,” Thad laughed. “But there’s not going to be a lot of dancing there tonight.” 
 
    “Huh?” I wondered. 
 
    “I have a confession to make,” Thad declared. 
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    “Before I make my confession, however,” Thad paused as he turned onto First Avenue. “I simply must introduce you to my best friends in the whole wide world.” 
 
    I looked around. I could see the face of the woman in front of me in the rear view mirror. She appeared to be Latina with soft brown eyes framed by round, wire rimmed glasses. Her short, chestnut hair was spiked up. She was a bit portly. I could see the elbow pad on her tweed jacket on the arm rest in front of me. In a strange way, she looked like the intellectual, Latina, lesbian version of Guy Fieri. That was a tortuous comparison, however, compared to the man who was in the backseat with me. He looked exactly like a younger version of David Cross. He had the dark, donut ring of receded hair. He had the dark framed glasses. He had the same uneven speckles of facial hair that were a testament to similarly lackadaisical grooming. They were certainly not the kind of people that I thought Thad would hang out with. And they were certainly not the kind of gorgeous guys that I had been hoping for. 
 
    “To my right, in the front seat up here, is Jace, or Professor Gonzalez if you want to be formal,” Thad began. “She is an expert on all things liberal arts. She has a master’s degree in liberal arts from the University of Minnesota and she teaches several liberal arts courses at MCTC downtown. She knows everything from art history to hermeneutics…” 
 
    “Hermeneutics?” I wondered. 
 
    “Yes, hermeneutics,” Thad insisted. 
 
    I looked at the guy who looked like David Cross, but he was facing forward. 
 
    “And behind me is Dave,” Thad announced. 
 
    “Cross?” I asked. 
 
    No one laughed. 
 
    Dave spoke, “I always start my standup routine with a joke about David Cross. They’ve all heard it too many times.” 
 
    “So you’re a comic too?” I asked. 
 
    “I try,” Dave declared. 
 
    “We’re all comics,” Thad said. “Except you.” 
 
    “She’s probably the funniest one out of all of us,” Jace joked. 
 
    “Probably,” Dave agreed. 
 
    “But I absolutely have to tell you Dave’s specialties. He traffics in all things pop culture. He has an encyclopedic mind for movies, music, television, trash novels, and gossip,” Thad beamed. 
 
    “And I,” Thad boasted. “I know all things mechanical. I’m good with computers. And I also know classical music, music theory, and musical instruments.” 
 
    “And why are you telling me what you guys know a lot about?” I wondered. 
 
    “Ah, that’s the thing!” Thad blurted. “That leads me to my confession. We’re not really going to a club. 
 
    I take that back. We are actually going to a club. At least, it’s a club the rest of the week. But tonight, tonight it’s bar trivia, and we intend to at least place. And we would if anyone of us knew anything about math, science, or sports. And I’m guessing that you at least know math and science,” Thad stated. 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m not like a professor of anything,” I hemmed and hawed. 
 
    “Neither are Dave nor I,” Thad admitted. 
 
    “Yeah, Thad’s only been through tech school. I’ve only had some college. Thad’s a maintenance guy for MNDOT, and I manage a record store called Solid State. You don’t need to be a college professor to be good at this, or at least some part of this,” Dave encouraged. 
 
    “Hydrogen is the lightest chemical element. What is the second lightest chemical element?” Thad suddenly asked as he looked in the rearview mirror back at me. 
 
    “It’s helium, obviously,” I replied. 
 
    “What is true about the sides of an equilateral triangle?” Thad demanded. 
 
    “All the sides of an equilateral triangle have equal length,” I stated. 
 
    “She’s perfect,” Dave beamed. 
 
    Thad and Jace nodded. 
 
    “What you guys were asked that, and you seriously didn’t know the answers?” I laughed. “Didn’t you go to high school?” 
 
    “Says the woman who doesn’t know what hermeneutics are?” Dave joked. 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    “We all went to high school together, Roosevelt High…” 
 
    “We are Roosevelt!” Jace and Dave interrupted Thad. 
 
    “But we partied,” Thad said. 
 
    “We were a living joke,” Dave agreed. “So we acted like it. We were a gay handyman, a lesbian Latina, and a white guy who already had the hairline of a middle aged man just looking for a bar to walk into.” 
 
    “We couldn’t get into a bar so we went to house parties instead. Or else we’d smoke up and hit laser Floyd or laser Zeppelin at the planetarium,” Jace laughed. 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    “Didn’t you party in high school?” Thad asked. 
 
    “No, I didn’t party until college,” I admitted. 
 
    “Well, you party now right?” Thad laughed. “Your outfit tonight says that you party now.” 
 
    “A little bit,” I replied. 
 
    “You’ll love bar trivia then,” Thad decided. 
 
    “Why?” I laughed. 
 
    “Because you’re like the rest of us. You’re a nerd who secretly wants to show off how much they know. It’ll only take a couple of drinks to get the competitive juices flowing. By the third round, you’ll be glad that I was somewhat disingenuous in the way that I…the way that we…” 
 
    “Kidnapped you,” Jace stated. 
 
    “Exactly,” Dave agreed. 
 
    Minneapolis Millennium: 2856 didn’t seem like the kind of club that would temporarily convert into a den of bar trivia on Monday nights. But I hadn’t thought of one thing at all in my premeditation. I hadn’t thought about it being Monday night, the slowest night of the week at the clubs. And club owners probably had to do whatever it took to get people in their club. 
 
    Minneapolis Millennium: 2856 had a strange vision of the future. It was one in which there was Mylar all over the walls. Little green space creatures dangled from the ceiling. A full size android stood in the corner looking a little bit like a suit of empty, shining armor that once clad a knight of yore. Giant cyborg heads with one red eye in the robot half of the face looked down on us on the dance floor. The sprawling, silver dance floor was (obviously) temporarily full of the kind of laminated wooden tables and metal folding chairs that you see in a church basement after a funeral. Except that they were round tables with space for only about four people.  
 
    That was when I learned that each team was capped at four people. 
 
    I also learned that the pressure was really on me. There were at least twenty tables. All of the tables were full. So there were at least twenty teams, and only the top three would place and win a prize. 
 
    The prizes that week were nothing great. First prize was a one hundred dollar gift card to this club. Second prize got a fifty dollar gift card. Third prize got a twenty-five dollar gift card. 
 
    Thad, Jace, and Dave had a tradition. Before the start of each contest, one of them would select a shot for all of them to drink. 
 
    “It’s Dave’s turn to call the shot,” Thad declared. 
 
    “It’s going to be four Jim Beams,” Dave smiled. 
 
    “Again,” Jace whined. “I hate bourbon.” 
 
    “He has to act like he’s a big tough, straight man,” Thad joked. 
 
    “He’s going to make America great again,” Jace followed. “He’s going to hang some American flag truck nuts off of the back of his ten speed.” 
 
    “Hey, I can’t help it that I’m the only one here who cares about mother earth, alright? And I’m a middle aged, white guy. Of course I voted for Trump,” Dave joked. “It doesn’t change the fact that you’re all going to do a shot of bourbon, and you’re going to like it.” 
 
    They were beginning to grow on me. 
 
    And trivia began to grow on me. At first, it was super boring. “Who was Henry VIII’s first wife?” Who cares? 
 
    But after I followed that bump of bourbon with several strong, craft beers, I began to care. 
 
    And I came through in spades. 
 
    “What are the three measurements of the angles in an isosceles, right triangle?” was one of the ridiculously easy questions that I was there to answer because none of those comedians knew. 
 
    (The answer is obviously forty-five degrees, forty-five degrees, and ninety degrees.) 
 
    “What is the chemical symbol for the element lead?”  
 
    (The answer is Pb.) 
 
    And Jace, Thad, and Dave got so excited when I got one right. All of a sudden, I found myself getting excited when they got one right too. And we were nearly perfect and in the lead going into the ninth round. 
 
    “This is the second to last round, boys and girls,” Thad admonished us. “Let’s keep this up and drink free next Monday.” 
 
    We toasted that like he had just told us to win one for the Gipper. 
 
    Then we found out the category for the ninth round. It was the dreaded sports category. 
 
    They all looked at me. 
 
    “We’re sunk,” I sighed. 
 
    I knew one. It was bittersweet, but I knew that one. 
 
    “What team did Cristiano Ronaldo transfer to from Real Madrid?” 
 
    (The answer was obviously Juventus.) 
 
    We went from first to fourth. 
 
    Round ten was for all the marbles. The category was puns. 
 
    Thad can add one more area of expertise to his description when he introduces everybody to the person who replaces me because they know math, science, AND sports. He was a wizard at puns and we got five out of five. 
 
    It was just enough to bump us back up into third place by a point. 
 
    “We did it!” Jace yelled.  
 
    We all toasted.  
 
    “Great kidnapping, Thad!” Dave insisted.  
 
    We basked in the glow of a third place finish for a while. Then we dared to dream bigger dreams. We decided that one of us would have to learn sports so we could easily win the glory, the bigger gift card, and a chance to take the test for a spot in the regional trivia tournament next week. 
 
    I finished yet another craft beer and made my slightly unsteady way to the little girl’s room in my heels. The little girl’s room was right by a back door that was propped open. 
 
    I went through that door expecting to find an alleyway. Instead there was a nice, but freezing cold patio area. Two smokers were shaking and sucking down as much of a cigarette as they could with each inhalation. I turned around to step back inside of the club. I turned around, and I walked into a wall. 
 
    He was tall and muscular. He had a shaved head and wore a United States Marine Corps t-shirt so tight that it left little to the imagination. Same with his jeans. His thighs and glutes strained against the denim. He had the look of a Norwegian super soldier. 
 
    “You look like a woman who is fascinated by death,” he hissed. 
 
    I laughed a gargling, drunken laugh.  
 
    “I used to think that a man literally telling me that I had a modicum of attractiveness was the worst pick up line that I ever heard,” I guffawed. “But we have a new winner.” 
 
    “Alright,” he said in an almost apologetic tone. “I guess I was wrong.” 
 
    He turned to walk away. 
 
    “Wait,” I blurted. 
 
    He took two more deliberate paces before turning around again. 
 
    I walked up to him, almost tripping. 
 
    “You have a funny way of asking for a date,” I observed. 
 
    His glowing blue eyes turned intense. There was something about him just then. I don’t know if it was charisma, charm, or something more ethereal and unquantifiable. He had some strange magnetism, some strange power that I couldn’t explain. 
 
    “Who said anything about a date,” he hissed. 
 
    I stepped back as if I were dodging an unexpected punch, staggering and a little drunk. I felt my eyes open wide.  
 
    It was a simple proposition. 
 
    “I’m leaving,” the man said. “If you want to come with me, meet me in five minutes over on the corner of Fifth and Marquette.” 
 
    “Can’t you just pick me up out front?” I demanded. 
 
    “I would, but that side of Marquette is for busses only,” he declared. 
 
    I nodded. I had forgotten that. 
 
    “So you’ll be there?” he asked, maybe slightly solicitous, as if I had some small amount of power. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    If I hadn’t had all those beers and that shot. If I hadn’t worn my shortest skirt. If I hadn’t worn my cutest heels. If anything had been different. I would never have considered Norway’s ultimate soldier.  
 
    But that night I found Thad. I told him that I found a ride home. I tried not to reveal too much, but I knew that Thad knew. 
 
    “Don’t do anything that I wouldn’t do,” were Thad’s parting words. 
 
    I was out on the corner of Fifth and Marquette at the appointed time. I stood out there in a weird foggy night that was just warm enough for a light mist to fall as rain rather than fat, fluttering snowflakes. 
 
    The fog was so thick that I couldn’t even see the super soldier’s black SUV when it arrived. He had to honk. He saw me. 
 
    I stepped into the spacious vehicle and I looked around. The vehicle smelled of citronella. It was probably from a candle in the mess of stuff in the rear of the vehicle. He had what looked like a tent, a bucket of softballs with a glove on top, two softball bats, a bag of soccer balls, climbing gear, a bag of footballs, a camping stove, and on and on. 
 
    “Why do you have so much junk in your trunk?” I sassed. 
 
    “Your place or mine?” he asked. 
 
    “Mine, I’ll tell you just how to get there,” I said heroically. 
 
    At that point, I heard a cell phone ring, and I was so drunk that I thought it was mine. I tried to answer a call that I didn’t have and persisted until I heard my temporary ultimate soldier man talking. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ve got reservations. Same place as last time,” he said. 
 
    Then he listened for a while. He sighed. 
 
    “No, of course,” he said. 
 
    He listened more. 
 
    “No, of course, we’ll do it your way. I’ll cancel the reservations. I’ll leave the reservations up to you,” he exclaimed. 
 
    Then he hung up. 
 
    “My sister,” he explained. “She’s a control freak. She is coming into town tomorrow night and we’re meeting for dinner. I thought I’d get away with just reserving a spot at the exact same restaurant she loved last time that she was in town, but no. But I don’t want to bitch about my family. 
 
    Where do I go?” 
 
    I directed us back to my place. There was no conversation. 
 
    As soon as we got in the door he jumped me like a lioness on a gazelle. Except that I kind of like the feeling of being a gazelle in the paws of a ferocious lioness.  
 
    That night I felt like a hedgehog under a lioness. That strange magnetism that he had haunted me. I couldn’t escape it. It seemed to emanate from every part of his body and fill me with dread. 
 
    I couldn’t relax. I couldn’t relax to the point that it was painful at times, and not in a good way. And I bristled like a hedgehog.  
 
    I’m sure my performance was perfunctory and somewhat out of the body at best. But he didn’t seem to care. He just thrashed away until, at long last, he was finally satisfied. He flopped off of me. He rolled over. And within seconds, he was snoring. 
 
    But my night was just beginning. I sat up in bed. I wondered. Has it really come to this? Picking up some strange man whose name you don’t even know? Giving into him and then not being able to at least enjoy the sex? And to think, you fell for the dumbest line. Of course you’re fascinated by death. Everyone is. It’s like a horoscope or a fortune cookie. And you fell for it. . 
 
    In the middle of my morass of anxiety and vague guilt, I looked at the man next to me.  
 
    Whatever powerful magnetism he had in his waking hours vanished when he slept. He just looked peaceful and childlike. 
 
    I felt this powerful urge as I looked down on him. I was enraged that he was sleeping away without a care in the world, and I wanted to kill him. I wanted to kill him right there in his sleep. It would be easy. It would be so easy. 
 
    I turned away. What had become of me? It was bad enough that I was giving it away to some anonymous guy who always keeps a bag of soccer balls handy in his SUV in case he gets called into manage Juventus or something. Now I wanted to kill him? 
 
    My hands were shaking. I tried to lay down. I don’t think that I would have ever gone to sleep if I hadn’t been so drunk.  
 
    The next morning I wished that I had been drunk enough to forget that last night.  
 
    At least he was gone when I woke up. 
 
    Paranoid, I looked around for things like my checkbook, my cash, my computers, especially my work one. But everything seemed to be in order.  
 
    It was almost like he hadn’t even been there. 
 
    I checked my phone. There was a text from Thad. 
 
    It read, “Btw, there’s nothing that I wouldn’t do.” 
 
    I laughed. At least he understood. Maybe that night hadn’t been that bad. Maybe I would keep doing the bar trivia with those weirdos. Just next time I’d do it in a casual sweater, jeans, and sensible shoes that hopefully wouldn’t attract anyone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 10 
 
    At least I was finally able to play journalist again. I was finally able to look into this Reggie White. I was finally able to look into the only Reggie who worked at Club Canoodle at the time of Faith’s mysterious semi-suicide. 
 
    I reflected on my meeting with Mark in the Hennepin County Adult Detention Center. I hadn’t thought much of how ready he was with a response for my question about a Reginald when I was interviewing him. I was channeling a secret service agent. I was focusing almost entirely on listening to what he was saying and trying to identify any microexpressions. (I didn’t identify any.) I wasn’t reflecting nearly as much on the content of what he was saying. I was really just trying to vacuum up all of his words and reflect on them later. 
 
    It was later. And I realized something as I reflected on his ready response to Reginald. I realized that the cops had beat me to Mark. 
 
    I was furious for a moment. I was like a reporter who had just been scooped. 
 
    Then I thought about the case in general.  
 
    It wasn’t like it took secret agent experience in dead drops and ciphers to make out the name Reginald Cab or Capp in the fat fingered text message that Faith had sent to her sister. And the police had probably seen that text message days after Faith’s death, not months later like I did.  
 
    And of course the police would question the Club Canoodle employees, owners, and patrons. That all probably happened within a few days, certainly within a week or so after Faith had been identified. 
 
    So of course the cops would be interested in the only Reggie at Club Canoodle. Maybe he gave a fake last name to Faith. Maybe he was the one who contributed his assisted suicide half to Faith’s death in the form of alcohol and the date rape drug. Of course the cops would have come to the same conclusion that I did. 
 
    I realized that I should’ve been glad. That this was confirmation that I was on the right track. The cops hadn’t scooped me. The cops weren’t doing journalism.  
 
    I also realized that Mark’s ready answer meant that the cops were several steps ahead of me. 
 
    They knew if pulling on the thread of Reggie actually led to something. 
 
    They hadn’t made an arrest. That made me think that Reggie was a dead end. I wondered if it was even worth trying to find the man. It was a potentially daunting task.  
 
    It was possible that I would go on social media, and there would be only a few Reginald Whites. It was possible that the right one might list his hometown. (Hopefully something like Minneapolis.) He might have a resume posted on a career networking site that would easily allow me to identify him with nearly one hundred percent certainty. 
 
    On the other hand, he could have maximum privacy settings on his accounts. In which case, would he let in someone like me who he didn’t know from Eve? 
 
    It was also possible that he wasn’t on social media at all. 
 
    So I decided to search old social media posts from back when it was announced that Club Canoodle closed hoping that he had commented. I did this with a quick search for, “Club Canoodle closes” 
 
    My mouth dropped open until it felt like it was going to hit the kitchen table below me! 
 
    I had seen it before, of course. But it never had any significance before. Now it stole my breath. 
 
    The address for the old Club Canoodle was 542 Marquette Avenue, Minneapolis. I did another search just to be sure. It was. 
 
    The address for Minneapolis Millennium: 2856 was 542 Marquette Avenue! 
 
    I had been in the very club, well, the very building where Faith was last seen alive before staggering onto and off of the Third Avenue Bridge. 
 
    I hit the pause button on Reggie. I channeled Einstein. 
 
    Einstein used to do what he called thought experiments when pondering things like the speed of light. He used to constructively daydream scenarios about the speed of light. The special and general theories of relativity came out of those kinds of imaginings. 
 
    In that spirit, I entered Minneapolis Millennium: 2856 in my mind. But now I wasn’t there to play bar trivia, drink too much, or hook up with someone. 
 
    I was there on a thought experiment. 
 
    And anything could be important. 
 
    I remembered the front door. It was weird. It was frosted, with a fake spider web of cracks in it. It was hardly the door that I expected to walk through when I go to the club eight hundred or so years from now, but it was clear that was the vibe. 
 
    Now obviously that door would have been different when it was the door for Club Canoodle. But how different would it have been? 
 
    I tried to channel the door and have it reveal its secrets. 
 
    Then I thought of something. Club Canoodle closed and this new club, Minneapolis Millennium: 2856, opened just a few months later. They couldn’t have done too much to the space. Yes, the surface level aesthetic was probably very different, but the basic structure of the club had to be pretty much the same. I bet it costs a lot of money to change a door or the location of the door. I’m not even sure that the zoning restrictions would allow them to move it. 
 
    (I don’t know if there’s room for cost and logic in thought experiments. It’s possible that in addition to being a poor journalist, I’m also poor at being Einstein.) 
 
    So that faux spider webbed door was probably in that same spot. The only differences were that it consisted of a clean, un fake broken piece of glass and instead of saying MM: 2856 it said Club Canoodle or CC or something. 
 
    So I stepped in through the door in my mind. The first thing that I noticed was the dance floor. It looked oddly like a swimming pool. It was silver, round, and recessed. It wasn’t a perfect circle by any means. It almost had the shape of Lake of the Isles. Lake of the Isles is a weird little lake. I run around it sometimes. The thing about Lake of the Isles is that there are like three points where you think that it’s going to end as you run around it. But then it just makes a weird curve and keeps going. 
 
    The dance floor in the club was like that. There was a weird curve in it for a small seating area. There was another weird curve without tables for…standing space? Wallflowers? Then there was a curve for the bar and dining area and another for the kitchen. 
 
    I studied that dance floor for a moment in my mind as if it held some clue. Although David hadn’t said anything about dancing with Faith. He said that they just talked.  
 
    That probably meant that they were in that little curved patch of seating. That was tough to imagine exactly. 
 
    Club Canoodle probably didn’t have the Mylar over most of the support columns and weird panels along the walls, the dangling aliens and cyborg, the full body android, or the paintings of Martians, flying cars, and people soaring into the stratosphere with jet packs, Club Canoodle definitely had different tables than MM: 2856. 
 
    David and Faith were probably at a table for two. They probably sat on bar stools by that little lagoon of a dance floor. 
 
    Where did Reggie come in? 
 
    It was unlikely that Reggie was a bartender. Faith didn’t order a drink there by all accounts. So she would’ve been stuck at the table with David, and Reggie would’ve been stuck behind the bar pouring drinks for people who did want them. 
 
    It was also unlikely that Reggie worked in the kitchen because he would’ve been stuck in the kitchen. 
 
    Granted, I was sure that the bartenders and cooks got breaks. But it would’ve been around dinner rush time at the club. The kitchen would’ve been busy. The bar would’ve been busy. Breaks would have likely been discouraged. 
 
    So that meant that Reggie was either a server, a busboy, or a janitor. Reggie was someone who had at least a limited amount of freedom of movement.   
 
      No matter how hot a guy is, how brilliant he is, how sweet he is, or anything else, no one is going to slum it with somebody that they know is the janitor. So I ruled that out. 
 
    Busboys are only good for one thing, bussing tables. Would cutthroat owners who all stole from each other hire a superfluous busboy when they could make the server do that and save one minimum wage employee? You bet. 
 
    That meant that Reggie had to be a server. Maybe he was even waiting on David Sanborn and Faith Nguyen.  
 
    Maybe he was waiting on them and just eyeing Faith in the course of his duties and waiting…just waiting. And when David walked out back to smoke… 
 
    Or maybe none of that happened and she did go looking for David as he smoked. That patio was hard to find. It wasn’t marked. I never would’ve found it if the door hadn’t been open a crack. 
 
    It was possible that she had watched David walk toward the back. Then she decided to walk toward the back. She walked back there only to conclude that he had probably just gone that way to go to the bathroom, and that he must’ve gone out front without her noticing. 
 
    Either one of those scenarios seemed plausible to me after having been in the building. At least assuming that there was no major remodel of the club. 
 
    That meant that Reggie was essential. He was the only lead that I had. I had to find him. Hopefully he could confirm one of those two scenarios. Then hopefully he could lead me to something else. Otherwise I was sunk, and this brief experiment in journalism would prove a dismal failure. 
 
    So I started looking on social media. 
 
    I started with a well-known career networking site. There were several Reginald or Reggie Whites using the site. 
 
    The first one that I clicked on was in Philadelphia, PA. I almost clicked off of it, but then I realized something. 
 
    Reggie could’ve moved to China by now. This all happened months ago. 
 
    What was I going to do if that was the case? It hadn’t occurred to me that I might need to set a travel budget. 
 
    (Something that probably would’ve been obvious to a real journalist.) 
 
    I perused the Philadelphia Reggie White. I prayed that it wasn’t him. And it wasn’t. 
 
    But the next Reginald White was my man. 
 
    He lived in St. Louis Park (a Minneapolis suburb). He had Club Canoodle on his resume. He was a server. 
 
    I thought that it was all coming together until I looked at his other social media. It didn’t take a particularly powerful gaydar to realize that Reginald White was gay and proud. 
 
    In fact, there was a picture of him on a float, presumably in the Pride parade, with four other men in speedos. There was writing on their speedos and when they turned and bent over it spelled out “BEARS”. 
 
    Reggie was adorably pudgy and somewhat hairy but also the least hirsute of the “BEARS”. He was a short, bubbly, black man with a clean, short afro and wide black eyes. 
 
    I found him. Now I had to think of what to say to him. 
 
    I decided that approximate honesty was the best approach. Here’s what I wrote: 
 
    “I am a journalist investigating the mysterious death of Faith Nguyen. I have some questions that I would like to ask you as part of my investigation. I would greatly appreciate the opportunity to ask you these questions face to face.” 
 
    Reggie responded almost right away. He wrote: 
 
    “You can meet me any weekday between noon and three at the Purple Onion, a coffee shop in Dinkytown. I will set aside my blossoming screenplay for a while and answer whatever questions you may have. We can make other arrangements if that time doesn’t work.” 
 
    I told him to expect me the next day. After all, I only had two dumb morning meetings on my schedule that would certainly be wrapped up by noon. 
 
    The meetings, though boring and painful in their own way, were at least done by half past eleven. So I logged off of my computer. I threw my notebook and pen into my laptop bag. I walked out to University Avenue to catch a 3 bus to campus. 
 
    Then I changed my mind and decided to just walk. It wasn’t far, and it wasn’t too cold. It was just cold enough to see your breath. It was just cold enough that the soiled butter cream frosting of snow and ice would remain, probably for months. 
 
    I hate winter. The worst part is running on the treadmill. At least my condominium complex has a great exercise room, fitness classes, and yoga. The treadmill is probably the best treadmill on the market. You can run all over the world. There’s a video screen that will follow your pace as you run through the streets of New York without ever once having to stop for a light. Or you can run up in the Andes. The treadmill will adjust for elevation. 
 
    It still sucks. Not the yoga though. You don’t know what you’re missing if you’re a runner and you’re not doing yoga. I go to the Yoga for Runners class every week. I’d be so tight that I would’ve collapsed in on myself like a neutron star by now if I didn’t have that class. 
 
    So it was nice to be outside, even in thirty degree weather.  
 
    The walk to the U of M from my place is not long and fairly dull. The walk took me past a cinema, dozens of apartment buildings, and a deli that used to be called Santana’s where we would all eat at when we were very drunk at two or three in the morning back in my college days. 
 
    The Purple Onion sits on the corner of Thirteenth Avenue and University Avenue S.E. It’s a store front at the base of a large apartment building.  
 
    Inside a counter with an espresso machine, two diligent workers, an assortment of Grand Ole Creamery ice cream, and seating were scattered around an L shaped shop. The floor was like gussied up concrete. Occasionally, old, plush chairs sat in little islands around small coffee tables. But most of the seating consisted of tables and chairs. 
 
    I ordered myself a cold press coffee. The girl behind the counter looked at me like I was unwell for ordering cold coffee in the winter. 
 
    That tempted me to order some ice cream too. 
 
    I got my cold press and went looking for Reggie. I found him in the back corner. He was typing away. I hated to break up what looked like a moment of inspiration. So I stood back until his pudgy fingers stopped pounding on the keys of his laptop. He took a sip of what looked like some type of latte. He put the latte back down and stared at it as if it would somehow guide him to where he had to go next in his screenplay. 
 
    I seized my opportunity. 
 
    “Reggie,” I extended my hand. 
 
    “Ah, Miss Anjali, pleased to make your acquaintance,” Reggie charmed. 
 
    “You can just call me Angie,” I smiled. 
 
    Reggie was dressed well in a neat pink, dress shirt with silver cuff links. He was impeccably groomed and seemed to have recently had a manicure. His soft, dolorous, feminine voice made me wonder if he could sing. 
 
    “I’m glad you stopped by,” Reggie took my hand in both hands as we shook.  
 
    “I’m glad you were willing to answer my questions,” I decided. 
 
    “My therapist thinks that I would do better if the man who drugged Faith was found and brought to justice,” Reggie stated. 
 
    I didn’t know whether to be put at ease or be unnerved that Reggie was so willing to reveal that he was in therapy to me. I couldn’t decide. So I decided to just launch right into my questions. 
 
    But then I had to think up a question. Journalism…the bane of pretending to be a journalist. 
 
    I eventually asked, “Why does your therapist think that you would do better if Faith’s mystery was solved?” 
 
    “You don’t mess around,” Reggie laughed. “You jump right into the deep end. Well, here’s the problem. I blame myself for Faith’s death. I know that it’s irrational. I know that it’s absurd, but I still blame myself.” 
 
    “Why?” I wondered. 
 
    “Okay, this is what happened. I was a server at Club Canoodle. Faith was there with this dude David…” 
 
    “You know David by name?” I squinted. 
 
    “Absolutely. There all the time. Terrible tipper.” 
 
    “Were you their server?” I asked. 
 
    “I was. And David and Faith weren’t running a tab. They were paying for drinks…I guess I shouldn’t say they. David was paying for his drinks as he went. Faith didn’t order a drink from me.  
 
    But anyway, David ordered a drink from me as he passed me when he was going out to smoke. The drink cost four dollars and seventy-five cents. David had left a five dollar bill on the table for me. 
 
    So I said to Faith, I know it was wrong, but I just couldn’t help myself. I said to Faith something like it looks like I made a quarter off of this drink.  
 
    Then, to my total astonishment, she opened up her purse. She pulled out another five dollar bill and she just gave it to me.  
 
    I tried to turn it down, but she insisted. She had worked as a server. 
 
    So since she gave me a tip, I gave her a tip. I told her something to the effect of how that guy David was in the bar every weekend night and always with a different woman. 
 
    Faith thanked me. Then she got up and walked toward the exit. And she walked out that door to her death,” Reggie was shaking a little. “If I had said nothing to her, yeah, she might have had a one night stand with a douchebag, but she would still be alive!” 
 
    “There’s no guarantee of that. How do we know that David wasn’t the one who slipped her the date rape drug?” I followed up. 
 
    “Girl,” Reggie shook his head. “It was still early in the evening, by bar standards, when this all happened. Faith stumbled off of that bridge around three in the morning. Do you really think that she was staggering around downtown for like six hours until she fell to her death? Plus, David stayed at Club Canoodle until close and left with a different woman. I didn’t warn her though. She seemed like his type. She seemed like a snake in the grass. Or at least the grass.” 
 
    I paused to think. 
 
    “Faith would still be alive if it wasn’t for me,” Reggie wheezed. 
 
    “So have you ever seen the video of Faith leaving Club Canoodle?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” Reggie shook his head. “The cops seized all that when they interviewed all of us a couple of days later.” 
 
    “Have you ever seen an image from the security camera by the entrance?” I wondered. 
 
    “Yes,” Reggie nodded. 
 
    “How much does it show?” I asked. 
 
    “Not much,” Reggie admitted. “It shows people leaving. It’s pointed toward Sixth Street. It doesn’t show people if they walk in the other direction.” 
 
    “Are you sure that Faith left right after you warned her about David?” I asked. 
 
    “Pretty sure. She was heading toward the door, but I didn’t actually see her leave. I was busy. I had other tables. I didn’t have the slightest notion that she was going to shake up my world like a snow globe,” Reggie sighed. 
 
    “Do you think it’s possible that she changed her mind and went and confronted David while he was smoking?” I followed up. 
 
    “It’s possible,” Reggie decided. “I think it’s far-fetched, but it’s possible. If that did happen, then the cops saw it on the video of the smoking patio. Unless…wait…if he was coming in and met her by the bathrooms…that area wasn’t on camera. Maybe they did have a confrontation. Maybe David did do something when he left at closing time.  
 
    I don’t know. The whole thing just seems too far-fetched. But could it have happened? Possibly. And that makes me shiver. 
 
    That would make me even more responsible.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. He was right in a way. 
 
    “So I have a question for you,” Reggie declared. 
 
    “Shoot,” I replied. 
 
    “How close are you to figuring out who the murderer is?” Reggie wondered. 
 
    “Not close,” I said. 
 
    “Do you have a main suspect?” Reggie asked. 
 
    “No,” I confessed. “I’m months behind the cops. I obviously don’t have their resources. I have very little information that isn’t already in the public domain to work with. I don’t have a theory of the case…” 
 
    “I get it,” Reggie said. “But the cops have been on this for months. They have all the information in the world. They probably have video footage from all over the city. Faith couldn’t have walked far in the condition that she was in when she fell off of that bridge. She had to be close by. She was in the Land of 10,000 Cameras, and nothing.  
 
    I’ve lost hope in the police investigation. You know that woman that was married to that comedian who wrote a book on that serial killer then I think they found him. You could be like her.” 
 
    “I appreciate the vote of confidence, but I haven’t taken a single note and I’m failing at every attempt at being a jour…” 
 
    “Girl, you need to believe in yourself, o-kay!” Reggie insisted. 
 
    “Okay,” I said like it had been tortured out of me. 
 
    “Now get out there and do the whole shoe leather thing, o-kay!” Reggie demanded. 
 
    “Okay,” I was almost inspired. 
 
    We parted ways. He returned to his screenplay with my card resting on the table next to him in case he thought of anything else.  
 
    I walked out of the coffee shop. I took a deep, visible breath.  
 
    I was motivated for a hot minute. 
 
    Until I realized that I was at a dead end. 
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    I briefly reconsidered David as a suspect in the murder/assisted suicide.  
 
    But for that to be true, he would’ve had to have found Faith again somehow after he left the bar. He would’ve had to either ditch the woman that he was with or convince her to go along with slipping Faith the date rape drug. He would’ve also had to figure out a way to get a huge amount of alcohol in Faith’s system. And he would’ve had to do all of this in approximately an hour or less. Which was far-fetched but maybe theoretically possible. 
 
    I had talked to David. I didn’t have any illusions that he might be capable of something awful. But at the same time he also seemed genuinely anguished about Faith’s death. He even felt responsible for her death. He believed that Faith would be alive today if only he was a non-smoker. 
 
    Of course, I suppose that Freud would say that might be some type of ego defense mechanism. Maybe what David really felt guilty about was her death, a death that he was actually responsible for. Maybe he was the man who had slipped her the date rape drug and copious amounts of alcohol. I didn’t know how fast the date rape drug took effect. I was pretty sure that getting a blood alcohol level as high as Faith’s would’ve taken more than an hour. But she could have been drinking from almost the moment that she left Club Canoodle. 
 
    It seemed that there was a remote chance that David could be guilty.  
 
    I thought about trying to interview him again. But I doubted that he would be honest with me if he was guilty. And even if I noticed microexpressions on his face while he lied, microexpressions wouldn’t magically reveal the real truth.  
 
    It seemed pointless to interview him. 
 
    Plus, the cops were fifty steps ahead of me. David was a logical suspect. He hadn’t been arrested yet. So the police had probably cleared him because he had an airtight alibi. Realistically, he had probably kept up his weekend tradition of Club Canoodle hookups, and the woman he was with had vouched for him, maybe others had seen them too. Maybe she or he had roommates who had seen them or something. 
 
    And of course there was the little matter of Faith’s last text which I believe was supposed to be “Reginald Cab or Capp”. Reginald Cab or Capp had to be the name of a person, probably the guilty person. What else could it be? 
 
    Even if I accepted the premise that David might use Reginald Cab or Capp as some type of alias, Faith knew David’s name. She would’ve known David. The text would’ve been a fat fingered version of David Sanborn and not Reginald Cab or Capp. 
 
    I changed my mind. David was almost certainly innocent of everything besides womanizing. 
 
    In fact, the more that I thought about David, the more I thought of the smell of Minneapolis Millennium: 2856, formerly Club Canoodle, and a line from a Neko Case song:  
 
    “Sometimes where there’s smoke there’s just a smoke machine, honey.” 
 
    So I was at a dead end. 
 
    But life went on. I attended nuisance strategy meetings. As usual, I think I was there basically to tell management that they were right to do what they were going to do regardless of my feedback anyway. Fortunately it was only a couple of hours a day. 
 
    I ran on the treadmill. I ran in the Himalayas one day. I ran in Paris the next. It was still a treadmill, but it was modestly less boring. 
 
    I went to trivia night with my new crew. It was Thad’s turn to pick the shot that we always take for good luck before the contest. 
 
    I protested that I should be able to pick the shot because I’m the new girl. 
 
    Thad told me that I had to earn my stripes. 
 
    Thad announced that he was going to pick shots of one hundred proof peppermint schnapps for all of us. 
 
    “It’ll put hair on your chest,” Thad nodded solemnly. 
 
    “I’ve already got so much body hair that the first time my wife saw me shirtless, she started to load a silver bullet into her rifle,” Dave the David Cross lookalike declared. 
 
    “You would just wax the hair off your chest anyway,” Jace pointed out to Thad. “I’ve seen you shirtless. You’re as smooth as a baby’s bottom.” 
 
    “I think that we should let the new girl pick the shot,” Dave suggested. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jace agreed. 
 
    “She’ll get to pick two weeks from now, after Jace,” Thad insisted. “How is it that I’m tougher than all of you?” 
 
    The trivia went surprisingly well. Thad had made a commitment to learning about sports. He had bought a big sports trivia book, but he had only got as far as baseball.  
 
    Fortunately the sports category was Cooperstown. I didn’t even realize that it was a sports category when they announced the category as Cooperstown. I was thinking that it was a category focusing on some living history village that’s trying to preserve the almost lost art of making wooden barrels. 
 
    But no, Cooperstown is the pro baseball hall of fame. \ 
 
    With Thad’s newfound knowledge, we got four out of five in the sports category instead of one out of five like we did a week ago. Thad was great. 
 
    Unfortunately, we did a little worse in a couple of other categories. I misspelled anemometer which cost us a sure point, and they were absolute Nazis about the spelling. I had an o where the first e should be. It sounded the same, and they would’ve accepted it in Jeopardy! I’m sure of it.  
 
    I’m still a little bitter about it. 
 
    That stupid spelling mistake cost us a tie for first place. But we won second place! 
 
    “We qualified to take the test for the regional!” Thad beamed. 
 
    “We’ll have to get together sometime and take that test,” Jace observed. 
 
    “Yes, but after Thad’s had a chance to get through that whole sports trivia book,” Dave pointed out. 
 
    “Definitely,” Thad nodded. 
 
    “Where is the regional?” I asked. 
 
    “Mystic Lake,” Thad said. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll give everyone a ride,” Thad added. 
 
    “They have real money in the regional,” Dave rubbed his hands together. “Like thousands of dollars. If we could make state, it’s like tens of thousands of dollars.” 
 
    We basked in the glory over a drink. I had made sure to wear some frumpy sweater and jeans. And other than the shot, I had nursed only one craft beer for the rest of the trivia contest. I had one more craft beer with my friends to dream great dreams of winning first thousands, and then tens of thousands. There was no doubt that we were going to pass the trivia test and get into the regionals. 
 
    Four days later I had my first date in like forever. 
 
    Here’s how that happened. I was upstairs drinking my cold press coffee in that Dunn Brothers off of Third Avenue downtown again. There was a guy there. He was the perfect color of all of the races of men and women living in harmony with each other. He was tall, which I liked. He was skinny which I probably would’ve changed if I could’ve waved a magic wand. He had this sheepish grin, like he was ashamed of being so happy, on a face with such boyish good looks that he was a pleasure to gaze upon.  
 
    It seemed like he was embarrassed because he just found out that he was the only person who was given the secret to happiness. 
 
    He looked at me a good half dozen times or so. I carefully noted that. 
 
    When I was done with my cold press coffee I made sure to walk past him as I prepared to bus my glass and leave. That was when I saw what he was working on in what I thought was a big notebook. 
 
    It was actually a sketch pad. He had drawn an adorable cartoon version of me. 
 
    “Why the lacrosse stick or whatever?” I asked him. 
 
    “I imagined that lacrosse was your favorite sport,” he admitted. 
 
    “It’s not,” I said. 
 
    “Forgive me,” he pleaded. “What is your favorite sport? I’ll redo it.” 
 
    “Running,” I said. 
 
    “That’s a hard one,” he decided. 
 
    “You could do European football, soccer, if that’s easier,” I replied. 
 
    He smiled.  
 
    “I’m Angie,” I offered my hand. 
 
    “Lorenzo,” he shook my hand. 
 
    We ended up agreeing to go on a date two days later on a Friday evening. We met at Brit’s Pub downtown. I rode the 10 bus right there in semi-sexy attire. It was a bad idea, but I didn’t want to walk in my heels that far. Fortunately, the guys on the bus who did pay attention only leered and didn’t take any action. 
 
    I immediately realized that something was wrong when I arrived at Brit’s and met Lorenzo. His curly hair and his brown eyes were wild.  
 
    He had promised me that he was going to show me the drawing of cartoon me with a soccer ball that Friday. He had apparently forgotten all about that. Instead he had a poem to give to me. 
 
    It was what I suspected. Here are two lines from the poem. 
 
    “Jimble shire greatly. 
 
    Humbug armadillo scotch.” 
 
    Lorenzo rambled on about how the poem was done in the magic number of three and was not just the greatest love poem ever written but also a piece of divine alchemy that unlocked all the secrets of the cosmos to someone who was wise enough to understand it. And he was certain that I was wise enough to understand it. 
 
    What I was wise enough to understand was mania. My brother has the family legacy of depression and alcoholism, and his depression is the bipolar type. My brother would get manic in his teens.  
 
    I learned that asking him if he took his lithium, or if he wanted me to call the police, or if he wanted to go to the hospital were the wrong things to say. My brother believed that he had never been better than he was at the moment he was manic. 
 
    I sometimes grew to envy that certainty, that confidence. He would talk about the most bizarre and impossible things, just like Lorenzo was. He’d talk about things like finding the abstruse meaning of life in something that doesn’t exist, like poetic geometry. And he would believe in it absolutely. 
 
    He believed in it with more faith than the Pope believes in Catholicism. 
 
    So I knew what I had to do. I drank one strong, slightly bitter British beer before I excused myself to go the little girl’s room. I did go to the little girl’s room. Then I snuck out. 
 
    I didn’t know why I felt so much like Faith Nguyen at that moment. 
 
    I hope Lorenzo is still alive and safe somewhere. 
 
    That next day I decided to try to do some Christmas shopping.  
 
    My Christmas shopping list is pretty short. The only people that I buy gifts for are my father and brother. (Of course that Christmas I thought it would be funny if I got Thad and Dave and Jace a bottle of the alcohol that they chose for our shots prior to the start of bar trivia. I had to wait on that though. I wouldn’t know what Jace’s shot was until next week. It was kind of a gag gift because I have a gift for recognizing the obvious. I didn’t know if Dave even liked Jim Beam, or if Thad actually liked one hundred proof peppermint schnapps. Clearly the degree to which the chosen shot pissed off everyone else was a factor in those selections, maybe even the only factor.) 
 
    There’s this old line about Christmas presents. What do you get the woman or man who has it all? 
 
    My dad is even tougher than that. 
 
    The question with him is: what do you get the man who has given up on life? 
 
    The answer is poetry. 
 
    I don’t know why, but all my dad does is read and write poetry. He’s ostensibly a special assistant in the University of Minnesota Anthropology Department, but all he does all day is read and write poetry. If you go to the U to try to meet him, it’s even money whether you’ll find him in his office writing poetry or in the Wilson Library reading poetry. 
 
    I think that my dad even considers himself a poet. And in a way he is. He’s getting paid to write poetry in a sense. In fact, he might be the best paid poet in the world. 
 
    And his poetry is just garbage. (I can say that because he won’t read this. Unless I tell my story in a Homeric epic.) 
 
    The only thing more pitiful than a man who just stopped living after his wife died, is a man who has dedicated the rest of his life to something that he’s an abject failure at. 
 
    He was all aglow when some internet site published him. I think that they publish anyone and everyone. They’re on the internet. It’s not like they have a page limit like journals. Plus publishing everyone’s stuff probably gets everyone to look up the site to at least see their own published poem. And in the process, the site gets that many more people looking at their advertisers. But my dad thought that was his coming out party as a poet. He was legitimate. 
 
    You don’t believe that my dad is a terrible poet? You think that this website represents the literary canon? Check out a brief excerpt from my dad’s actual published poem: 
 
    “Sunshine you are so wild, 
 
    Like a dreary, pinhole child. 
 
    Would that I stole your fate, 
 
    And with Prometheus doth ate.” 
 
    First of all, no one writes rhyming poetry anymore. I know that, and I don’t even write or read poetry. Second, what the hell does it mean? Third, he writes like an Elizabethan or Victorian Sonneteer. It’s just awful. 
 
    And he’s been at this for years. And try and name a poet that he hasn’t read. The Wilson Library probably has the biggest collection of poetry in Minnesota, and he’ll spend all day there on occasion. Imagine how much poetry you could read in five hours! Except that my dad doesn’t have to imagine. He gets paid quite well to do exactly that, and the U of M counts it as work. 
 
    He almost never buys books though. Even though he likes having books by poets that he knows and appreciates, perhaps even sees as peers. 
 
    That’s my in. He won’t buy a book of poetry even though it’s his only love. And I think that I’ve been the only one buying him a Christmas present for years now. I’m pretty sure that my brother hasn’t bought him a present for more than a decade. So the only poetry books that my dad owns were all gifts from me. 
 
    I know my dad’s library as well as anyone, maybe better than him even. It consists of an anthology of Langston Hughes’ poems, a collection of Rilke’s poems, Shakespeare’s Sonnets, a tome by Donne, and a volume of William Carlos Williams. 
 
    What was missing, I wondered as I headed toward my favorite bookstore, Magers & Quinn. Magers & Quinn is in uptown. So I had to take the 6 bus in that direction. It was a quiet Saturday morning on the bus. Sometimes weekend mornings on the bus are surprisingly the worst. Until you realize that even the latest busses stop running around one or two in the morning. Then they don’t start running again until like five. So some people close down a bar. Then they’ve got no way home until the busses start running again. Maybe they find somewhere or something to keep the party going. The next thing you know, you’re on an eight o’clock bus with two guys who are just knocked out loaded and obnoxious. 
 
    It was smooth sailing that morning though. I got off at the uptown station and made the short walk to Magers & Quinn. 
 
    I’ve always hated uptown. It’s so compact, and loud, and the traffic is just constant. The boys here are not my type. They are these pretty boys who spend longer on their hair than I do. And I pity the woman who’s ever been called dramatic or emotional by anyone, because these pretty boys don’t just take their hair seriously. They take themselves and their emotions, especially their pain, seriously. I hope you like to listen if you like these pretty boys. 
 
    Uptown is also the realm of the hipster. You know the thing that no one is willing to call themselves even when they’re wearing a lumberjack flannel, a man bun, and once tried to dump a hen who wasn’t laying eggs on the Humane Society for someone to adopt…like it was a pet. You know the type. 
 
    Such is life though. I had to journey into enemy territory to find a Christmas present for my dad, and hopefully a book for me. 
 
    I found a book for my dad almost right away. It was a book of poems by Claribel Alegría. 
 
    She is my dad’s favorite Latin American poet. He is especially enamored with a poem that I think gets translated as, “From the Bridge”. My dad showed it to me once, and I could see why he was taken by it. In the poem, a younger version of the narrator walks on a bridge toward the older version of the narrator, and has to walk past all the tragedies in the narrator’s life.  
 
    My dad had really only had one tragedy. 
 
    But I guess it’s not a contest. 
 
    So I scooped up the Alegría book. Then I began to shop for myself. 
 
    The great thing about Magers & Quinn is that I always find something unexpected, something that no other used book store seems to have. That time it was an illustrated copy of “Arabian Nights”. You know, the genii, the “open sesame”, and Scheherazade, the woman who spins the tales. It was a reprint of a reprint of a reprint. It had absolutely no collector’s value, but I’m not a collector. I buy books to read them. After that, I was probably going to sell it right back to Magers & Quinn. 
 
    I bought both books. I thanked the clerk. I put both books in my Eastside Co-op tote bag and stepped out into a crisp November morning. 
 
    I caught the 6 bus back to downtown. I had one more shopping stop. 
 
    There are only two things in life that my brother cares about: alcohol…and the Minnesota Timberwolves (for some reason). 
 
    That’s right. My brother still loves the NBA’s Minnesota Timberwolves, arguably the worst basketball franchise in the history of basketball. (That’s almost all I know about basketball, and I only know that because my brother almost always complains to me about how bad they are when I talk to him.) 
 
    So every Christmas I go to the Timberwolves Pro Shop in Target Center and get him whatever the new T-shirt or jersey is. 
 
    I went up to the store in the skyway level at Target Center. I decided to spring for an official game jersey with his (our) last name on the back. It would take time for them to stitch his name on the back, and they said they’d call me when the jersey was ready. 
 
    So I ducked down from the skyway level. I stepped out onto First Avenue. It wasn’t too chilly. People were out and about. So I decided to take the long way home, wend around downtown, and do a little people watching. 
 
    I walked by a restaurant specializing in grilled meats and the smell was amazing. I walked by an Indian restaurant and the smell was even better. I walked past people young and old, black and white, hustling and shopping. 
 
    I eventually ended up by a hotel. I felt a twinge of nausea and anxiety bubble up in my stomach. 
 
    All of a sudden, a familiar face walked out of that hotel. It was that guy that I had just hooked up with! It was that super soldier guy that I couldn’t relax with and fantasized about killing in his sleep! That guy! 
 
    He wore a blue sport coat that seemed tailored to perfectly fit his tall and muscular frame. His white tie worked with the red custom made shirt and really brought out the blue in his eyes. His blue slacks looked like they were tailored to be tight. He wore interesting red socks. His black dress shoes were impeccably polished like he was still expecting inspection from a drill sergeant. He had balanced a black trench coat over his shoulder. He was trying to wrestle some red piece of fabric off from around the cuff of the arm of the tailored red shirt that he had pulled out of his sport coat with one hand. He finally freed that piece of fabric, juggled around his trench coat, put his arm back in his sport coat, and stuffed that piece of red cloth into the pocket of his slacks. 
 
    I was stunned for a moment. I began to follow him from a distance without even thinking about it. 
 
    Then I realized. I was jealous. This hook up, this guy, who I had literally thought of murdering had just had hooked up with someone else in that hotel, and I was intensely jealous. 
 
    Then I thought some more. Why would he be in a suit and tie for a one night stand? Frankly, when it came to just hooking up, I’d prefer him the way that I saw him in that club. I’d rather see him in a tight shirt and tight jeans that left little to the imagination. And I think that he was an old hand at one night stands, and he knew that a tight T-shirt and jeans were the way to dress to make that happen. Suits are what you wear if you want to attract a mate or someone who is in it for the money, someone who doesn’t give it away until she gets a lot of that green. And why would you waste your money on gold diggers when you can get women every bit as desirable for what you really want in a T-shirt and jeans. It didn’t make any sense. 
 
    The only explanation that made sense was that he was doing some kind of business in that hotel. And for some reason I was suddenly deeply curious what exactly his line of business was. 
 
    So I immediately abandoned following him, and I walked three blocks back to that hotel.  
 
    I walked in past the front desk with all the confidence of a platinum rewards member guest. I didn’t see people in the lounge or at the bar so I kept walking. Then I saw a sign with an arrow that read, “Conference Rooms”. 
 
    I followed the arrow. I walked down the hall. The door of one of the conference rooms was open. I stepped inside. 
 
    The first thing that I saw was a lectern with a contact list. The second thing that I saw was a giant swastika! 
 
    Hanging on the wall directly across from me was the biggest Nazi flag that I had ever seen! 
 
    My eyes darted all over the room. The six or seven people left were all, fortunately, engrossed in talking with each other. The all wore the Nazi arm bands. And I knew then what that red fabric was that my hook up had wrestled off of his cuff. 
 
    Without even knowing why at first, I stole the contact list off the lectern and darted out before anyone could see me. I walked as fast as I could out of the hotel with the list. I bobbed and weaved up two streets, over three, and down one. My heart was pounding. My palms were sweaty. My feet were so cold. 
 
    It wasn’t until I got to the Hennepin Avenue Bridge that I felt safe enough to look around, exhale, and think, “Boy, you can really pick ‘em”. 
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    My brain didn’t catch up to my hands until I had crossed the Hennepin Avenue Bridge and made it back home. 
 
    It was at that point that I started writing what would become this book. Although my intention at that time was only to write down all the facts as I knew them. (I included things that I had only elided through intuition as fact.) 
 
    I started with Faith Nguyen. I wrote down everything that I knew about her. I knew that she was mixed race like me. I knew that she was a college student at the University of Minnesota. I knew that she was raised by parents who loved her very much and insisted on showing me everything from pictures to old homework when I visited them. And of course, I knew that on one fateful January day at the beginning of 2018 she had staggered onto the Third Avenue Bridge. She had staggered, extremely drunk and under the influence of the date rape drug. She had staggered and stopped. She had the mien of a woman trying to compose herself in the middle of an extremely stupefying intoxicated state. She paused. Then she lurched toward the railing along the Third Avenue Bridge, the railing that guarded people from an almost certain death in the then icy Mississippi River. Faith had lurched too hard toward that railing. She fell over to her death in what I thought of as a semi-suicide. 
 
    Oh, and there was that last message from beyond. There was that text that wasn’t read until Faith was already dead. 
 
    There was that lone, fat fingered text that I believed was supposed to read: “Reginald Cab or Capp”. 
 
    And now I had found him. After he found me. 
 
    There was a reason that I grabbed that contact list from that little Neo-Nazi party that I had just accidentally walked in on in the hotel conference room. My hands were quicker than my brain. 
 
    I scanned all of the names on the contact list again and again when I first got home, and I couldn’t believe that I didn’t see it. Then I checked the letterhead. 
 
    Reginald Capp was the “distinguished” (their words not mine) speaker. 
 
    I knew right away that it was him! I had hooked up with the guy who drugged a girl, got her drunk, and somehow got her to lurch to her death off of a bridge! 
 
    And he had intended me to be his next victim! 
 
    I was at the same club. Granted it wasn’t exactly the same club. It wasn’t Club Canoodle. But it was exactly where Club Canoodle had been. And it probably hadn’t been significantly remodeled. 
 
    And Reginald had probably found me exactly the way that he found Faith. He was off camera, over by the bathrooms. 
 
    David Sanborn had thought that Faith had run into somebody while she was looking for him. Reggie White, the good Reggie, had thought that Faith had immediately walked out after he informed Faith that David was a womanizer. Neither one of them was right. 
 
    Yes, Faith had headed toward the exit. But then she did something that will be familiar to every woman out on the town. She realized at the last second that she better use the bathroom. There was no telling where the next one would be. 
 
    So, like me, Faith was by the bathroom. And Reginald swept in with his tired line about being fascinated by death. 
 
    Oh, he was so smooth. And he thought of everything. We hadn’t walked out together, just like he hadn’t walked out with Faith. He had made up the line about needing to get his car. Then he had met me, and Faith, on that same corner. He met us on the corner of Fifth and Marquette away from the prying eyes of a camera. 
 
    He had asked me where I wanted to go, his place or mine. That meant, presumably, that he had everything that he needed to do to me what he did to Faith in his SUV. Of course he did. He had a big bag of soccer balls with him. He had everything anyone could ever need in that vehicle. 
 
    I had followed in nearly the exact footsteps of Faith with one exception. 
 
    Faith was dead. And I was alive. 
 
    I turned my attention to that bizarre phone call. Even in my extreme drunken state, it had sounded like a conversation about more than dinner plans. But then he explained that it was his sister. And I thought about my brother. Every conversation that I have with my brother is about more than dinner plans. Even if it’s about dinner plans. 
 
    But now I realized the true import of that call. Reginald Capp was talking to someone about killing me the exact same way that they killed Faith. And whoever was on the other end of that phone call had saved my life. 
 
    That meant that whoever was on the other end of that line was the real mastermind behind what happened to Faith. That person probably wasn’t real happy with Reginald Capp’s freelancing. 
 
    I tried to think of who that person could possibly be. My first thought, because I want to blame all of the evil in the world on Neo-Nazis, was that Reginald Capp was acting under the direction of a higher ranking Nazi. 
 
    That seemed unlikely, however. Reginald had just found a mixed race woman who was certainly much closer to grossly intoxicated than Faith had been when Reginald swept in and picked her up. I had done half the work for them. Plus, they got away with whatever they did the first time. I couldn’t imagine any good Nazi not greenlighting my murder. 
 
    Also, it seemed unlikely that Reginald would be freelancing if it were an official Nazi operation. My guess was that there was a pretty rigid pecking order among Nazis, and you knew your rank.  
 
    So who could it be? 
 
    I decided that it had to be a woman, as strange as that may seem. He had pretended to be talking to his sister. I was convinced that he had said that he was talking to his sister because he believed that I might have heard the clearly female voice on the line. 
 
    I started to wonder if Reginald had a Mrs. Capp. I had seen no wedding ring on Reginald, but those slide off easily enough as long as you don’t put on weight after marriage. And I can confirm to you that Reginald may be a Nazi, but he is one physically fit Nazi. I’m sure he could still slide a wedding ring off quite easily. 
 
    Maybe he had a homicidal Mrs.  
 
    But she knew he was with me. What did she think when he didn’t come home until the next morning after being with me? She had to know what he did. 
 
    Maybe they had an open relationship. It seemed possible…until it didn’t. 
 
    Aren’t Nazis like super orthodox? An open relationship just seemed completely out of bounds. 
 
    But then what was sleeping with a mixed race woman? 
 
    Even the Nazis weren’t very good at being Nazis. Like the slave owners who made time for their slaves. 
 
    Chastity was probably only for women in Nazi culture anyway. A proper Aryan man could probably have as many blonde haired, blue eyed baby factories as he could wrangle himself, and there was nothing that the womenfolk could do about it. 
 
    So maybe it was a wife. 
 
    Or maybe he wasn’t even lying. Maybe it was his Norwegian, Aryan sister with a similar bent. Maybe she was a Nazi too. 
 
    I put a big x through everything that I had just written. If Reginald really was a Nazi, and, in spite of all appearances, he had to be Nazi. (He was the “distinguished” Nazi speaker after all.) Then there was no way that women were anything better than second fiddle to him. How could there possibly be a woman who could pull rank on him? There just couldn’t be. 
 
    But he slept with me. And that wasn’t supposed to happen either. 
 
    Maybe someone had power over him somehow. Maybe that person was a woman. 
 
     How? 
 
    Then I came up with an answer. Blackmail.  
 
    Of course, some woman saw him do something illegal, in the course of his ordinary Nazi doings perhaps, and she is blackmailing him. But she doesn’t want money. For some reason she wanted him to round up Faith Nguyen. She wanted him to get Faith very drunk. She wanted him to give Faith the date rape drug and then just not rape her. 
 
    And that was where things got weird. (Okay, well I guess it’s all weird, weirder.) Everyone thought that the story was a real tragedy in this sense. Everyone thought that Faith had actually escaped the man that meant to rape her. But what if she hadn’t? What if rape was never part of the plan? 
 
    What if Reginald Capp administered all of that under the strict control of a blackmailing woman who demanded that Faith be killed but not raped?  
 
    If that was the case, and I thought it was because in that weird telephone conversation, Reginald hadn’t expressed any surprise that Faith had fallen to her death. In fact, it sounded like her death had pretty much just gone according to plan. And it was a plan that he had wanted to revisit with me. 
 
    Faith’s death was starting to look like less than even a semi-suicide.  
 
    But how could you predict that Faith would stagger and stumble over the railing to her death. Hundreds of grossly intoxicated people have probably bobbed and weaved their way safely across that bridge in the time that it had stood. How could anyone know that Faith would stumble and fall? 
 
    Then I remembered something. I thought back to my Freudian psychotherapy. 
 
    Do you know what made Freud come to the conclusion that there was an unconscious mind that we are generally not aware of? It was hypnosis. 
 
    Freud’s interactions with people who had been hypnotized convinced him that there was a part of the brain that acted below the level of conscious awareness.  
 
    The degree to which hypnosis works or can work is hotly debated. Some therapists will use it. Others consider it quackery. Some believe that people supposedly under the influence of hypnosis are just voluntarily doing the things that they do. 
 
    Myself, I was never able to be hypnotized. But my brother was. And I don’t think that he was faking. 
 
    But I was stone cold sober all those times that my psychoanalyst tried to hypnotize me. I had all my ego defenses in place. 
 
    What would happen if I had a nearly lethal blood alcohol level and the date rape drug swimming around in my system? Would I be more suggestible then? Would I yield to hypnosis then? 
 
    Would I stagger out on to that bridge, take three steps perhaps? Stop. Gather myself. Lurch hard. Over the railing. 
 
    And maybe I too would’ve passed out before I kissed the river good night. 
 
    It seemed absurd. But it was also Ockham’s razor. As complicated as it was, it was the simplest explanation that I could come up with that fit the facts. 
 
    So I fired up my laptop. I had to learn as much as I could about Reginald Capp. 
 
    The interesting thing about Reginald Capp was that he was all over the seedier side of the internet. Yet I couldn’t find a single picture that would allow me to confirm for absolute certain that the man I had seen in my bedroom and out on the street was Reginald Capp. 
 
    Even the book that he presumably played an important role in: “Words of Wisdom: The Collected Speech Excerpts of Reginald Capp” did not seem to have a photo of him anywhere. 
 
    Reginald Capp’s speeches had been reproduced on unsavory sites that I didn’t dare check out for fear of malware or something. He was oft quoted. I saw parts of the quotations in my search. But again, I didn’t dare click on anything. 
 
    He had his own page on the official Nazi party website. I decided that the official Nazi party website, while evil and completely irredeemable, was probably free of malware as long as I didn’t jump on any of the clickbait. 
 
    I felt like a traitor to my family, my forbears, and especially, strangely enough, to my deceased, white great uncle who fought the Nazis in World War Two. But I had to know. I had to know about Reginald Capp. 
 
    I studied his page in detail. Here’s what it said: 
 
    “Reginald Capp served with honor in the Marines. He was an Iraq and Afghanistan veteran who came home to fight for an equally noble cause: his race. A brief stint in college convinced him of the institutional (n word), Jew, and homosexual agenda in all places of so called higher education. 
 
    Reginald did study enough to realize that without radical action to stop out of control migration of (Hispanic slur) and miscegenation, the white majority that have made America, and Western Civilization, great will be eroded. Given the lower IQs of criminal illegals, (n words), (another Hispanic slur), and mixed race peoples, the emergence of a dumber non-white majority should instill both fear and inspiration in all of our race warriors, and it certainly did in Reginald. 
 
    Reginald is a gifted speaker who knows how to tell the truth about the story of the glory of the white race. He has inspired many to become involved or more involved in the American Nazi Party and the alt right. 
 
    Reginald is the single person who is most responsible for our new emphasis on miscegenation and so called mixed race or biracial half breeds. He really helped draw attention to how the ill-informed white man or white woman is betraying their race when lying down with half breeds, (n words), Jews, and other undesirables. 
 
    Reginald is in this respect the conscience of a movement. We in the Nazi Party haven’t paid nearly enough attention to the white men and white women who fraternize with the enemy. No more. We have Reginald’s idealism, political savvy, and unparalleled oratory to thank for that.  
 
    Catch one of Reginald’s heart felt and inspiring speeches for yourself. Below is a list of all of Reginald’s appearances for this year starting on January 6th in Sacramento.” 
 
    I leaned back in my chair for a moment. I was unpleasantly surprised at how well written Reginald Capp’s page was compared to what I expected it to be. I expected it to read like it was written in crayon on a cocktail napkin by a drunken idiot with dyslexia. This bordered on a professional bio. 
 
    After reflecting on that with dismay, I moved on to the next logical question.  
 
    I made a note of the exact day that Faith Nguyen stumbled off of that bridge to her death It was early in the morning on January 7th. Reginald Capp would have been speaking in Sacramento on the 6th at seven in the evening Pacific time, meaning nine in the evening here. Maybe he could’ve caught a flight back in time. But it was unlikely.  
 
    Of course it was unlikely. Reginal Capp was not hard to find on the internet. Of course the police would’ve suspected Reginald Capp the same way that I did. Well, I mean not exactly in the same way. It’s not like he hooked up with the police at some club on trivia night, but you get the idea. A mixed race woman dies and her final message to anyone appears to be the name of a literal Nazi who actively preaches hatred and probably violence directed at mixed race individuals: 
 
    Reginald Capp was a suspect right out of central casting. 
 
    The problem was that Reginald probably had a dozen or more lying Nazis who were all willing to say that Reginald Capp stayed in Sacramento on the night before the murder. Certainly the police realized that Nazis might lie, but they must just not have had enough evidence to charge Reginald. 
 
    Or maybe they didn’t know what he looked like. 
 
    I wondered if I should go to the police. 
 
    Then my father’s fear of the police rose up in me. And I started to think. 
 
    I started to realize how thin my theory was, how little substance there was to it. 
 
    If I went to the police to positively identify Reginald Capp, they might say something to me like how can you be sure it’s him. And I couldn’t be sure. I was sure my intuition was right, but the cops wouldn’t go by my intuition. I’d needed to have seen his driver’s license or something. And I hadn’t even gotten his name that night. 
 
    I still didn’t know in a scientific sense if my super soldier hook up was Reginald Capp. I couldn’t prove it. 
 
    I couldn’t even prove that what the man I believed to be Reginald Capp was wrestling off of his arm when I saw him outside of that hotel was a red Nazi arm band. I had no definitive scientific proof that the man was even a Nazi, much less THE Reginald Capp. 
 
    Yes, his name was on the letterhead, but there were other people there. I couldn’t prove that he had picked me up with plans to murder me. I couldn’t prove that the weird phone call that he took was with the mastermind and co-conspirator in his murderous schemes who talked him out of killing me for some reason. I couldn’t even prove that the person on the other end of that phone call was a woman. 
 
    I knew in my bones that all of those things were true, but juries don’t hear testimony from bones. 
 
    No, going to the police was a bad idea. I might go there to finger Reginald Capp and end up in a locked psych ward. 
 
    I had to gather more evidence at a minimum before I went to the police.  
 
    Reginald Capp was likely only free because of the false alibis of a dozen or more Nazis, but those Nazis had a better story than I did. 
 
    Or did they? There were no pictures of Reginald Capp. How would someone in Sacramento know him? 
 
    This could be an, “I am Spartacus!” thing. There could be a half dozen people that speak under the name Reginald Capp. 
 
    It would be easy, all too easy to game that somehow. And it probably counts as an excused absence among those in the know if the reason that you couldn’t make your Nazi speaking engagement was because you were murdering a mixed race college student. 
 
    It frustrated me to no end to know that the Nazis were winning. Even after all that I knew. 
 
    Then I started to really worry. Maybe these Nazis had mastered some new kind of hypnosis. Maybe Faith’s death was a precursor, an augury of what was to come. Maybe these Nazis, who I had always considered pretty stupid, had mastered a new mind control technique. Maybe a real race war was coming and Faith was the proof of concept. 
 
    I shuddered at the thought. 
 
    I decided to do some more research. I did a search for “finding Reginald Capp”. 
 
    This time I found a site that tried to get people out of hate groups. They had a “Do you really know Reginald Capp?” page that I clicked on. This was what it said: 
 
    “Did you know the following five facts about Reginald Capp? 
 
    
    	 Reginald Capp is actually three different men, one in the Midwest (probably Iowa or Minnesota), one on the West Coast (probably rural Oregon), and one in the Deep South (Mussel Shoals area). 
 
    	 Only one of the three men who identify as Reginald Capp have served in the military at all (the Midwestern one), and he was discharged from Marine Corps before he even completed boot camp. None of them have ever served in Iraq or Afghanistan. 
 
    	 Reginald Capp’s speeches are not his (their) own. All of them are written and approved by a Nazi steering committee. The exact name of the real speechwriter is not yet known to this website. 
 
    	 Two women of a non-white racial background claim to have had a romantic link with two of the Reginald Capp’s (the West Coast and Midwestern ones). A third woman, who is Jewish, claims to have dated the Reginald Capp in the South. 
 
    	 The Reginald Capps are accused of a half dozen crimes ranging from arson to attempted murder, and in at least one of those crimes a white man who didn’t seem to have any ties to any other race or political involvement was the primary victim. 
 
   
 
    So there it all was. Faith’s death was just one of a handful of crimes that these three stooges had committed in some kind of Nazi shell game.  
 
    I looked at the list of accusations with more and more disgust. I picked up my phone. I called the hotel. I informed them that they had let their conference room out to Nazis. 
 
    They apologized profusely. The Nazis had used some bland euphemism as the name of their group when they rented the conference room. The manager of the hotel immediately agreed to never let a conference room out to that group again and to do a better job vetting their conference room rentals in general. 
 
    I was pleased. And that’s why I haven’t named this hotel. 
 
    And their response heartened me. And as I stared at the ashes of the fallacy of Reginald Capp, I ceased to feel disgusted.  
 
    And I began to feel determined. 
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    It was a new month. It was December. You know what that meant. 
 
    Yeah, there was Christmas and all that, but that wasn’t what I was looking forward to. 
 
    A new month meant a new girl’s night out. It was Alyssa’s turn to choose. That usually meant something a little wild, or at least more interesting than our usual fare. 
 
    Where would it be this time? Something like the Thunder from Down Under? A world beer drinking tour where we had to walk around downtown, go into the next bar, and at least one of us had to order a beer that was from a country that we hadn’t sampled from yet? 
 
    No, she insisted that Cirque du ‘Sota was so great that we needed to go there again! 
 
    She had managed to score four free tickets for the show at the Northrup Auditorium at the University of Minnesota. It sounded like the free tickets were the result of her usual shenanigans.   
 
    I must admit that I died a little inside when I found out that we were going to see the human hamsters again. Sure it was a new venue, but big deal.  
 
    At least I didn’t have to buy a ticket. 
 
    Plus, Alyssa offered to give me a ride there and back. 
 
    I was looking forward to catching up with her on the way. And we were all meeting at the Loring Pasta Bar for dinner and drinks beforehand. 
 
    At least that would be fun. 
 
    Alyssa was stuck at work when the fated day arrived. I had wondered why Alyssa was going to leave work at the University of Minnesota to drive downtown and pick me up in the teeth of rush hour traffic. It would’ve been much more logical to have Hui pick me up if anyone was going to pick me up. 
 
    Alyssa knew that I could easily just catch a bus or the green line. So it would be no big deal if she got stuck at work. 
 
    And it was no big deal. I just wanted to have some time alone with my best friend in the world. 
 
    I’d have no one to talk to without these extraordinary women. 
 
    It’s amazing how little has changed in our friendships. Especially since we have such a huge amount of variability in our professional and family (or no family) life. We’ve only become closer since college. 
 
    And every girls’ night out was a reminder of that. Hui, Maya, and I just ordered drinks until Alyssa finally made it, essentially from across the street. I was ravenously hungry by the time we ordered pasta. 
 
    When it arrived I ate too much. 
 
    So I sat through another dreadful Cirque du ‘Sota performance with a tummy ache. It was no different. The only thing that had changed was the venue. They balanced on a giant ball. They ran up a wall and dismounted with a flip. 
 
    I yawned. 
 
    I started to daydream. I started to think about Faith Nguyen. 
 
    I used that time constructively. I tried to map out a precise timeline for everything that led up to her death. 
 
    No doubt Reginald Capp had met Faith by the bathrooms in Club Canoodle, given her the death line, and stated that he would pick her up at the corner. So, on the advice of Reggie White, Faith had fled from David Sanborn into the aura of Reginald Capp.  
 
    Faith Nguyen left Club Canoodle around eight. The night was still young. Presumably, she walked to the corner of Fifth and Marquette and got into a too black SUV that was full of softballs, camping gear, and sundry other sports implements. 
 
    Reginald Capp and Faith Nguyen were together for hours presumably. Because Faith Nguyen disappears from the middle of the evening until about three in the morning.  
 
    In that time, she ended up with the date rape drug and copious amounts of alcohol in her system. How? 
 
    How do you force someone to drink? 
 
    Maybe Faith was hypnotized from the beginning. Maybe Reginald Capp makes the statement about death because it’s a sign. Maybe it’s a sign of suggestibility if you’re willing to hop into a car with some random dude you don’t know because he fascinated you by approaching you with a statement of death. 
 
    Maybe Reginald Capp used hypnosis almost right away on Faith. In fact, maybe he had been just about to hypnotize me until whoever was on the other end of the line on that phone call talked him out of it. 
 
    It made sense. There was a power about Reginald Capp that was hard to put into words. He had a certain weird charm. 
 
    He could be a world class hypnotist. 
 
    And if he was, then we should all be worried. Maybe these neo-Nazis had stumbled onto something. Maybe they knew how to manipulate the minds of people. Even if it only worked on suggestible people, (or people rendered suggestible by alcohol) it was a frightening prospect. How could the suggestible fight back? 
 
    I realized that if that was the case I had to solve the mystery of Faith Nguyen. Unfortunately, I was at another dead end. 
 
    And the cops were probably at the same dead end, likely frustrated by a score of lying Nazis. 
 
    Meanwhile, possible Nazi hypnotic ability could have been spreading everywhere. Perhaps there were dozens like Reginald Capp just lying in wait. Just waiting for orders. 
 
      A roar of applause jarred me from my reverie. I looked down from our balcony seats, first at the large mauve drapery, and then at the performers out to take bows.  
 
    Hui, Alyssa, and Maya were applauding as frantically as everyone else. And I’m too Minnesotan to not applaud at something, even if I’m not interested in it. It’s just not nice. I may not have appreciated what they did out there. Really I may not have even appreciated the effort in the sense that said effort could’ve been directed toward something nobler, like figuring out a better energy storage solution for solar power or something. But the Cirque du ‘Sota performers were human beings who had tried, and that had to count for something. 
 
    Everyone gets a trophy in Minnesota. 
 
    The girls of the East Wing of Territorial Hall filed out slowly. Alyssa reminded me that she’d give me a ride home. We said our goodbyes to Hui and Maya. 
 
    “Just wait up by the curb there,” Alyssa commanded. “I need to go through my building to get my car, and I can’t let anybody in who doesn’t work there after ten o’ clock.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. 
 
    I waited out by the curb. 
 
    I panicked! 
 
    It was him! It was Reginald Capp! 
 
    Was he following me? Did he somehow know that I’d be here? Was he back to finish what he had started with me?  
 
    It didn’t seem that way. 
 
    He didn’t seem to even see me as he cut across a yard holding a crusty half inch of snow. He walked behind me toward the Northrup Auditorium, toward that big, brick building with its long, symmetrical rows of windows. He walked right up to a side door, and he paced in front of it. 
 
    A few snowflakes started to flutter down. The night sky was just one big obsidian cloud without even a sliver of a moon. 
 
    I looked nervously back at Reginald Capp by that side door. 
 
    All of a sudden the door opened! One of the Cirque du “Sota performers stepped out, still in her flimsy, gossamer costume in a bone chilling night. 
 
    I was certain that she was Asian-American when I had seen her from afar. Now I realized that she was likely Asian and African-American. She was prettier close up too. She was a beautifully ultra-fit woman. 
 
    But the most obvious thing about her that I had failed to notice onstage was her imperious mien. Her whole bearing and deportment was that of a queen. And I could feel that same power that existed in Reginald Capp in her. Except that she was much more powerful. 
 
    The proof of her incredible power happened when Reginald Capp collapsed to his knees the moment that he saw her. 
 
    She deigned to listen to whatever he had to say. Then she motioned for him to stand up like a queen bidding her court jester to dance for her amusement. 
 
    Reginald rose and the two of them started walking along the edge of the Northrup Auditorium toward the rear of the building. 
 
    I knew that I had to see what was happening. I left my post. 
 
    I followed at a considerable distance. The two of them crunched over the crusty snow. I walked just behind them, parallel on the sidewalk. 
 
    Fortunately, they walked into an open space between a dock door and another brick University of Minnesota building with what looked like a turret. And I saw them in a dark, almost alley right behind the Northrup Auditorium next to a sloping cement ramp with a handrail under the diffuse floodlight mounted about three stories above. 
 
    I could see that Reginald was jabbering on and on. Eventually, she held out a solitary finger and placed it over his lips. 
 
    Then they passionately kissed. Reginald went back for one more kiss. 
 
    But she put that majestic finger over his lips again. She removed the other arm from what had been an embrace. And she pushed back. 
 
    Even though she had pushed back with the force of a feather, Reginald rocked back as if he had just taken a punch to the face. 
 
    He never recovered.  
 
    He slumped over, crestfallen. His back was bent like an old time serf under the weight of the wheat harvest. 
 
    He turned away from me. He shuffled off with the walk of a man defeated. 
 
    I watched him until he disappeared. 
 
    The performer turned toward me! I startled! 
 
    I didn’t have to. She didn’t know me. She never looked directly at me anyway. She shivered and made her way back to that side door into the auditorium as quickly as she could.  
 
    I shivered a little too. It was cold out there. But I didn’t know if the chill was from her and Reginald, the biting December air, or both. 
 
    I heard someone honking their horn.  
 
    It was Alyssa. She was parked illegally where I was supposed to be waiting for her. 
 
    I ran over there. 
 
    “What the hell were you doing?” Alyssa demanded. 
 
    “I thought I saw someone that I knew,” I decided. 
 
    Alyssa shook her head. The headlights bounced off of the edges of fat snowflakes and carved into the shapeless black beyond. 
 
    Alyssa and I chatted the whole way home, but the whole time I was thinking about how I had finally figured it all out.  
 
    I just knew that Reginald Capp and that woman from Cirque du ‘Sota were in cahoots. Reginald had picked up Faith. Reginald had got her drinking. Then Reginald had slipped her the date rape drug. Then, and this is why murders like Faith’s aren’t happening all over the country, that woman who had fell Reginald Capp with her mere presence hypnotized the young and very suggestible Faith Nguyen.  
 
    There was good news in that. The neo-Nazis lacked hypnotism technology? Ability? Only this powerful woman could’ve convinced Faith to take that last lurch over the Third Avenue Bridge. 
 
    That also meant that she was the mastermind. Reginald Capp was the underling. 
 
    Reginald wasn’t very good at being a Nazi. This mixed race performer had completely mastered him. 
 
    I just knew it was true. 
 
    Again I considered going to the police. Again I realized how little the hard facts, the data supported what I intuitively knew to be true. I had seen Reginald Capp on his knees. I had seen him kiss a mixed race performer once. I had seen him go back in for a second kiss only to be rebuffed by a shushing finger. 
 
    There was no, “Hey that was a great murder, wasn’t it?”  
 
    Or, “Hey, you know what we should do again? Murder.” 
 
    Or, “I can really get them drunk, drugged up, and suggestible, but boy howdy can you hypnotize.” 
 
    No. There was none of that. 
 
    I had no hard proof. None. 
 
    My dilemma had changed but little. I sat in that car, half listening to Alyssa and sometimes talking without really paying attention to what I was saying, and though I had seen much, and inferred much more, I was completely without proof. And I had no hope of getting that proof. 
 
    “Angie,” Alyssa snapped. 
 
    I woke up and concentrated completely on her. 
 
    “Angie, give me an answer that makes sense,” Alyssa demanded. “I asked you if you could babysit Toby (her dog) two weeks from Saturday for two days, and you told me that you like butterscotch.” 
 
    “Of course I can babysit Toby,” I felt my face turning a little red. “Just bring him by before you leave.” 
 
    By then we were at my building. We said goodbye and parted with a hug. I walked up to the front door and raced up to my unit. 
 
    I fired up my laptop. I had to know. 
 
    Lakita Howard. That was the name of the Cirque du ‘Sota performer who had been outside with Reginald Capp. That was the name of the hypnotist. 
 
    At least I had made that much progress. 
 
    I thought that might be the end of the line. So I began to furiously write what would become this book. I devoted almost every moment to it. I had an hour or two of meetings on weekdays, I ran on the treadmill in Milan or the Forbidden City, and I wrote. 
 
    One afternoon, I was disturbed by the alert that I had set for news about Faith Nguyen. At first I was upset. I figured that it was only some modest update to the story or maybe even something about a different Faith Nguyen, but I was wrong. 
 
    It was a big, hairy deal. 
 
    And I was wrong about at least one thing. A man had just been arrested, charged, and confessed to the murder of Faith Nguyen. But he was not Reginald Capp or someone using Reginald Capp as a stage name. The man who had murdered Faith Nguyen was named Scott Olson. 
 
    Scott Olson had introduced himself to Faith Nguyen as Reginald Capp. And in his own way, Scott Olson kind of was Reginald Capp. I don’t know if you recall that anti-hate group website and their writing about Reginald Capp. If you do, you’ll remember that the Reginald Capps (there were three with that stage name) basically just delivered speeches that were written by a then unknown neo-Nazi speechwriter. We knew who it was after the arrest. Because Scott Olson was that elusive Nazi speechwriter. 
 
    Scott Olson was also, of course, the man that I had hooked up with. Scott Olson was the Norwegian super soldier. Scott Olson was the man with the bag of soccer balls, pup tent, hiking gear, etc. in the back of his too black SUV. 
 
    Scott Olson confessed because the evidence against him was overwhelming and damning. Some “brave citizen” had come forward with a cornucopia of evidence against Scott. (Ahem, Lakita Howard.) The police had an IV bag that had once held almost pure alcohol with Scott’s fingerprints all over it. If you’ll remember, Faith had an IV mark, but didn’t test positive for any intravenous drugs. I think that we had all assumed that Faith had such a high BAC at the time of her death because she had drank copious amounts of alcohol. Instead, she had been force fed alcohol intravenously. Scott had restrained her with ropes and forced the alcohol that Faith wouldn’t drink into her veins. The police also had the ropes that had been used to tie up Faith. One strand of rope had a small amount of blood from Faith on it and Scott’s fingerprints all over it. The police also had two remaining tablets of the same date rape cocktail that was in Faith’s system provided by this star witness. They had Faith’s purse which had never been found. Again, it was full of Scott Olson’s prints. They had obtained a search warrant for his car and found a small amount of Faith’s blood in there. (To think, I might have sat right on it.) 
 
    It was an open and shut case. Except for one thing. I knew what the police didn’t know. I knew that Scott had a boss. He had a boss who had just turned him in. And I had to talk to him. 
 
    Scott was at the Hennepin County Adult Detention Center awaiting trial. I wrote another letter to the jail. This one was very different. It went as follows: 
 
    “Saw some interesting stuff between you and Lakita. Please let me know when I can visit.” 
 
    That was the letter. It worked. 
 
    .I wrote and wrote while I waited. But eventually the letter came. I knew it would. 
 
    I went to visit Scott, knowing that this could be my only chance to nail down what happened. This might be my only chance to reach a conclusion to the story I was writing. 
 
    I walked over that industrial tile, past the white block walls, past the handsy security, and up to the partition of glass flanked by a solitary phone the same way that I had when I talked to one of the corrupt owners of Club Canoodle in this same jail. I sat down. I waited. 
 
    Scott’s eyes darted like cockroaches as he walked toward me. Then he saw me, recognized me, and a wide grin spread over his face. 
 
    He sat down on his side of the glass partition. He grabbed his telephone. I grabbed mine. 
 
    “You just can’t leave well enough alone,” he chuckled. “Don’t you get it that it was just that night? You really are a stupid (racial slur).” 
 
    “Why aren’t you saying anything about her?” I demanded. 
 
    His mouth dropped open. His eyes grew wide. 
 
    “I don’t know who you’re talking about, (racial slur),” Scott replied. 
 
    “Lakita,” I began. “She owns you.” 
 
    “That’s ridiculous,” Scott’s eyes darted again. 
 
    “She set you up,” I insisted. 
 
    Scott shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “You’re just going to sit there and take it?” I asked. “Why?” 
 
    “Look here, (racial slur), you’ve obviously never been in love. Doesn’t surprise me. You’re not even very good in bed,” Scott sniped. 
 
    “Love?” I laughed. 
 
    Scott had the strangest expression come over his face. It was something like humility, something like peace, and something like…satisfaction. 
 
    It made me wonder. Had I ever REALLY been in love? I mean was there ever a guy that I had dated who I would gladly forgive for betraying me with a kiss and then turning me into the police with enough evidence to put me in jail for life? I couldn’t imagine such a love. No, I had never been in love  
 
    But Scott had been in that kind of love. Scott was still in that kind of love. It was his one thing to hold onto 
 
    “I know what Lakita did,” I stated. 
 
    Scott’s eyes darted again. 
 
    “Hypnotism,” I said. 
 
    Scott squinted for a moment. 
 
    “Are you fucking serious?” he laughed uproariously. “You really are a dumb (racial slur). I’m done with this conversation. You got nothing. And you really believe in that? Hypnotism is some serious bullshit. Run along and play detective now, you (racial slur). Run along before they put you in the nuthouse.” 
 
    Scott hung up his phone. He stood up. He was still laughing. I can still see him laughing as he walked up to the guard by the secure door and waited to be let back into the jail, into his cell. I watched all of this clutching the phone on my side of the glass partition. I hung it up. I felt like crying. 
 
    I thought that I had ruined my only chance to come up with the real answer to the short, mysterious death of Faith Nguyen.  
 
    I left that jail a broken woman. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 14 
 
    I spent the next week in a fever dream. I wrote like I had never written before. I wrote like I had just been diagnosed with some fatal disease and had very little time left to tell some urgent tale that was of paramount importance. 
 
    I thought that the complete answer to the short, mysterious death of Faith Nguyen would just come to me if I wrote everything down. If I remembered every little detail. 
 
    It was a silly fantasy of course, and it didn’t work. I was treating a murder mystery like a romantic comedy. Like the answer was there in front of me the whole time.  
 
    But I did realize something in the process of writing. I realized that I was right about a lot of things. And I was even mostly right about Lakita Howard. 
 
    I realized that Scott Olson, who had been known to flood at least one women with intravenous alcohol and the date rape drug under the name Reginald Capp, wouldn’t have met with me if Lakita wasn’t involved. My letter was cryptic but to the point. Scott Olson never would’ve met with me if he didn’t believe that I might have had some evidence that his forbidden soulmate was involved. That she might go to jail too.  
 
    Not to mention, Scott had an extremely poor poker face. His blue eyes watered. His lips trembled. His lies weren’t given away by microexpressions nearly as much as they were given away by macroexpressions. There was a nervous man under that orange prison jumpsuit in spite of all his seeming poise and strength. 
 
    It was obvious that Lakita was involved, and he knew it. And even after she had betrayed him with a kiss. Even after she had turned him in. Even after she had done everything in her power to make sure that Scott Olson spent the rest of his life in jail. He was still as fascinated with her as a teenager with their first beau who they run back to again and again in spite of shabby treatment. 
 
    Scott had a weird kind of almost solipsism. He believed that the only person who really existed was Lakita Howard. 
 
    So there was no doubt that she was involved. 
 
    And I must confess that I never felt comfortable with hypnosis as an explanation. Sure, I believed that I’d seen it seem to work on my brother during therapy sessions when we were kids. And sure it’s what made Freud Freud. And yes, it supposedly can help people quit smoking. But my therapist had tried to hypnotize me too, on several occasions. And that didn’t work.  
 
    I have a scientific mind. And Freud was doing the best he could with the science of the (Victorian) time. A lot has changed since then. I probably should’ve been more skeptical, but I just couldn’t think of a better hypothesis. So I had to do an experiment to rule it in or out. I did that experiment with Scott Olson. 
 
    And he definitively ruled it out. 
 
    That led me squarely to the original problem. How did they get Faith to walk off that bridge? 
 
    I began to play devil’s advocate with myself. Maybe it was a horrible accident after all. Maybe what looked to me like a willful act really was an accident caused by the cerebellum and the inner ear being unable to keep Faith from walking over the railing and into the river because of gross intoxication. 
 
    It was possible. Hell, it was probably even Ockham’s razor. That was what my hypothesis should be. 
 
    But this was what bothered me. That phone call. That phone call that I was now certain was between Scott Olson and Lakita Howard. And in that phone call, Scott had made reference to the last time. 
 
    It was all intended. It was all intentional. 
 
    Somehow they had made Faith Nguyen walk off of that bridge. Were they out of camera frame holding her at gunpoint? It seemed unlikely since Faith never looked back or really even forward. Besides, anyone who’s ever dealt with a car full of drunk people knows that they can’t even necessarily pay attention to the woman in the fast food drive thru who is trying to get them to shut up and order something, much less someone theoretically holding them at gunpoint from a distance. 
 
    Faith had looked too intoxicated to see someone holding a gun a ways away from her as a real threat. My guess is that she was drunk to the point that she was like a cat. She was living in one perpetual drunken and drugged up moment. She had no idea what happened two seconds ago and no idea what she was going to do two seconds in the future. 
 
    Then I thought, what if they planned to kill her, and they just got lucky and she stumbled off the bridge to her death before they had to.  
 
    That seemed even less plausible. What were they free range murderers? We let them run around on a bridge for fun before we slaughter them. Those kinds of things might happen in a movie or on a TV show where diabolical yet playful serial killers like to indulge themselves in some bizarre kind of almost murderous cat and mouse foreplay, but I was almost certain that Scott and Lakita had no time for that kind of stuff. 
 
    The problem was that I had no other ideas. And I began to criticize myself. I began to tell myself that I had swallowed the whole hypnosis nonsense hook, line, and sinker. Really how much stranger was free range murderers? 
 
    Ok, it was stranger. 
 
    But I was grasping at straws because I was desperate. And I felt that I only had one last move. 
 
    I knew what that move would be. I knew what I had to do. That was the easy part. 
 
    The tough part was that I had to solve the mystery of Faith’s death first. 
 
    I got a call that night. I needed to do another emergency bridge inspection that next morning. 
 
    I welcomed a break from my thoughts which were threatening to turn very negative. I welcomed a break from softly beating myself up. 
 
    And at least this time I had all the equipment that I needed when I showed up. 
 
    I was inspecting the Lake Street Bridge. Lake Street is a very busy street in South Minneapolis. Once you cross the bridge, you’re on Marshall Avenue, and you’re in St. Paul. 
 
    There’s nothing particularly striking about the bridge. It was built to move cars across a river without a wisp of a concern for poetry or beauty. Plus, it’s far enough south that it doesn’t even offer a good view of downtown. 
 
    There is a nice trail that winds along the river and goes under the Lake Street Bridge. I run there sometimes. It’s especially pleasant in the fall when the hardwood deciduous trees erupt in fiery reds, oranges, and golds.  
 
    I only had a small section to inspect, but again I saw something on the other edge of the bridge. 
 
    I had been inspecting on the St. Paul side. There was something wedged in the steel beams under the bridge by the Minneapolis side and it was enormous. 
 
    So I had to do the same drill. First I had to see exactly what it was. That meant that I had to call up our third party vendor and have them move my equipment to the other side of the bridge.  
 
    It was around lunch time anyway so I ducked into a little nearby grille.  
 
    I found my way back to the shore of the Mississippi River, this time on the Minneapolis side. Surprisingly, my equipment had already been moved. I had taken a long hour and half lunch, but still. 
 
    So I went up to take a look at whatever was wedged in the bridge.  
 
    I was rarely surprised at my job. But this was new. 
 
    Somehow somebody had wedged a broken down, rusty golf cart in between the support beams on the bridge. 
 
    I spent several minutes trying to figure out how in the hell somebody had done that.  
 
    The metal frame support beams were well above ground level. The Lake Street Bridge is a very busy bridge. I didn’t think that anyone could’ve lowered it from up top. I also didn’t think that the guard rail on the edge of the bridge would be strong enough to support a golf cart. 
 
    I decided that they had to have winched it up to the supports from below. And then it would have maybe been possible for one or two men in safety harnesses to push the golf cart into place so it would stick up there. 
 
    It was ingenious. It was modern art. 
 
    I called the line for maintenance. I was really hoping that Thad would come out.  
 
    And he did. 
 
    We joked around a bit. Then I pointed up to the golf cart. 
 
    “Someone was driving drunk last night,” Thad quipped. 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    “Seriously though this is a real pain in my ass,” Thad sighed. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I wondered. 
 
    “I’m on my own,” Thad shook his head. “It’s winter. I’m the only person on. I don’t want to call someone in for this. Plus MNDOT would have an aneurysm over the on call pay. I think that I’m just going to have to go up there and break it down into pieces and hope that the biggest piece isn’t too big for me to lower down with a pulley or something. 
 
    Dammit. This is going to be my afternoon and evening.” 
 
    “Do you want me to help you?” I asked. 
 
    “I do,” Thad nodded. “But I can’t let you help. I’d get fired if you got hurt or something. You get paid because you know stuff. I get paid to fix stuff and take stupid risks. And never the twain shall meet.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I’m going to look like the world’s strangest troll trying to maneuver a golf cart chassis around under a bridge after it gets dark in two hours,” Thad sighed. 
 
    “The good news is that MNDOT will probably let you keep the golf cart,” I pointed out. 
 
    “Great, you, me, Jace, and Dave can tool around in a golf cart as a foursome. I think they say that in golf, don’t they? A foursome? Like it’s group sex or something,” Thad shook his head. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I laughed. “You’re the guy who is studying sports for the glory of our trivia team.” 
 
    “I could do this all day,” Thad sighed. “But I have to free a golf cart.” 
 
    “Think of it as conceptual art,” I suggested. 
 
    “I can’t. Because then I’d be defacing a work of art,” Thad concluded. 
 
    I walked away. I walked up to Lake Street. I waited for a 21 bus to take me to the Blue Line and back downtown. 
 
    The commute was long, loud, and crowded. But I eventually made it home. 
 
    I warmed up some dal that I had made the night before. I sat on my couch. I turned on the television. 
 
    My TV was on PBS. It was a nature show. It was about spiders. 
 
    “The female black widow is eager for a mate,” the narrator said. “But first she has to spin a web.” 
 
    I watched the spider drag a silk thread from one part of the web to another part of the web. 
 
    And then I had it! I had solved the mystery! At long last, I knew exactly what had happened to Faith Nguyen. And I had to be right.  
 
    It was like in college when I would be working on a really hard math problem. Then I would visit the professor during office hours and ask about it, half sure that I had the right answer. Then I would realize why I was wrong after the professor would point out something. And when I realized that something and I recalculated, then I knew that I had the right answer to that math problem. 
 
    This revelation was just like that. 
 
    And my call to Marlon at MNDOT confirmed that. 
 
    The first part of my plan was simple. I had to convince the East Wing of Territorial Hall to move my selection of next month’s activity up a month. I needed to be at Cirque du Sota’s last performance of the season on Friday, December 21st at the Walker Art Center. I was hoping that my friends would let me double dip into December because I didn’t want to go alone, and it was unclear when their next performance would be. 
 
    Of course all my girlfriends agreed to that. Every last one of them loved Cirque du ‘Sota and teased me for criticizing it. Every last one of them was glad that I had finally woken up to the fact that those acrobats were amazing. 
 
    This time I rode with Hui to the restaurant and bar where we met for dinner and drinks in uptown. That was so much fun.  
 
    Even though I was so nervous. 
 
    Everything depended upon what would happen later. 
 
    I strategized through yet another weird Cirque du ‘Sota performance. I wondered if I should be out front, at the side, or in the parking ramp. 
 
    I decided on the parking ramp. 
 
    And while everyone was applauding, I checked my phone and turned on the highest rated audio recording app that I could find. 
 
    I had to pay for it. So I hoped it was worth it. 
 
    I turned down Hui’s possible ride home. I had to turn down Alyssa and Maya too. 
 
    I didn’t know what to tell them. So I told them the truth. 
 
    I said that I was going to wait until after the show to try to talk to one of the Cirque du ‘Sota performers. 
 
    “Good call!” Alyssa beamed. “I bet that guy is so flexible that he invents new sexual positions.” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    I didn’t think of it. I’m the only one who’s still single. They all assumed that I was out to get the one male performer in Cirque du ‘Sota which honestly hadn’t crossed my mind, but now that it did… 
 
    No, it’d be terrible. I’d have to pretend that I liked Cirque du ‘Sota and go to every blasted show. 
 
    I waited for several minutes after my friends left the auditorium. I made my way down to the parking ramp to wait.  
 
    I waited on the gray sidewalk, just on the other side of where most of the parking was. I was hoping to sneak up on her from behind. 
 
    I checked my recording app again. It seemed to be working. 
 
    Person after person streamed out into the parking ramp. They walked up the rolling gray slopes of concrete. They opened doors gingerly alongside concrete support beams. They started their cars with a grumble, and the scent of exhaust blasted me as they wound up and out in metal segments like a rectangular robotic worm. 
 
    Eventually the flood of people reduced to a trickle, and then nothing. I began to doubt my decision of the parking ramp. And I had to decide how long I was going to wait in the event that I was wrong.  
 
    I was staring out at the lone car left on the parking level in front of me bored out of my mind. Then I heard the door next to me open with a slight almost wheeze rather than a full creak. 
 
    I had long since stopped being excited by that asthmatic door. I began to regard the person coming out of that door with the same boredom that I had hitherto reserved for staring at the one remaining car that was probably theirs. 
 
    I snapped to attention. It was my quarry! 
 
    Step one surprise. Step two excite to jealousy. 
 
    “Lakita!” I snapped from behind in my best drill sergeant/ruthless personal trainer voice. 
 
    She startled. She whirled around to meet me. Why hadn’t I noticed before how suspiciously much she was about my height and weight? How much she looked like me…and Faith Nguyen? 
 
    “Scott,” I said. And I let that sink in. 
 
    Lakita tried to look casual. 
 
    “I’m guessing that you think that you got away with everything. Framing Scott like that,” I paused. “But I know something that you don’t know.” 
 
    Lakita said nothing, but she was turning a little redder. 
 
    “I know you think that you have absolute power over Scott, but you don’t. I do. And he told me everything,” I insisted. 
 
    “Oh, I think I know who you are! You’re that little slut that he picked up at that club and had his way with, aren’t you?” Lakita smiled. “Did he also tell you that you weren’t even very good in bed? Ha, you think that you know something that I don’t know! You wish you knew what I know that you don’t!” 
 
    “You think that I don’t know that he intended to kill me, with your help. Just like with Faith? I talked him out of it, but he said that he was worried that somehow you might know about it. So he took your call, just so he didn’t look suspicious,” I added. 
 
    “Look, Scott’s a sick Nazi pansy ass who does his thuggery with a fountain pen. If you want him, he’s yours,” Lakita decided. 
 
    “That doesn’t change what the two of you did together,” I insisted. 
 
    “What did we do?” Lakita yelled, and it bounced off of the gray concrete walls all around us. 
 
    “It all started when you were a janitor for MNDOT. You worked in a downtown Minneapolis command center until you got fired for playing around with the cameras. But you weren’t fired before you learned that there’s a gap in between the camera that shoots the deck of the Third Avenue Bridge and a little ways below the Third Avenue Bridge. 
 
    It continued when you spun Scott Olson with charm and lies. Scott Olson fell madly in love with you. The way that he fell madly in love with me. 
 
    Except that you abused that power. You had him pick up a young college girl named Faith Nguyen. You drove his SUV as he intravenously force fed her alcohol and then gave her the date rape drug. But there was no desire to rape her. It was all done to make her completely docile as Scott harnessed her to him and used the climbing gear in the back of his SUV to climb up and move along the supports underneath the bridge. 
 
    Everyone thinks that Faith walked off of that Third Avenue Bridge, but I know who did. Scott told me.  
 
    It was you! 
 
    You were impersonating Faith, and you did a good job. You were about her height and weight. You had her approximate skin tone. You wore her jacket, zipper open and loose so it could look like it fluttered off in the fall. You staggered. You staggered onto that bridge. You paused and pretended to be gathering yourself, but in reality you were doing something much craftier. You were slipping your ankle through a short length of rope painted black to hide in the night, tightening that rope, and then you stumbled over only to acrobatically flip into the supports of the bridge at the same moment that Scott Olson dropped the unconscious Faith Nguyen into the river. You took off her coat and floated it down with her body. It was the perfect crime.  
 
    Scott untied the rope from you and then from the bridge, and you both made your way along the supports of the bridge to land. You had done it! You had murdered an innocent girl.” 
 
    Lakita’s eyes had almost swallowed her face. Her jaw hung open. 
 
    “He did tell you everything!” Lakita gasped. 
 
    “He was right, wasn’t he?” I smiled. “Everything I just said was true.” 
 
    “It was,” Lakita confessed. “But you have to understand. You have to understand why I did it!” 
 
    “I’m listening,” I smiled. 
 
    “Scott Olson is a dangerous man,” Lakita explained. “He’s a neo-Nazi. He’s not just any old neo-Nazi. He’s their writer. You know how they say that the pen is mightier than the sword? He’s the pen! It’s his words that are attracting new members. It’s his words that are inspiring the Nazis to atrocious acts.  
 
    But he’s not good at being a Nazi. He has a thing for women like us. He has a thing for the people he writes about as vermin worthy of extermination.  
 
    I believe that in most instances we should judge people by their actions and not by their words. But I submit that when their words are odious enough, then we should judge them by their words instead of their actions. Especially when their words become the actions of others. 
 
    So I came up with a plan. I planned to frame Scott for a murder. It was a brilliant plan…” 
 
    “So an innocent girl had to die!” I gasped. 
 
    “I sacrificed one for the many,” Lakita snapped. 
 
    “Why didn’t you just kill him if you felt that way?” I demanded. 
 
    “Murder is too good for him,” Lakita hissed. “He doesn’t deserve some quick, painless death like Faith Nguyen. No, he should suffer. He should spend the rest of his life in prison. That’s the kind of suffering he deserves. 
 
    You have to agree with me. I continue to believe that I saved your life, or at least played a part in saving your life. I jailed a Nazi for the rest of his life, a Nazi that would ship you off to a concentration camp after he tired of you. And I think that he was already tired of you. Who are you going to defend? Are you going to stand up for Scott Olson? A Nazi! Or are you going to stand with me? That’s the question before you, and I know that you’ll make the right choice.” 
 
    Lakita turned to walk away. I watched her walk to that lone car in the ramp, but I was in another world. I felt frozen in place. I felt like a snake charmer’s fangless cobra. 
 
    Eventually I walked out of the Walker. I decided to take a Lyft back home in a daze. 
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    How I agonized over what to do!  
 
    First of all, I could see why Lakita had such magnetism. I knew everything that she was guilty of. And she still charmed me. 
 
    At first I was convinced that she was right. I was a traitor to my race(s) if I took the side of Scott Olson. How could I stand up for a Nazi? 
 
    And even if I wasn’t exactly standing up for a Nazi, how could I protest or report a plan that was designed to frame a prominent American Nazi for murder? I had to recognize that there was a war going on. I had seen enough of the Nazi propaganda (probably penned by Scott himself) to know that to them it was a war. It was a race war.  
 
    If the Nazis were at war against us, against me, then all was fair. All included framing someone for murder, and maybe even sacrificing one of our own to that end. 
 
    It took me a long time to see the obvious problem with that. 
 
    Scott Olson was not dead. He was just in jail. 
 
    Some writers did their best writing in jail. And some, like Adolf Hitler, did their worst. 
 
    There was no reason to believe that Scott Olson was any less than the premier Nazi writer from prison. 
 
    Plus, Faith Nguyen deserved better than to be treated like a pawn. Lakita held Scott Olson in absolute bondage. She could’ve convinced him of anything. There was no shortage of ways that she could’ve gotten him arrested. Maybe he would’ve even turned the gun against one of his own…another Nazi. It seemed incredible with how poised and confident she was, but it looked like even she didn’t realize how absolute her power was. 
 
    And those were the reasons why I went to the police. 
 
    And I believe that those were the reasons that led Lakita to confess to her role in the (now clearly) murder of Faith Nguyen. I believe that those were the reasons that led to her presumably guilty conscience. 
 
    Both Lakita Howard and Scott Olson were awaiting trial when this tome was released. 
 
    I must add that the Minneapolis Police Department is the queen and king of mixed messages. They lectured me when I came in with my recording and all my information about Faith Nguyen’s murder. They told me that I should have come in to them much sooner. They told me that I shouldn’t have gone vigilante and become too involved in a criminal case. These people can be dangerous. 
 
    Then they gave me a citizen’s award. 
 
    My girlfriends and my new trivia friends were shocked. I don’t know what surprised them more, that I had solved a murder or that I had written a book about it. 
 
    Even my dad wrote a poetic ode about it. It wasn’t good, but for a second he was almost the man that I remembered from my early childhood, from back when mom was alive. 
 
    My brother also called on Christmas for the first time in years. He said that he was in some type of treatment again. It sounded like a weird treatment. According to him, he didn’t have to stop drinking until he was ready, but he was drinking less and the professionals were happy with that. 
 
    That could be just his take. They may want him sober, but even if he just drinks less for a month or two that would still probably help. 
 
    MNDOT gave me and Thad a special award for finding that length of rope. And I got to enjoy my Christmas and New Year’s completely off. 
 
    All in all, things were good. But boring. 
 
    I comb the news at least once every day. I’m still looking for two things.  
 
    Bridges and suicides.  
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    Did you know that Jeff Isaacson also writes mysteries for kids eight and up? Add a little mystery to the life of a girl and boy in your life with one of the Science Mysteries starring Sarah and Emma, two girls who solve mysteries with STE(A)M. 
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