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Never Trust Anyone

A New Year In The New City

It was the second day of the new year, not the first, sitting in a diner with a triple Americano in front
of me. I pondered about how long I would already live in this town now, less than a year in any
case. I had sometimes some problems with reminding matters, it had been last year, the "incident"
in the mountains, as I drove off the city, the big city, as a "met" Linda. Now I lived here, in this
town, this small town, and not one second I had missed the big city since then. Well, okay, the big
city at night, bars and 24/7 shops, one could be always very alone, especially at the most crowded
places. Not here, your neighbors knew you, even by name. Even at the bakery they knew your
name, and at the butchery they had frozen some tripe for you, that you had some when shopping the
next time. Mr. Maurer, nice to see you again, we have some tripe frozen for you – thanks, then I
know what I will cook on Sunday. I enjoyed this countryside lifestyle. And to be honest, if I needed
it, the big city was not much further away, than a two-hour trip with the car. But, lesser and lesser I
got the feeling that I would have to spend some time back in the big city. I nearly started to forget
the big city.
I had been a private dick, in the big city, here in the town I was co-owner of a private detective
agency, together with Linda. I was a private investigator in this town. I got some new coffee, it was
near 9 AM, I had no distinct plans for today. Two small cases currently, both handled Linda, I had a
work free morning. Not that the agency was in a bad shape, but you had sometimes no clients at all,
sometimes too many. This was no business where you could split your work as you wished. Clients
came or not just like they did, you had to accept it. I would drive to the agency around noon, would
take over from Linda, would do some office stuff then, while she would do some investigation,
would be there for the case that we would get a new client. But I had still some time to dwell on my
thoughts.

*

I could not decide, was it a good development or not. Yeah, the midterm elections not much good
for the conservatives, especially for the henchmen of the fucker from New York. And yet, no real
reason to be happy. Should DeSantis become the new nominee of the conservatives, that would tell
you everything about the state of the GOP, even more rotten than under the N.Y. wanker's thumb.
And the Democrats? The same old story as always, if a Democrat has only one enemy, then it will
be another Democrat. Biden again? Biden vs. DeSantis, nightmares, I would get nightmares. But if
Biden did not run for a second time, then he should open the way for the others immediately. I had
some problems to imagine the year 2024 – Hillary vs. DeSantis, that would be the coldest day in
hell ever! I looked at my clock.
Linda  would  not  await  me  before  noon,  rather  somewhat  later,  I  would  still  have  time  to  eat
something. A salad, with some chicken, I had to lose some pounds, had eaten too much, not only the
last days and weeks. I had never been a real sportive person, this paragon of private dick, but right
now........no, no dressing, only a vinegar and oil stand – I had a doughnut before, this German ones
with marmalade in it. But I had to say, after eating the salad, that I could not say that the salad
would have not tasted, especially the chicken had been crispy and juicy. But now I had to drive to
the office, just half past, Linda had some investigation to do. And I would start with paper work and
would wait for a possible new client.

*

"Sorry, Linda, I'm late," I said as I entered the door to our office. Our office was not huge, but had
enough space for our two desks – and somewhat separated therefrom, a small table with four chairs



for consultations with clients.
"No matter, had some paperwork to do. If the paperwork wouldn't be, I could have time for twice as
many clients."
"You have already two, I have none at the moment. You had another inquiry?"
"No, I meant it hypothetically. It's the time after Christmas and New Year when many are travelling.
It's the time when we all are happy and everything is perfect. Wait one or two weeks, then you can
start with gathering the broken glass. Was this different in your big city – your first turn of the year
in the town?"
"The big city never  sleeps – ah,  that  was the fucking boring New York,  not  my big city.  No,
especially the days around New Year were always very tough days. It was, in fact, very calming
here,  not hearing sirens all  over the nights.  No killings  over the last  few days,  no dead police
officers, no mass shootings – is this still the US?"
"Yeah, I would say still the States, but no longer this bigoted fairy tale of a city. And I would say,
for my taste, we have enough crime here, enough tragedies. Only that we do not make such an ado
all the time, if something happens."   
""We" do this only when a celebrity is involved. Then everything is a mere tragedy, but not when a
non-wealthy  person  is  involved  in  it,  especially  a  Latino,  an  African  American  or  an  Asian
American, simply, when the vast majority of the city is involved. Okay, little children and animals
are different, then money and the color of your skin is secondary."
"But now you're here, in our nice little town."
"Yep, you have to drive to the country club?" 
"No, but I could drive by the bakery and could bring something for you along?"
"No thanks, had a salad. I have to lose some weight."
"Come on, no New Year's resolution?"
"No, but the last three years, the years of the pandemic, hadn't been good for me to that effect. I had
over twenty pounds less at the beginning of 2020. I have to do something. At least back to 2020,
then we can see."
"Can I taunt you if not successful?"
"You have to."
"Nice, a good start for the year – see you later!"
Well, it was now on me to make my paperwork, hoping that maybe a new client would swing by, or
at least call. But I brew me a tea first, then I started to think about my current situation again. About
my situation a year ago.
Sure, not everything was perfect today, but much better than twelve months ago. I started to relax,
to calm down, able to focus on the meaningful matters. Sure, one had to define what should mean
"meaningful", one had to do this by its own. And therewith I had my problems with in the past.
I became old now, well, would become fifty-eight in the middle of the year. Running after the bad
guys was no longer a good idea, they would laugh about me. I had to start to ponder on the time
after, the time after retirement, when I felt finally, it was time to stop it. I had not made too much
money, the big city had been costly, but I had made enough money to invest into a private pension
found. Not that many Americans could do this. But what should I do then, planned that mid-2030
would be the date, my sixty-fifth birthday. I had to ponder on it, and I had to do my paperwork.
Therefore, I started with it, not very motivated, but unfortunately, we had no secretary, especially no
redhead. Linda, political correctness? Well, we had also no male secretary, say with black hair. The
tea tasted exquisite at least, a strong but not bitter black tea, large leaves for a black tea, more like
an oolong, a Rwanda Karongi FTGFOP1 Kwitanga. Yeah, Rwanda.      

*

So, I did my paperwork – but in a way, I was used to. Had to do it also over the past years in the big
city, only with a different mood. Yeah, the big city, so much one could do around the clock. Every
artist had to play and to perform there, at least if he claimed certain fame. Better, living in the big



city, you had simply to do it, to illustrate your stardom. Okay, the boring wannabe twin at the other
coast, and more northern Portland and Seattle. But finally, there was only one adequate city, to live
as a true artist.
But, always this hectic, no minute to sit down for a coffee, simply to enjoy the coffee. Always
business and making money. Have heard that in Europe, especially in countries and regions at the
sea, they often entered a café or a bar, simply to have a strong coffee and a short talk with the
owner, not more. Possibly, even more than once a day. Sounded like a better way to live.  
However, these were the States, we worshiped money and power, fame and fortune, we had no time
to waste for a coffee. We fetched one rushing at Starbucks, on the way to the metro station or the
office, we had not the time to sit down for a minute. Well, even this town a part of the States, but at
least somewhat "European", we had sometimes time for a coffee at the diner, maybe even some
eggs and ham. It was one of the best decisions I ever made, to stay here, not returning to the big
city.  Twelve months ago, still  in the big city,  I  felt  terrible,  on the brink. Okay,  still  today not
everything perfect, but much better, much better. I had the feeling that everything could develop
positively now, in a few years I planned to become a pensioner, I.........the doorbell rang.

*

I used the electric door opener and walked to the door, maybe a parcel or so? But no, it seemed as
this could be a possible client. Should one hope for a breathtaking redhead, or a platinum-blond 50s
Hollywood starlet, or a today's Zain Asher? Well, the first two would be definitely terrible writing,
and Zain Asher? Would this be politically incorrect, or maybe the contrary? I had my problems with
thus stuff nowadays. But, we had not to ponder about that because a man stepped in. He had around
my age and my shape – okay, he was in better shape than I. I accompanied him to the table and
offered him something to drink – a coffee. Well, not very creative regarding what all I had offered
him, but......I fell into line and fetch a coffee for me as well.
"Mr. Jeffries, you said."
"Yes, my name is Barack H. Jeffries, I live in Lenwood."
Lenwood, undoubtedly no wood there, at least not in the shape of trees. Single trees okay, but no
woods – I started to lose track. Lenwood, a petite town, more or less east of us, a few thousand
inhabitants or so. Curiosity woke up, what would be his concern?
I mean, in the big city, where every day fascinating and arousing things happened, 24/7. You never
knew what a client would tell you, what thrilling case would start now, but Lenwood? I should be
more concentrated.
"What's your concern, Mr. Jeffries?"
"Well, it's somewhat difficult to tell. I'm still not certain of, in detail, what has happened. And then,
a relative is involved."
"Lenwood is a small community."
"Yes, and this makes it not better, at least in such a moment. I like it much to live there, could you
imagine living on the other side of the mountains?"
"The big city?"
"Yes, this behemoth, this tainted behemoth."
"I lived there until last year."
"Sorry, I didn't intend to offend you."
"You did not. I live here today, this has some reasons. You were at the police?"
"Yes, they have helped me a lot. But, my relative. I mean, he lives next door but one to me."
"So, you see him every day?"
"No, quite on the contrary. We have no real contact, I see him only very seldom, we never speak.
Nevertheless, we're related."
"I understand. It would be the best to start at the very beginning."
"But this was nearly two years ago. It will be no short story."
"Well, I have nothing better to do, only paperwork. And to be honest, I hate paperwork. Therefore,



take the time you need and tell me your story."
This was no big town, at least if coming from the big city, but a small town like Lenwood? What
could you do at your leisure time, not working? Maybe having time to sit down, enjoying a coffee
and see the sun setting? Sounded not so boring to me. 
 

*
I saw me sitting on the ground, at the side of my car, to get at least a bit of shade. But if even in the
shade, the heat was hardly to bear. I took a gulp, and another one, warm tea in midst the desert, but
much better than a cold drink, or warm water. It had been a crazy idea, taking the car to drive
through the dessert, just to drive around, I was absolutely not used to it. 
And yet,  lived just on the other side of the mountains, towards the ocean. Very different there,
thought, one day you should have a trip to the desert, there I was. No, the car not broken, enough
gas, enough to drink, in the time of smartphones? The next small town only thirty miles ahead, not
much a distance in this area. I had had only the impulse to stop and to sit down.
Living your whole live in such a desert? Well, you would be used to, I was not. I used the sun milk
again, critical to do it very regularly, I feared to get a sunburn anyway. And yet, in a way, it thrilled
me. Just standing up and starting to walk. What a distance I would be able to manage before I
would break down and die? Not much, I would guess.
I entered the car again, after some minutes, it felt like an hour or so. A modern SUV, normally I
hated such cars, but they had told me that it would be better to use such a car than my normal
European compact. Air condition, and soon I would reach Lenwood - they would have a diner there,
of course. I looked forward to having a large coffee and a good and proper breakfast – gosh, it was
still in the morning. I had the feeling that I could easily get lost in this sea of sand, like on a large
ocean in a nutshell.   

*

"It all started nearly two years ago. I got a letter from a collections agency, they said that I would
have bought something. Well, at the first moment I thought that it would be advertising. I had nearly
threw it in the bin. They asked if I were fashion-forward and fashion-conscious, if I liked modern
clothes and products of high quality. Then they mentioned a company that would satisfy such needs.
Not before the next paragraph, they started to say that I would have bought something from this
company. They said that I would have provably received a parcel from that company, but had not
paid. That the company would have decided now to ask the collections company for help. I would
have to pay nearly six hundred dollar within the next two weeks."
"You have the letter for me?"
He opened the bag that he had with him and handed me the letter.
"Yeah, it's really a stupid letter. You know the company?"
"No, I asked the Internet. It's, in fact, no American company, our neighbor. A company that sells
expensive clothing located in Canada."
"And you have ordered nothing and received nothing?"
"No, not my price range."
"What was your next step?"
"Well, I thought that they want to trick me. At this time I got – by email – constantly overdue notes,
things I would have bought by Amazon. Well,  I and Amazon? I would have never ever bought
anything by this shit company. So, it was obvious that they were a scam, and I simply deleted all of
them. But this letter seemed more threatening to me."
"I can understand this. Your next steps?"
"Well, it's an American company. I phoned them therefore and asked them what the hell this should
mean. I mean, they can prove that I have received a parcel that I have never received?"
"What was their reaction?"
"They asked me some questions, like if I have a GMX email address, I had never one. Then they



asked me if I would know a certain name, but I had never heard it. But most strange was, they asked
me about a certain house number in my street. Very near to me, I was somewhat upset, and I made a
mistake.  I  omitted  a  house,  thought  that  the  number  would be  the  relatively new building,  an
apartment building. They asked me if I knew someone living in this house. I denied."
"But if you did not have made the mistake?"
"Then yes."
"But you were not aware about that, at that moment?"
"No."
"Your next steps?"
"I said on the phone that I would go to the police, and exactly that was what I did. I got the feeling
that I maybe could not handle it."
"So, you went to the police. And what happened."
"Well, I handed them the letter and asked what I should do now. They told me that they would do
some investigation. They would inform me about the result."
"The letter you gave me?"
"A copy."
"Okay, and you waited for a response from the police?"
"I got a second letter from the collections agency very soon after the first – here it is – and I handed
this also to the police. And I had not to wait long. I got a written confirmation from the police. That
they would investigate regarding fraud and spying out of data now."
"Okay, I would say, all done right so far. Any more letters from the collections agency?"
"No."
"And the police investigation?"
"Well, as I said, it will be a somewhat longer story. I thought, from time to time, about to check with
the police, about the status of the investigation. But I did not in the end. Nearly one and a half years
passed by, I had forgotten all, more or less. Then I got a letter from the DA, I should contact the
local police station, to make a statement. First I thought, fine, some movement. Then I saw why I
should make a statement. I was the suspect now, because of fraud."
"Wow, that's a twist. That had been a shock for you, or."
"Yeah, but this is not the end of the story. That's not why I'm here. There will be a happy ending –
more or less. I said, a longer story, now it just starts to get interesting."
"Wow, then let's have a short break – another coffee?"
"Yes, would be fine."
"One for me as well."
I stood up, he seemed in fact relatively relaxed. But as he had said, he was not here because of an
investigation or the police, but a relative. I looked at the clock, Linda could drop in, eventually.
"Your coffee, Mr. Jeffries."
"Thanks."
"Then, let's hear the rest of your story."
"Yeah, now it's getting fascinating."  

*

"Of course, I phoned the local police station, and they told me that this Canadian company has sued
me. I mentioned to them that I had reacted immediately after getting this letter from the collections
agency, that I did not understand why I was a suspect now. He looked up in his computer and found
the file, but the responsible officer wouldn't be in. As far as he could see, my criminal complaint
had yielded nothing specific so far, he said. He told me that he would inform the responsible officer,
he would call me."
He seemed stressed as he said that to me, but wasn't there a predicted happy ending?
"Okay, and the responsible officer phoned you? You're no longer a suspect?"



"No, he phoned me and was also surprised that I should be a suspect now. We met at the police
station and I made a testimony, and learned some interesting new details."
Now he seemed to relax again.
"Now I'm interested."
"Well, it became obvious that someone had used my name to order something, in fact, an expensive
pair of shoes! All messages from the company, prompt notes for instance, as well as the parcel, got
sent under my name, but to this other street number. Very interesting, they could not deliver the
package. Therefore, one had to pick it up at the local post office branch."
"Wait a minute. This would mean, a Mr. Jeffries had to pick the parcel, had to show any kind of
identification?"
"Yeah,  the  police  officer  told  me  that  he  would  walk  to  the  post  office  and  would  ask  some
questions."
"But, could I say that your complaint died a bit?"
"Yes, the police officer informed me that he had problems to advance, but that there would be new
evidence now, that things could move on. I made a statement for the DA. The police officer told me
that he would send the statement to the DA and that he saw no reason to be concerned."
"And you?"
"Well, I walked home and waited - but in fact. I had not to wait too long and the DA sent me a new
letter. He informed me that he would drop charges." 
"So, everything good for you. What about your relative?"
"Well, I made a big mistake. As I phoned with the collections agency, nearly two years ago, as they
asked me about this street number, whether I would know somebody living there,  I was upset,
thought that they would try to cheat me. I was not focused, counted the numbers and thought that it
would be this new apartment block with more than one living quarters. I said no, and that's the truth.
I said the same to the police. But then......."
He took a very deep breath.
"It was the wrong street number for the wrong house."
"Yes, it's silly. I never pondered on it, but then I drove by this new block, as I often do, and saw
suddenly in large digits the street number, it wasn't those, after they had asked me. It was a shock. I
realized that the number they had always asked me was the house before, the house of my relative."
"You've discovered this only after the second letter from the DA?"
"Yes. It's embarrassing, I look like an idiot."
He looked in fact ashamed. But okay, it all seemed to be an attempt to cheat him at the beginning.
"No, you had absolutely no reason to trust this collections agency. That's how our brain works, once
made a mistake, it's sometimes very difficult to realize this mistake. What did you then? You spoke
with your relative?"
"No, my first problem was, that I had given the police and the DA wrong information. I pondered
about what I could do. Well, wouldn't this make me a suspect? Suddenly, after over one and a half
years, I suddenly discovered, hey, I know someone living in the house with this street number, it's a
relative of mine. That sounds fucking stupid."
"What did you?"
He took a dep breath.
"I took all my courage and phoned the police officer, told him about it."
"His reaction?"
"I thought that I would run into trouble now, but hey, totally new developments."
"I'm all ear."
"He told me, that he would be able now to link the name the collections agency had mentioned, as I
had phoned them, with a person. Well.......he mentioned a Latino, sounded like an illegal immigrant,
a man that would be a professional cheater. He thought that it would be maybe possible to get him
now, wanted since a longer time. I asked about my relative, that it was obviously his mailbox all the
letters from the Canadian company got dropped in, also the notification from the post office to pick
the parcel."



Now he started to get emotional. I thought that it would be better for another break – I looked at the
clock. Linda still not in? Maybe she would do some shopping? 
"Another coffee, Mr. Jeffries?"
"Would be fine, yes."
I stood up to bring us two new coffees.

*

I arrived with two new coffees, he seemed to have calmed down again.
"The police investigate your relative now?"
"No, at the first moment I was upset. But now I see it somewhat different."
"In what respect?"
"Well, the police officer told me that he had to concentrate on this other guy, to get him this time if
possible. My relative seemed not so relevant for him. But, maybe only for the moment? I thought, it
would be maybe counterproductive regarding the effort to get this other guy, would the police pester
my relative. This would eventually warn this  other guy. Or, would they get this  other guy, this
would be possibly also for my relative no good moment. Whatever, I think that I can understand the
police."
"Yeah, this professional cheater is obviously the main target for the police. This means definitely
not, that your relative will get away scot-free from all. It seems as it would be good to give it all
some more time?" 
"You mean that I simply should wait?"
"What you expected that I could or should do?"
"I saw him some days ago."
"You spoke with him?"
"No, we do not speak with each other. My parents and his parents weren't very close, to say it
nicely. There had been something, in the past, I do not know what. I have some vague ideas, but
nothing precise."
"And my role now?"
"Perhaps I simply needed somebody to talk about? Sorry for wasting your time, Mr. Maurer."
"Never mind, Mr. Jeffries, it gave me a reason to neglect the paperwork. I think that the best is, for
the moment, to give the police time to do their work. Perhaps you can call the responsible officer
after a while again? But I would simply wait for now. At least if the situation as such shows no
development."
"Yes, that's most likely the best I can do right now."
I accompanied Mr. Jeffries to the door, no new client for me. As I sat behind my desk again, I
looked at the clock – Linda still not in? It would be nearly time now to close the office for the day,
to drive home, to see what to do with the rest of the day, alone at home.
It was dark outside, also in a literary meaning. How many mass shootings the last two weeks or so,
how many in California alone, three at least. And now, five African American police officers had
beaten an African American man to death. As often, very clever words from Don Lemon, that even
African Americans can be biased against African Americans. That they also believe that African
Americans are as a rule dangerous, druggies, criminals, especially when living in certain quarters.
Should I wait until Linda would arrive? I fetched my phone.

*

All okay?, I asked as she answered my call. All was okay, she had simply decided to have dinner in
a diner, to do some shopping after her investigations. Well, sometimes matters had a very simple
solution. She asked me what I had done, I said, some paperwork. Should I have had to tell her that I
would have had nearly a new client? No, it wasn't relevant.
I decided to go home as well, closed the office and entered my car. While driving home, I started to



ponder  about  the  future,  my future.  What  one  should aspire  for?  Fame and fortune,  becoming
famous, or having a good time, a balanced life, a mellow life? Living in America? It would be,
without any doubts, easier to do so in such a small town than in one of the big cities, or even the big
city. Longmire, why I had this in mind? Living in a house up the mountains, Wyoming, far too
much snow over winter. And yet, stepping out of the house, nothing than nature that would surround
you?
At home, I brewed me a tea, not switched on the TV, not interested in the news. The war in Europe,
crazy Russians, fucking Putin. The mad GOP, most likely the next mass shooting. I switched off the
lights, two candles, Chet Baker was with me. My Funny Valentine on endless repeat,  it  would
become a wonderful evening.

An Earthquake Far Away
     
Tuesday it had become, somewhat more than two weeks later, only two weeks - only? Well, it
seemed, as for some years, all would develop faster and faster.  Two weeks seemed like a little
eternity. An earthquake, a real earthquake, far away, with tens of thousands of deaths was only the
bloodiest example. And it was obvious now, many had to die because their houses were built not
earthquake-resistant as legally required. Some had made a lot of money with this cheating, many to
pay the price therefore now, with their lives. But was it really the bloodiest example? Still war in
Ukraine, dying every day. Russia with harder and harder attacks, Bakhmut, and still no tanks and
enough ammunition  we provided the  Ukrainians,  not  to  talk  about  fighter  jets.  Snowstorms in
California, what a joke, rising tensions between Israel and Palestine. And not to forget the "judicial
reform" in Israel. And domestically? Where should one start?

*

I was on my way to the office, had still no own case, had supported Linda on her work, not much
was to do at the moment. I had forgotten Mr. Jeffries, nearly, it happened fast, forgetting someone
when not seeing him or her constantly. The last day of February, a boring month came to its end,
March could only become better. I overlooked nearly the red traffic light, the man walking over the
crosswalk looked long at  me.  Was relieved to reach the office,  entered the office,  had already
smelled the fresh coffee, Linda was obviously already in. 
"You look terrible, Peter. A coffee, or do you want to brew you a tea?"
"The coffee is already ready, I take a coffee."
Linda chose one of the massive cups, hot coffee, not too little sugar, a little milk, so that I could
drink the coffee fast.
"Thanks, Linda. Yeah, maybe I should shave tomorrow."
"Gosh, I really feared that you try to look cool or so."
"No, pure laziness."
"You have a shaver here – do you?"
"Sure, you never know."
"Fine, otherwise I could give you mine."
"You have a shaver here.......for what purpose?"
"Obviously not for my face, I have no facial hair. But you need one, and mine would be better than
none."
"I could buy me one in the drugstore at the corner – I have to shave, why?"
"Good news. Sit down and start with some hygiene measures. I will seek something from your
spare clothes meanwhile."
"Wow, is it that important news?"
"No, but over the weekend it would have been no luxury to opt for new trousers and a new shirt."
"I sit in the office for over two weeks now and do not much more than being bored."



"This will change now, Peter. This will change now."

*

"Well, looks much better now."
"I look better now."
"Haven't I said this? Anyway, now we can send you on the big stage."
"Big stage?"
"Yeah, the big stage of the local TV station."
"Oh, come on, you're kidding me? When, why? Has the big star cancelled?"
"Well,........"
"You can't be possibly serious! Since when you know this?"
"They phoned me just before you arrived. They had an interview partner for the morning show, but
he got ill and had to postpone his coming last-minute."
"And why I'm the surrogate and not you?"
"Because I was in the office and on the phone. Come on, Peter, it's not a big deal. Some questions,
some nice answers. Do not forget to smile and everything will be fine. It's breakfast TV, they do not
expect something special."
"Fine, it's "Arnold & Maurer", should not Arnold be there?"
"Fine that you see it, it's "Arnold & Maurer", exactly, and Arnold is not in the mood."
"Okay, can I talk about my partner? The woman who always treats me like a servant?"
"The woman who makes the cash currently?"
"Don't raise any complaints later. I will do my best."
"I know, and they are very curious about the famous private dick from the big city, now living and
working in our little town."
"You had no preliminary talk with them?"
"Well, I was on the phone, as said. The ladies will like you and your stories, they are not bad."
"I never watched the local morning show – ladies?"
"Yeah, three female anchors host the show. But they are okay, you will like it."
"No three cloned Fox News bitches?"
"Definitively not. Tell them that you like tea and poetry, the rest will be easy."
"How long I've still time?"
"The show starts in around two hours. Half an hour to the studio, one of the benefits of a smaller
city, and they said that you should be there an hour in advance – you should not dawdle too long
before you leave now."
"This will cost you something."
"Dinner today is on me, if you have no other plans."
"I choose the restaurant – see you later."
"See you later, Peter."

*

"Okay, relax, in five minutes we will be on air. We have discussed all, you have only to act as
discussed. It will be easy at the end."
Yeah, I was totally relaxed. Especially as I knew now that it wouldn't be simply an interview or so.
A two-hour broadcast, and I would be all the time their guest, not only an interview partner for a
certain  time.  At  least,  it  seemed so,  my three hosts  appeared to  be  friendly women,  not  those
grouchy Fox News anchors. Why did I know, not being at Fox News? Well, one had in fact blond
hair and white skin, and was slim, but the two others not. They had in fact black hair, one an Asian
American woman, the other an African American woman - unimaginable at Fox! On the other hand,
this was also a more conservative broadcaster. Sure, the big cities in the state, where many lived,
were clearly blue. But larger parts of the state, the more rural areas, the farmland, the plantations,



the smaller cities, more or less red, partially very red. All in all, a blue state, no doubt about that, but
nevertheless, not totally blue. And to be honest, one Caucasian, one African, one Asian woman? If
there were a fourth, then a Latina without any doubts - all appeared a bit designed, but better than
the lying Fox News bitches.
I had spent some time in the make-up room, Linda would be proud of me could she see me now. We
had a preliminary talk where they tried to cool me down, with doubtful success. Why was I so
nervous? Two hours talking about topics I was not that much interested in? Yeah, sure we would
also talk about me and the detective agency, but especially about everything what moved the nation
this morning. The war in Ukraine? Too bloody. The earthquake? As well. The bank collapse? Too
complicated. The new crisis at the southern boarder, or at least the weather problems in the east and
west? Too negative for a morning show. But hey, last night had been Oscar night! You have watched
the Oscars – you have? No, it did not really interest me. Really? Yes. Can we say that you had to do
some investigation and no time to watch the Oscars? Okay. You can react spontaneously, then, when
we talk about the winners and losers - okay? Yeah, like in one of these stupid YouTube videos? –
Sorry. No matter, we can discuss all the results now, talk about all what was important. You can
later see all the information on the teleprompters. I thought that I should react spontaneously? Yeah,
this  is  TV, we are not  interested in making you look stupid.  As you said,  like in one of these
YouTube videos. 
"One minute, then I will start with the introduction for the show. After that, I will introduce you,
and I will ask you the questions we have talked about. Then the show as such will start. Two hours,
they will quickly pass, you will see."
The blond one, at least in this regard, everything fitted, the blond Caucasian one was the senior
host. Lady Gaga had performed – when we booed you off in Williamsburg – and Rihanna? Or,
Rihanna had only a nomination for a song but did not win? It would end in a disaster. Do you like
Kate Winslet's dress? Well, I always liked that she was always totally nude in her movies when she
was younger – I should concentrate. I know Jimmy Kimmel, I had told them. We would talk about
Jimmy Kimmel. Maybe I should only try to smile, always agree with my three hosts, never mention
politics, avowing me as a lefty? I was never the guy for the limelight, it always attracted me more to
the background, the corps de ballet - we were on air! 

*

"You're still here?" I asked Linda as I arrived at the office again.
"Yeah, sure. Sure, I had to watch my partner on TV – or."
"It was not good, it was between feeling bad, and experiencing a disaster."
It had been horrible, that was at least my feeling. Okay, my polite hosts always told me, during the
VTRs, half-hourly news, or the commercials, that everything would be fine. They told me that I
would perform very well, that the testing audience would give a thumbs up, also the floor manager
would give positive feedback. And finally,  if  I could not handle it,  they wouldn't  let me on air
further on. They would tell something about that I had to leave because of something. No, I would
do my job very well. Only, I had quite the opposite feeling. Apart from what happened at the end.
"I can ensure you, you were fantastic." 
"Thanks for saying this, Linda."
Should I tell her that I was somewhat pissed off? I didn't like situations I could not control. Yeah,
sure I was a private investigator, but this had been no case, no chase, nothing like this at all. 
"I can prove to you that the people liked you."
"A girlfriend of you?"
"No, all those who have called or wrote an email, all those who asked whether we could work for
them. And those were more than two."
She pointed to a sheet of paper with around ten numbers on it, and on her screen. I could see the
emails, quite a number, during the last three hours or so.
"Okay, how many laugh about me, or make funny jokes about me – some hate posts?"



"None,  you  were  very  convincing,  appeared  very  professional,  even  I  thought  you  would  be
interested in the Oscars. But most of all, the way you talked about your time in the big city and
today. Why you left the big city behind you and why you are happy to live in our city today. If this
wasn't the truth, a lie, then you're a fantastic liar."
"I lied about the Oscars?"
"Yes, I know. That's all what I have to know. And now we should start with the work."
"What do you mean?"
"All the inquiries we have now?"
"Oh, yeah, that's true."
Could it be that I misinterpreted these two hours that drastically? Yeah, the view from the inside, the
view from the outside. This big problem of physics, exploring and understanding a system you're a
part of. The Earth, the solar system, our galaxy, our neighborhood in the universe, the universe as
such. It would be much easier, could we have a view from outside, whatever that would mean. 
"You have taped it?"
"Of course! You want to see it?"
"Would be no stupid idea, I would say."
"But be not too critical. I liked the moment most as you started to talk about politics. That you
would like to see Putin dead, that a term of DeSantis would be worse than 2016 until 2020, that
socialism is not communism. I hope that you enjoyed the faces of the three ladies as I did it."
"I told myself no to do suchlike, but at the very end I did it. This was not very professional. This
will be the end of my career as a breakfast TV guest."
"I'm not so sure about that. Yeah, we appear maybe more conservative than the smart metropolitans
–  but,  are  we?  First,  enough  conservatism  also  in  the  big  city,  especially  among  the  white
population, the wealthy people. Then, we're no dumb rednecks here, we only had some problems
with Hillary. Yeah, the Russians, could it be people like we? People who felt to be fooled by her?
And, who helped Biden to win? People like you who always vote for the Democrat, whoever the
candidate is? Or new voters and voters who changed their voting behavior? Yeah, the Dems, they
sometimes have a simple world view."     

*

We started to work off the inquiries, not all we could reach directly, especially not those who had
written an email. And, what really puzzled me? In fact, not even one hate mail or something like
that. Okay, Putin, who wouldn't cheer if Putin were dead tomorrow, apart from some wankers on
Putin's  payroll.  But  DeSantis?  And socialism?  Okay,  maybe they needed somewhat  longer,  for
whatever reason? We got further on called and got further on emails. The bad ones would come
potentially later.
Some hours later, at the end of the workday, we had still not received any really bad feedback. Two
or three persons who thought that such stuff wouldn't belong to breakfast TV, that would be stuff for
the late-night program. Honestly, I feared that it could start with two or three days delay – we would
see. But as said, end of the workday, we had four appointments for tomorrow so far – three I would
do, the fourth one Linda. Nothing sounded very spectacular, quite on the contrary, but it would be
good for me to get at least anything to do. I looked forward to tomorrow.
"Fine, you have the two appointments in the morning, and one of the appointments in the afternoon.
I have to do some investigation during the morning, but will be in for my appointment." 
"Okay. See you tomorrow, Linda."
"Wasn't there something......you have forgotten something?"
"Pardon?"
"Well, the restaurant?"
"Oh, yes, totally forgotten! Not today."
"Let me know when and where."
"In any case. Bye, Linda."



"Bye, Peter."
Yeah, the restaurant. Maybe I should invite Linda, would be eventually the more meaningful way. If
we could only tie two or three contracts would this help us very much. Especially me. But it had
been a long day. Later I was happy to be at home, a hot shower, a quick meal, a glimpse at the TV
news. I was happy to be in bed, happy that my first appointment wasn't that early. I did not need
much time to fall asleep, to start dreaming. 

A Busy Morning

On my way to the office, I had stood up early, much earlier than commonly over the last few days,
better I had to say weeks. I would have two appointments today, with two possible new clients, but
would check first the emails, the mailbox, SMSs, and all the other means of communication one had
today. Yeah, the good old days, one phone with an answering machine on your desk, that had been
all. But today? But yes, it was all to make your life easier, what a nonsense.
Two possible clients, simple cases it seemed, the first about a repeatedly scratched car. Not many
details so far, but we would see. The second appointment was less clear, a woman who meant that
she would prefer it not to mention details, not before being in the office, not on the phone. Yeah,
would this be a movie, then we all would know now, this would be the beginning of something big.
Of course, a breathtaking woman would enter the office later, and I would have found my fate. And
in reality? Especially if they refused to give you any details, on the phone, it was mostly something
very trivial in the end. But okay, I would have a third appointment in the afternoon, Linda hers as
well. We would later decide – if we got new cases – who would work on what. And who knew,
maybe I could land even more appointments, until my first fixed appointment would be there? I
parked my car in front of the small building where our office was, such early one could get such a
cool parking space. Later it would be somewhat more complicated, even in such a smaller city.
Arrived in the office, I started the coffee machine and the water kettle, I would need both, and
discovered that since we had left the office yesterday, there had been some action. Everything asked
for checking. Email, mailbox, SMS as well, the whole bunch of modern means of communication. I
thought: Okay, still some time until your first appointment, let's begin - a much better feeling than
recently. 

*

Well, it had been difficult to reach someone directly during the morning hours, most would be at
work now. Therefore, unfortunately, no further appointments so far, but my first for the morning
would arrive soon.
I had watched some news, Netanyahu the same anti-democrat as our former president, like wannabe
president DeSantis? It was perfect that Biden found clear words, Netanyahu was not Israel, Israel
we had to support, not Netanyahu. Three dead children, three dead adults, we definitively needed
more weapons. Would the head of the school had army style weapons and body armor, she would
have been able to combat the aggressor, would have been able to protect their children, not one of
the children would have had to die! Yes, our schools had turned into battlefields, even elementary
schools, let us pray for more weapons, and see, it hadn't been a young white man this time! I had to
watch something else, maybe a funny video with dogs or cats? But thankfully, my appointment
arrived! After I had opened him and had provided him with something to drink, sitting at the table, I
started the conversation. 
"So, Mr. Martin, what's your concern. You have provided me some information, but it would be the
best to start at the very beginning."
"Well, Mr. Maurer, on one side it's not so much to say. Someone scratches my car, repeatedly. He
always waits until I have fixed it, then some time later the car is scratched again. It's the fourth time
now, and I need help."



"You have asked the police?"
"Yes, but the point is, that it does not get only scratched when I have parked it in the driveway. This
was the first time, and the second time. I suspected a neighbor, maybe kids, I parked my car from
then on always in the garage."
"The third time?"
"The parking of a mall"
"Exists a surveillance video, what about your house?"
"Not from the parking of the mall, and mine at home not cover the driveway."
"Okay, the fourth time?"
"While eating in a restaurant, surveillance parking!"
"No video?"
"Yeah, a video, one can see a person in a hoodie, but no face."
"Could it be a coincidence? Four times your car?"
"Also the police has asked this. Cannot be excluded, or. But there are some important aspects."
"For instance?"
"It's always the same side, always the whole side, it always looks quite the same. There seems to be
some systematic."
"You have pictures?"
"Yes, made them for the insurance company."
He handed me several pictures, a heavy, huge black SUV.
"Can I keep them?"
"Of course."
"Real big car. Your only car?"
"We have four cars. One is mainly for my wife, one for the kids, one we use mostly on weekends. I
use normally the SUV to drive to work and so."
"It's  mainly a  white  neighborhood you're  living  in,  one of  the  neighborhoods with  the  highest
income in the city. You're accepted there? You mentioned a neighbor. White people sometimes have
problems with African Americans driving huge black SUVs."
"I'm accepted in my neighborhood, at least mainly. I'm integrated in various social activities, like
the country club. I'm an accepted entrepreneur."
"Okay, in front of the house is one thing, but the other events would mean that someone monitors
you, follows you. This would mean a lot of effort – any ideas?"
"Not  really,  had  various  theories  over  time.  The  first  time  I  thought  kids,  the  second  time  a
neighbor. I had a quarrel with one neighbor some time ago. But the third time, and now the fourth
time? As you said, would it be all the time the same person, this person would need to have a lot of
time. But, especially after the last time, I cannot believe in any coincidence.  Maybe something
bigger?"
"Would mean?"
"Man, I don't want to start with any conspiracy, but someone eventually tries to stress me, or so? I
have no real idea to be honest."
"The time span of all events?"
"Roughly two months. The first two happened fast. Then there was a gap of roughly four weeks, the
third one. The fourth one faster again."
"How fast is your insurance and your garage?"
"Well, money is not the problem. I have a good insurance, and my car repair shop works overtime,
if the money tallies."
"What do you think that I could do for you?"
"I'm not sure, maybe only advice? Saw you on TV, thought that it  would no mistake to get in
contact with you. Worse than at the police, it cannot be, I thought." 
"Could you give me some time to ponder about it? I would have to discuss this with my partner,
Ms. Arnold. Possibly we could do something like to monitor your car at certain occurrences, like at
the mall or at a restaurant. It would be hoping for luck, but possibly a good strategy. But the car



would have to be fixed again firstly. Could you please inform us when the car is back from the
garage again?"
"As said, the guys there are very fast, and they have some routine now – not for the first time."
He tried to smile, a bitter smile. We agreed that he would inform us when the car would be repaired.
We would plan a strategy then.
Okay, well done so far, a first client for Linda and me. Most likely we would work both on this
case, whoever would have more resources at a given time would do the pending surveillance of the
car.
I still had some time until the next appointment, I had some hunger and ate some cookies – a nice
sufficient breakfast. Should I continue with working off the emails and the other stuff? I decided for
a break, still the same fucking news, and I started to ponder.
I would drive down Pico, it would be dark, driving a big black SUV, and the police would stop me,
one of the tail lights would not function. Okay, SUVs are fucking shit, but only a notion, I thought,
so  continue.  On  the  other  side,  the  same  would  happen,  but  the  driver  would  be  an  African
American. Would the same happen on both sides of the street? Most likely not!
I, most likely, would be on my way soon again, with a warning or so. The other guy? Well, he
would argue that he would be a well-known basketball player, or simply a businessman on his way
home. Well, after at least ten police cars were on the scene, they had checked and doubled checked
that the car wouldn't be stolen. After two hours or so, the other driver would also be able to continue
his way. And the fucking about it? He would be happy, that it all would have not turned into a
Floydian disaster. I took a deep breath and a sip from my tea. Well, a nation that was not moved a
shit, when nine-year-old children became killed by shredding their bodies with army style weapons
and ammunition? I had tears in my eyes and Sandy Hook in front of me. My thought then was, why
do they not show their dead bodies, why do they not show what these weapons and ammunition do
with these little bodies? But hey, that would be reality. Let us pray and buy some new weapons, let
us be really proud Americans. 

*

I had decided to continue with working and had success, an additional appointment for tomorrow.
Things started to roll on. One new case, three appointments, all because of sitting in a TV studio for
two  hours?  At  least  in  some  ways,  my  negative  expectations  got  confirmed.  We  had  gotten
meanwhile also "critical" emails and SMSs, even a phone call not long ago. Nevertheless, I was still
surprised. No one insulted me, or even threatened me. Okay, two or three harsher statements about
what I had said, but I had expected a much more aggressive feedback. Was it because this was a
smaller town, or maybe because we were not one of these real nuts conservative states? This was
conservative ground, at least much more conservative than the big city, at least the big city as such,
not racially classified, classified by income and wealth. But even if this was conservative ground, at
least this freaked out conservatism had found not real resonance here, at least not until now. Would
this change with DeSantis? Yes, I saw the shameful former president as history, loud for a last time,
but others would undertake now. Others, others who had learned from him, others who would be
much more dangerous, most likely it would be DeSantis. 
But in such a town, would a guy like DeSantis have a chance? Well, it was not to expect that he
necessarily would act alike in a nationwide election campaign, as he had acted in Florida. And who
would be his opponent? Biden? Would Biden a second time able to motivate as many voters as the
last time? The last time, he could argue that it was all about to prevent a second term of this anti-
democratic president, but this time? This time he was the president, this time he was for reelection,
this time he had to motivate again those who had elected him the last time, who were perhaps
disappointed with his actions in office now. We had not to forget, we talked about the Democrats!
Would the reactions to my statements had been different, wouldn't I have been a white man? I felt
that saying "no" would be a joke, obviously they would have been different, would I have been a
woman, not Caucasian. Linda meant that it all would be much simpler. I was the guy from the big



city, and everybody here knew that those living there were a bit different. That they thought they
would be smarter and more "cosmopolitan", simply more "liberal". Seeing that way, it was not so
surprising to hear me saying such "naive" words. And, hadn't I said at the beginning, talking about
living in this city now, that it had changed me, that I would see things often in a different light now?
Give him a bit  more time,  maybe the thinking,  he still  needs  a  bit  more time to see,  that  not
necessarily those in the big city were those who had the more in-depth understanding, perhaps only
the louder voices? I had to confess that I could not disagree totally, but possibly also this was a bit
too naive? 2024, would 2024 be telling,  telling regarding the American future? How crazy that
thought would be! How telling the election in 2008 had been? Seeing Obama, his wife and his two
daughters on the stage, celebrating his win? What did you think at this moment, 2008, that some
years in the future right-wingers would storm the Capitol to hang a conservative vice-president? I
did not, I had to confess, nearly ashamed nowadays of my feelings that I had at this moment, 2008 –
so wrong they had been. My next appointment came.

*

A woman  sat  together  with  me  at  the  table  this  time,  no,  not  the  man-eating  platinum-blond
temptation, wearing a breathtaking something, who would ruin our too naive hero. A woman, not
old, not young, hard to tell, as inconspicuous as her clothes, she was.
"What can I do for you, Mrs. Fischer?"
She had decided for a tea, I as well. I had offered her some cookies, but she wasn't interested in,
much to my regret, I would have eaten some, while listening to her story.
Maybe her husband cheated her, married in any case, the ring, most likely two children or so. Not
poor, her clothes unspectacular, but not that cheep. Woolworth could fit, American Apparel not so
much, but this seemed not a disadvantage to me. All in all, to be honest, most likely, I wouldn't have
noticed her on the street.
"I got a dismissal because I'm socially engaged."
"Socially engaged?"
"I express my opinions and concerns. There is great danger, we have to realize this."
"At the workplace or privately?"
"What?"
"Did you express your opinions and concerns at your workplace or privately?"
"Have I to stop being a person able to think and feel when entering my workplace? And of course, I
wasn't expelled because of that, the reason was "a dissatisfaction" with my work, what's nonsense."
I caught myself in the act, thinking: Wow, sounds like a Karen. But why? Because it would fit
because she would fit in with the cliché of a Karen? I was surprised, she had lost her job, she had
come to ask for help,  I  had no definite information,  but yet an image in mind. Well,  so much
happened in the nation and worldwide, and she had lost her job, and it would be very difficult to
prove anything, even if she had got discriminated in fact.
"I have to tell you that such cases are very difficult. Shouldn't you have some real facts or proof,
then there will not be much you can do. You have spoken with a lawyer?"
"Yes, and I thought you were the person to find evidence and proof?"
"That's right, that should be my part in the story."
I was still confused about my reaction, my feelings, did I start to become unprofessional? Get a grip
on yourself, I thought, you're embarrassing!
"Okay, let's have a look at the details. For whom are you working?"

*

She worked for an insurance company downtown, in one of the few higher buildings in the city. In
an office cube, she stressed, not in one of the upper floors. She had once the opportunity to get the
permission for a higher floor, she mentioned, not the top floor, of course.



"But you have no direct customer contact – haven't I asked this already?"
"Both time, no."
I was for a second confused, I should concentrate more.
"You haven't asked, and I have no direct contact with any customer.  I only deal with files and
documents, dealt."
"Okay, so everything you said, what caused you trouble, was always an interaction between you and
your workmates."
"That's right."
"What statements caused you trouble?"
What did I expect now? Some silly stuff, Karen chatter, banalities, office stuff?
"I said, for instance, that I would like it to see the former president behind bars, that it would be a
disaster would he got a second term. That it's not acceptable what happens in states like Texas or
Tennessee.  That  you  cannot  feel  safe  in  the  US when  every  day  a  former  workmate,  or  still
workmate, can come to work to create a bloodbath, like in Kentucky yet again. Statements like
these."
"Remarks that I made on TV recently."
"Yes, as I saw it, I thought that I cannot simply accept it. You can disagree, my opinions are not
holy, but they cannot be a reason to fire me."
"Who fired you? I mean, were it workmates who complained about your statements? What do you
know?"
"I cannot say it definitively, but we have two newbies, both definitely very conservative, at least one
a religious fundamentalist. You only have to see how they dress, and their talking, that they don't
miss one church service, together with their wonderful husbands and children. Of course, they have
children, and they only work to use their time usefully. Sure, they run the household, but this not
mean that you haven't some time left for working some hours a week – oh, they only work part-
time. But since they are in the office, the mood has changed. Everything is about fulfilling your
tasks as correct and as fast as possible now, no fun or a minute of chatting a bit anymore."
I looked at her again,  I would call  her clothing style not necessarily progressive. But maybe it
would be more meaningful to stick with her opinions, than the way she dressed?
"Okay, but these are two part-time workers? Can they have such an impact? How many are working
in your landscaped office?"
"Fifteen people at all, four part-time."
"Thirteen versus two?"
"Yeah, maybe at the beginning. But our office is divided like our nation today. And there have been
changes in the senior leadership, rumors, not more I can say."
"There's a kind of gab between two part-time working women in your office and the leadership of
the company. Do you see any links?"
"Interested in gossip? I'm on the wrong side of your "versus", I do not belong to "the group". Do not
think that  "they"  talk to  "me".  But  what  I  know is,  that  I'm out  and that  they can hire  a new
employee now. Most likely one who fits better to them."
"Okay. Still the question remains, what you think I could do for you? Do you want your job back, or
a termination pay, some like that?"
"Justice? Did you have ever the feeling, seeing MTG for instance, to.......you know what I mean."
"All the time, I would say that this should be a normal reaction. At least if you still know what
"moral values" once meant. But this will not help, you have to defeat them at the ballot box."
"Or send them behind bars."
"Yeah, that would be a practical alternative."
We both smiled, did I make small talk? As I accompanied her to the door, we had appointed that she
should ponder about whether it would be maybe better to speak with a union representative. But I
would do also some research regarding what would happen in her former company, could be that I
would get interesting information. I would contact her if I learned something of importance. She
should feel free to contact me as well, whenever she would feel it as necessary.  



Back behind my table, I was happy that she had been a woman. A guy, he would potentially enter
the next gun shop to buy an AR-15 style weapon, and essential, the "good" ammunition, to visit his
former workmates in the following days. But she was a woman. This should therefore be of no
concern.
I had liked it talking to her, I had to admit to myself, had not asked her what her future plans were.
Why was  I  interested  in?  I  would  try  to  get  some  information  about  the  insurance  company,
sounded  as  if  Tom  Cruise  would  be  in  the  closet  there.  Religious  fundamentalists,  nuts
conservatives,  money  greedy  families,  this  nation  had  dangerous  enemies.  Russia  and  China?
Dangerous, but by far not like those forces. The enemy inside, the enemies of democracy within the
nation, they would be able to destroy the nation effortlessly and deeply, if you let them do their evil
work. Linda entered the office – in fact, it was already after noon. I had not realized it.  

*

"You're back?"
Something better came me not to mind.
"Sure, I have an appointment."
"Yeah, I haven't eaten something so far. I think that I go to the diner at the corner to eat something.
Then I will not disturb you."
Linda appeared somewhat puzzled, and I wasn't sure why I said all that nonsense. Nearly like a boy
caught by his mother, doing something not so appropriate.
"I don't think that you would disturb us, Peter. But okay, I have already eaten something while
driving to the office. But, if your time allows it, a short feedback about your two appointments in
the morning? I think that it would be good to be up-to-date before my possible client comes."
"We have to talk about them. Nothing firm so far. The first, the scratched car? Would need a lot of
time, irregular, mostly at evenings. It would be whether we can work together on it. The second, the
woman? I doubt that we can help her. It's about a dismissal, not much what we could do. I will try
to be able to gather some information about the company she has worked for. Maybe I can find
something, but most likely not. Therefore, not much concrete I can offer. I think that we should wait
what our next appointments will yield. — Oh, and before I forget it, we have another appointment
tomorrow. Let's see later who will have more time, tomorrow morning."
"Okay, if this is all. Enjoy your meal!"
As I left the office, I asked myself, had I behaved strange, or Linda? We both? I in any case – or.
Whatever, I reached the diner and decided for a toast with ham, cheese and eggs, something light. I
wasn't really hungry, but it was good to eat something. I tried to concentrate on my last, remaining,
possible client. In fact, not much I had to offer so far. But my thoughts were hardly to control, I
constantly started to  lose track,  my thoughts drifted in  strange directions.  A car,  a woman,  the
fucking GOP, a man with a gun, leaked documents, Tucker Carlson no longer gaping like a moronic
asshole when the judge would look at him. My eyes saw the clock on the wall and I realized that I
sat since over an hour here – really a fine lunch break. Linda would have ended her appointment
most likely, and I decided to walk back to the office. I had not to forget that also I would have one
more appointment – maybe with more success this time? I stood up, and realized, as I entered the
office again, that Lind sat still at our small table, a man on the other side. I only saw his back, but he
seemed not that old, in a good shape. Linda stood up.
"Fine that you're back, Peter. This is Mr. Madison, he has an interesting concern."
"Mr. Madison" had also stood up with these words. In fact, most likely not much over forty and not
in a bad shape. My first thought was, businessman, independent dealer or so? We shook hands.

*

We sat together at the small table, I had fetched me something to drink as well. Seemed as Linda
had been something more effective than I.



"Mr. Madison has a problem, Peter, and I think that we can help him. Especially you."
"I'm all ear."
"Especially I", what should that mean? But maybe it would be clever simply to listen.
"Mr. Madison is preparing to run for mayor at the end of the year, and I would say that he has some
chances."
"Well, I will be not the only candidate," he started to explain, "but yes, I should have some chances.
The current mayor, as you of course know, will not run for another term. He has already announced
it at the end of last year."
Was this a test? How much I know, as a stranger, about the local policy in town? Gotcha! I didn't
know it – and now? Was I out of the game now?
"Yeah, I have read something, but I have to confess that I'm not that much informed about the
current state."
That sounded awfully.
"No matter, it's April, the election will be in some months. Enough time to get informed. And I
would not be surprised, would there be some more candidates announcing their interest in becoming
mayor over the coming months."
"Okay, what's Mr. Madison's concern. What could I do for him?" I looked at Linda, enough small-
talk.
"Mr. Madison owns a company in the town, the furnishing house, 3rd Street."
"I know it, have bought some furniture there as I moved to the town." And it wasn't even a lie.
"Nice to hear, Mr. Maurer. Maybe I should tell him the story, Ms. Arnold?"
"Of course."
Well,  I would have preferred it  to hear "the story" narrated by Linda, but......I  moved my head
towards Mr. Madison.
"As said, I run a business. I had an employee whom I trusted, but this was a mistake, as I know
now. He embezzled corporate funds. Not to an extent that it would be problematic for the company,
but........I  was  somewhat  naive.  — Could  you  inform your  partner  about  the  details  later,  Ms.
Arnold?"
Yeah, that was one of the reasons why I would have preferred it to hear "the story" from Linda.
"Of course, Mr. Madison."
Okay, without the unnecessary details from now on. But maybe I should interfere?
"I understand everything so far, Mr. Madison. But can I ask whether you informed the police?"
"Oh yes, that's important. As I said, I have announced that I run for mayor, it would not look good
would I be known as a betrayed entrepeneur."
"So, no police."
"No police."
"And the loss? I mean, what about the accounting?"
"It's my personal loss. I settle it."
"How much? - If it's okay?"
"Of course, I have already talked about it with Ms. Arnold. Somewhat over two hundred thousand."
"Okay, and what can we do now, or I?"
Linda looked at me, not very ammused, and it was no question why.
"Mr. Madison wants that we find the person who has betrayed him," sounded like a relationship
drama, "to cut a deal with him."
"Well, sounds like a younger man with two hundred thousand bucks in his pocket? An arrangement?
I would think that the best arrangement would be to see him never again."
"And that could be a problem, Peter. He absconded, but unfortunately not very far away, most likely
he's in your big city now."
"He knows that you run for mayor?"
"He.....left before I announched it officially."
"And you never told him?"
"No."



"Okay, then your problem is, that you fear that he could get knowledge from that you run for mayor.
Blackmail or something like that."
"Yes. I have seen you on TV, where you talked about your past in the big city. That you have still
connections, I thought that you could find him."
"And then? He has already two hundred thousand plus bucks from you?"
"I'm interested in that he leaves the state, the other coast,  maybe? I would pay for the moving
expenses."
"And if he wouldn't be interested in?"
"Well, if he wrecks me the mayor, he's still a criminal."
I had already opened my mouth to ask him the ultimate question, as I saw Linda's face. I hesitated
for a second, enough time for Linda to set in.
"I think that you have an overview now, Peter. I can give you the details later. What do you think?
Do you have still enough connections, to find a person in the big city?"
"Sure. If necessary, I could try to find him by myself. It could be interesting, to return for a while to
do some investigative stuff."
"Okay,  then I would say that we have a new client.  Mr.  Madison, we will  discuss our way of
proceeding and will inform you no later than Friday. Would that be okay for you?"
"In any case."
Linda accompanied Mr. Madison to the door, after we had said goodbye to each other. Then she
returned. I waited if she says something, but then I started.
"Okay, what is what I do not know? Seems as you both had a nice conversation, until I came back?
To hush things up was not my specialty so far, quite on the contrary."
Linda looked earnest, I had the feeling that I should not behave too bold.
"Well, don't tell me something about integrity. This man could become mayor, and he needs help.
And we offer help."
"Okay, but I'm not that confident that he will become mayor. My vote he will not get, even that I'm
very satisfied with his furniture. Yes, I have bought some furniture there, I have not to lie. But he
lied a lot, he did not tell everything. Did he tell you more?"
"Yes, in fact. He had a relationship with this employee."
"Wow,  that  was  the  worst  I  could  imagine,  that's  Hollywood  stuff.  He  runs  for  mayor  –
conservative?"
"As independent."
"But, conservative."
"Yes."
"That means he's married."
"Yes."
"And has beautiful children."
"Yes."
"You did not tell him that he should forget running for mayor? He would always risk that someone
else would know something. No good basis for becoming a conservative mayor. Apart from his
creative accounting."
"It's not on me to judge. I haven't said that I would elect him, but maybe you should search for a
stone?"
"No bible, please. We can refuse clients, we have not to accept a client."
"And if someone asks for help, someone who is very unhappy with this life-lie, but sees no way to
change it without destroying his whole life?"
"Okay,  the  wonderful  reality  of  urban  life.  But  maybe  we  can  discuss  this  later?  My  last
appointment will be here real soon?"
"Okay, but we have to discuss this as soon as possible. You know, the incredible big city, the shiny
beacon for uncounted young women and men every year – they have the biggest porn industry
nationwide there. But I think that you know this, Peter."
Yeah, I knew. We decided that I would meet Linda after the appointment in the diner where I had



my lunch earlier. She would finish work for today. And I wished to have some more time to reflect
about me behaving, but my appointment would arrive every moment. 

*

I hoped, after this long and in various ways exhausting day, that this act would become a short one.
Not to forget, Linda would wait in the diner at the corner for me. At least, she arrived at time, and I
opened the door.
A woman, would say thirty-something, but knew that this was a dangerous guess. She looked good,
not like a movie beauty, but I would have noticed her on the street. Her dark black hair in curls, a
nice white blouse, a long pleated skirt, creamy, until the ankles, moderate heeled shoes. Looked
business-like.  Well,  would it  be politically correct  to say that  I  liked the contrast  of her bright
clothes  and  her  dark  skin?  Most  likely  not,  in  a  nation  where  a  president  could  call  African
Americans,  Asian Americans,  and Latinos,  vermin,  scum, and low-lives? Well,  the whole Nazi
terminology, that was okay, at least for the conservatives. The rest was "woke".
We sat at the table, she had decided for a coffee, I followed her example. I knew that her name was
Cynthia Taylor, Mrs., that we would talk about a family affair. Not necessarily a bad sign, but often
not the best cases.
"So, what can I do for you, Mrs. Taylor? What's your concern, Mrs. Taylor?"
"That's my concern, "Mrs."."
"So, your husband is your problem?"
"As far as I still have one? Yes!"
"Can you give me some details?"
"My........"husband" and I have a child, a three-year-old boy. And so far, all was more or less okay.
As you know, every marriage has its ups and downs."
"I'm not married, was never married."
"Really? Not everything is bad when married, I like my young boy. But I'm pregnant again, and my
man and I have different opinions regarding the pregnancy."
"He wants an abortion?"
"Yes, he thinks that a second child would burden us too much. We have both good jobs, we're not
rich, but we earn enough for a good living."
"You have a young boy, you're working?"
"Yes, the birth and the beginning of the pandemic have been at nearly the same time. I was able to
begin to work from home after a short time off. It's a perfect solution for us."
"But now, with the second baby?"
"He fears that we could not keep our economic standard. He has some interests, like cars. And
aspects like inflation does not make it better."
"What has he done?"
"He moved out, first we had still some contact. He kept his working. But now he disappeared, most
likely to the city. I have a last notice, he meant that if I want to have two children, then I can also
care for them both alone." 
"And you're here because we should try to find your husband, I would say."
"Yes, I saw you on TV, you had an agency in the city. But now you're here, but I would guess that
you still have good contacts in the city."
"More or less, yes. Interestingly, there would be another possible case that would bring me back to
the city. I have a meeting with my partner after our consultation. Could I call you back after we
have planned our  next steps, how we can deal best with the different requests?"
"Sure, after your appearance on the TV? I'm, of course, not the only one who asks you for help."
"Right, but as said. There's this other case, I think that this one and yours could become a good
combination. Most likely.......I will call you back tomorrow."
"Then I thank for the time you had for me, Mr. Maurer."
"I have to thank you for the trust you showed our agency."



I accompanied Mrs. Taylor to the door and saw that I should waste no time heading to the diner.

*

At the diner, we both had a coffee and some snacks between us. I had been somewhat exhausted, as
I had entered the diner. Linda had looked at me: Gosh, Peter, you would not have to run. Two
minutes more or less waiting? I thought, should I tell her that I hadn't run? I decided not to tell her,
but that I should ponder about my physical state. But as said, we sat at the table together now, and I
had no longer to breathe that much. 
"Your last appointment? Was it interesting?"
"Yeah, strangely, another possible case that would lead us to the big city."
"You mean that the case would bring you back to the big city."
"No, at least not immediately. But nevertheless, it's interesting."
"A résumé of the day?"
"Yeah, would be good. And we should not forget, that this was not the last appointment we have
fixed."
"That's true. Nevertheless, let's talk about what we have so far."
"Even if not relevant, I want to start with Mr. Jeffries. We should not forget him, even if there's
nothing for us to do. At least for now."
"Okay, the next was the car."
"Yes, Mr. Martin, his scratched car. We would have to monitor the car, especially if he's on the road.
The parking of a mall, or a restaurant, some like that. Would mean working very irregularly, only
for a limited time, but at any time of day. But we cannot follow him all the time, our resources are
finite."
"We could  try to  set  priorities.  Say mall  and restaurant,  for  example.  Would  we have  to  start
immediately?"
"More or less. His car is scratched again currently, but he said that he would have a good and fast
garage. He will call me when the car is fixed again."
"Okay, next, the dismissal."
"Mrs. Fischer, we could try to get some information about the company she has worked for."
"What would be our aim?"
"Nothing specific, nothing worth wasting much time for."
"My appointment first, or your last one?"
"I would start with yours, Mr. Madison."
"Okay, you do not like him much, but we have to be professional. Could earn us good money, not to
talk about possible connections. I do not say that we have to sell ourselves to the highest bidder. If
your concerns are too big?"
"No, and the case would fit to my last one, Mrs. Taylor. We would search for Mrs. Taylor's husband
and Mr. Madison's lover, both in the big city. We could do both parallel."
"You could do both parallel. It's better for me to stay in town."
"I would not return, at least not immediately.  I have no starting point, neither for both cases. I
would, as a first step, use connections I still have to get some basic information first. To return to
the big city is only interesting if I have some idea what to do there. We should not forget that I
haven't even a room or something like that there anymore, in the big city. I have sold everything as I
moved hither."
"This sounds as we could accept all cases so far. We would have to do a lot of basic investigation
for the moment, especially you. We could also monitor the car together, especially I. Do you have
still good connections, the big city."
"To be honest, I'm not confident. Not long ago, I thought about, that it's a long time that I called
Yves. Maybe a good opportunity to renew some connections."
"To return to the big city, for a certain time, for some investigation, could also be interesting for
you, I would say."



"Yeah, in a way, yes. But we have to see first, if we can find something, I need some information
first. And we're not done with our appointments."
"Right, has been a long day. Let us continue tomorrow."
We left the diner and I took my car to head home. I had said nothing to Linda, but it occupied my
mind all the time. Mrs. Taylor, jilted by her husband, an African American woman. Would it be
appropriate for me, as a white man, to talk about it,  that this  was more common among black
married couples, than white married couples? They were upper middle class, I would say,  even
Obama had talked about that problem. Okay, he was African American himself, but was a problem
not a problem, whatever color your skin had? Was it only allowed to talk about it, with the "right"
skin color? Or, was the fixation on color as such the issue? Could it be that such topics were more
rooted in poverty and suchlike? But, as long as a black man were dangerous and threatening as
such, and a white man trustworthy? Like Tucker Carlson, for instance? Don Lemon? Could it be
that skin color was as such totally worthless if discussing something, that other aspects were much
more telling? Income and education, for instance? I reached my home.
I could not sleep, had brewed me a tee – Mrs. Fischer? She came into my mind, her civil status?
Had we talked about it? As she had mentioned these other women, I had the feeling that she would
have no children, maybe not even a husband. But I had not asked, she had not told it – or. I should
go to bed, enough for today.

Old Friends

Friends, I wasn't sure whom to call "a friend". Sure, the American way, everyone was your friend,
acquaintance, after having exchanged meaningless shit at a party for five minutes. But real friends,
what would that have to mean?
I wasn't in the office this morning, Linda was there for the remaining last appointment. Maybe even
fixing some new appointments, doing the office stuff. I was at home doing my part for the morning,
with my phone in hand, not dialing.
My task would be to ponder about the two cases, obviously connected to the big city, as well as the
company and the dismissal. Using your "social network" it would be, I was fantastic at "socializing"
and "networking", hesitating to dial. For a longer time we hadn't talked now, Yves and I, nearly as
long as I lived in the town now. It was me who was responsible for it, and I hesitated now to call
him. 
Yves Rodriguez,  it  was no overstatement  to  say that  he left  his  marks  on me,  but  also in  me,
exceptionally. I would never forget him, saw him every day in front of me, he accompanied me
every day, all day long. And yet, even now, I had my problems therewith simply calling him, to ask
for help. It was strange sometimes, but it was as it was. I tried to deal with it, started to do some
research regarding Mrs. Fischer's company. Not that much that I found, but some information about
restaffing and some interesting replacements. But, most of the names meant nothing or not much to
me – I called the local newspaper. 
"Thanks for the information so far. And of course, it would be fascinating for me if you found more.
But I'm not sure about if this can become a case for us, it appears that it's more about politics."
I had called a reporter from the local newspaper, whom I got to know not that long ago. No, not at a
boring party, Linda had introduced us to each other at the courthouse – we were there because of a
client. Elizabeth, so her name, had provided me some information that promoted that the company
had become a playground for radical conservatives. Sounded like a smaller version of DeSantis and
the by him installed board at Disney. But what could be our role in such a situation?
Fucking abortion laws, gerrymandering and voter suppression, all this radical stuff from the far-
right attackers on our democracy? This was no case for a private investigation company like ours.
Journalists would be important, but also nationwide protests and civil disobedience. The people
demonstrated in France, and got on strike nationwide because they disagreed with their president.
Not so much because they were not interested in working two additional years until retirement, but



because of the way the president had handled the matter. They were upset because he acted like a
little Napoleon, not like the president of a democratic nation. 
But here in the States, we were not even capable of demonstrating in larger numbers, after our
parliament got stormed by anti-democrats, or people got shot dead in an endless row because of
nothing. Two white and cute cheerleaders because of walking to the wrong car? Okay, a young
black man stands in front of your door? You have to shoot, pure self-defense! But if even two sweet
white cheerleaders no longer.........good that the latest case was caused by a Mexican, most likely
illegal in the States, already four times deported home to Mexico. Now it was time to get upset, the
manhunt on its way. The best would be, he would hang from the next poplar tree – why could this
guy buy guns? Why could this guy return to the States? Joe Biden was our current president, right!
We could have a wall, we could have kicked all this illegal vermin out of the States, we would only
had to elect the right president. But, hadn't we? Now in asylum in Florida. I still held the phone in
my hand, to call Mr. Rodriquez.

*

"Hey, Peter, how you're doing?"
"Fine, thanks for asking, Linda. And you?"
"Excellent. Shall we talk about my meeting? Did you have some success in getting information?"
"I did two phone calls, Elizabeth and Yves. Nothing specific right now, of course. Let us start with
your meeting."
"Okay."
We sat down at the table, to discuss what the morning had yielded so far.
"Before I start, there would be three other potential clients. I think that it would be better for the
moment to shelve them, until we can see how time intensive the other cases will get."
"I agree totally with you, Linda."
"Okay, we have an additional case. A woman, Mrs. Anderson, unmarried, twenty-four years old, she
gets stalked by her neighbor. I would say that this is a good case for me."
"I had a similar case years ago in the big city."
"The outcome? What was your strategy?"
"I had a "conversation" with him in a sports bar."
"Very masculine, as the guys from the big city always are. Did you have success?"
"In a way, yes. But in the very end? She moved to another neighborhood."
"Fine, so you had no success in the "very" end."
"Not really, and I was very dissatisfied about the outcome."
"Maybe there had been better ways of dealing with it then to pressure him, from guy to guy?"
"It was before #MeToo if this helps me somewhat. Let us see how you deal with such a case, how a
woman shows a guy his limits. It's your case."
"Fine, how was your morning?"
"Well,  Mrs.  Fischer?  It  seems  as  her  company  gets  infiltrated  by  radical  right-wingers.  This
DeSantis guys, you know."
"Okay, let us call DeSantis a radical right-winger if it helps you."
"What would be your description?"
"An extreme conservative would fit better to me."
"I see not so much difference between our two paraphrases, only a very thin line, to be honest. But
whatever,  this  is  a  matter  for  journalists  and activists,  but  not  for  private  investigators.  I  have
recommended that she should get in contact with union representatives. They can help her more –
by the way, Mr. Martin has called me. His car will be fixed within the week, so we could start with
monitoring just on the weekend."
"Very fast garage in deed – you have an address?"
"Could ask him, but I fear you have not the money."
"Yeah, most likely. A job for you?"



"Sure, I have no dates on the weekend. It's good compatible with preparing to stay in the big city for
a while."
"Your phone call with Yves?"
"Yes, he will put out feelers to see what he can do for me. But in the end, no doubt about this, I have
to be in the city myself. Nothing else would make sense."
"Sure. Then the two cases connected with the big city are yours, as well as the car. The car, as long
as you're still in town, of course. I will start with Mrs. Andersson - maybe I will have resources for a
case or so more? Sounds not so bad to me."
"I would agree."
"Happy to return to the big city? I have the feeling that you have are mixed emotions." 
"That's right. In a way, the big city is arousing, fascinating. It's wonderful in a way to be there, like
a pill makes you happy. But, at last, it will turn you into a druggie, will kill you."
"And Yves?"
"Yeah, Yves. I look forward to meeting him again. It's a long time ago, too long a time."
"Sounds very convincing."
"Don't try to play the private dick."
"You haven't to be a private dick for that."

Hunt Down The Enemy

Listening to soft music, I sat in my car, and my thoughts meandered in various directions. It was no
very thrilling task to monitor a car, standing in a parking lot, valet parking. Therefore, it should be
secure. But, nevertheless, it got scratched once in such a parking lot, why not a second time.
It was not the first time that I monitored Mr. Martin's car – in fact, it was for the fourth time. The
first three times nothing happened, why it should be different this time? The parking lot of a mall,
while being at the dentist, the last time we tried to park the car in the driveway, but no success at all.
I would be soon in the big city again, then Linda would have to do the job.
Linda had three cases now. Mrs. Andersson, as well as one that dealt with a disappeared pet, a house
cat. In no way she run away, she has to be stolen – the theory of the owner, an older woman. But to
be fair, it was a purebred cat of some value. Therefore, it was not to exclude that the cat had been
stolen. The third case was about an absconding debtor. Yes, Linda had some to do, and I sat in my
car and listened to soft music.
But, and that I had to say it, I hadn't been lazy over the previous time. I had prepared my stay in the
big city, had had various phone calls, had a lodging now, had some first hints so that I had not to
start from nothing when back in the big city again. The big city, sometimes I pondered about how it
would be, wouldn't I had drawn the consequence, had not left the big city. In a way, I missed her,
knowing that she hadn't been good for me, like one of those man-eating blonds in one of these 50s
movies. Yeah, the ruthless woman who seduced the honest man, to do bad things, even to become a
murderer. And the reality in Hollywood – ask the concierge working at the Chateau Marmont or the
Four Seasons? But hey, Hollywood, never talk about it, at least if you're a woman. Good that the
time had changed, at least somewhat in a way.
The sound of a long gone time penetrated my ears, outside it nearly appeared like all in black and
white. Hey, in my youth, at least for some time, TV was black and white. And even if one could buy
a color TV, they were costly at that time. Gilda, the big city, who would I be? Wasn't it idle, to have
such thoughts? It started to drizzle, what a joke, and I started to hear the sound of distant waves.  

*

The time elapsed slowly, and I hoped that the dinner would find its end soon, but it was one of these
restaurants – very un-American – where you were allowed to stay at your table even after finishing
your meal. Mr. Martin had told me that his wife and he liked this restaurant, they liked it to have an



after-dinner drink, an espresso as well, the whole program. With other words, it could last until they
would drive home.
I got bored about the music, still drizzling, and I had the feeling to be in the wrong place as I could
fetch a movement in the parking out of the corner of my left eye – there was someone. But he did
not walk upright, he tried to cover himself – wow, he seemed to manage it that he got not caught by
the surveillance? I left my car slowly, knowing that it would be easy for me to catch him.
The parking was only accessible from one side, he would have to pass me, and I would catch him.
But, I firstly waited for a moment, to be sure that his aim would be Mr. Martin's car. As I had no
doubts anymore I crossed the street, shouted at him, to see what path he would take to escape, to cut
him off. And it functioned perfectly, he ran directly towards me, I was ready to wrestle him down.
The next I was aware of was that I was lying on the ground that my belly area hurt, and I had
problems breathing. Fuck, fuck to be an old man!
He was fast, much faster than I thought, had tackled me like an NFL defensive tackle with his fast
hands, looked like a bull but had feet like a gazelle. I looked at his back, as he ran away, his massive
back, and decided that this was too much for me. Hey, maybe he was a fucking good tackler, but
these guys were not made for a sprint – okay, do never underestimate one of these guys, it would
not be the first time to see one of them in the end zone! But, I assumed, that I would still have a
chance to get him, as he nearly reached the next corner. I to my feet again, started to run after him,
he around the corner, I had still plenty of distance, to that corner. I feared that he would have parked
his car in that street, but maybe I could see the license plate, or it would be no every day car – this
was not so a large town. Nearly I had reached the corner, as I heard a full breaking and some other
not so good sounding noises. An accident obviously, hopefully nothing severe.
My suspect?  Well,  this  was  America,  and he  ran  away.  I  had  noticed  that  he  was  no  African
American, but he had appeared Asian to me, if I had made no mistake. As one of our well-trained
police officers, why not fire five or six bullets at  him, he ran away and was not a Caucasian?
Something had to be wrong, if such a person ran away if a white like I demanded him to stand still.
I tuned the corner and saw immediately what had happened.
A car stood diagonally on the street, some damage on the front side, my suspect lay on the street. He
had obviously severe pain, one of his legs showed an ugly angle. I ran to the car, the car driver was
shocked, but nevertheless had already informed the police and an ambulance was also on its way. I
turned to my suspect.
"Is all okay with you so far, you have a gun?"
Most likely not, otherwise we would know it already, I would assume. But I thought it would be
better to ask him.
"No, I don't have a gun."
"Okay, but I have one. Don't try nonsense. So far, I see no reason for it. What's your name?"
"Andrew, Andrew Young."
"Really?"
"Yeah, fuck, really!"
"Okay, can I examine your leg, would that be okay for you?"
"Sure."
He relaxed somewhat, I started to examine his leg, it seemed as it would look worse than it was.
"If you're lucky, then your leg is only twisted, but I would wait until the medics arrive. You were
there to scratch a car, right?"
"Have I to say something?"
"No, you can wait until you're at the police station. I'm a private investigator and I work for the car
owner. Would it be very false if I assume that it was not your idea to scratch the car?"
"Maybe?"
"If yes, then my client is not much interested in you. You understand, or."
"Sure. But what does this help me?"
"Well, so far, you simply run over a street without taking notice of the traffic. This is stupid, but not
a crime – you still understand?"



"Sure."
"We have a deal?"
"Sure. But what's the story?"
"Well, you were somewhat too busy, and I'm simply a bystander."
"And the driver of the car?"
He pointed at the driver, who stood not that far away from us. 
"He has a shock, and he has seen nothing, what you have done before. As I said, there's no reason so
far for my client to inform against you."
"And you're certain about that?"
"Absolutely."
"Then we have a deal."
The police and the ambulance arrived, no one whom I knew. I made a first testimony, that I was
simply coincidentally here, and of course, I would be willing to come to the police office to provide
further information if needed.
"By the way, Mr. Maurer, what's your profession?"
"I'm a private investigator."
The police officer looked doubting at me.
"Coincidentally, really?"
"Well, like a police officer, I'm not on duty 24/7."
"Yeah, but I wear a uniform if on duty, you not. But okay, it's okay for now."
He  looked  at  Mr.  Young,  the  medics  had  finished their  on-scene  care,  the  leg  looked  already
somewhat more natural. I addressed him.
"Wish you the best, maybe we will meet again."
"Could be, maybe at a game?"
"You're a sportsman?"
"Yeah, I study at the university, play football."
Nearly I had named him a bastard, he had given me not the slightest chance. 
"I hope your leg is not severely hurt."
"The medic says that there's a good chance that I had a good deal of luck. Okay, for the next weeks
or so, no football, but it's not the end of my career."
I had to confess that I hoped so.
"Wish you luck."
"Thanks, what was your name?"
"Mr. Maurer, I'm one part of the private investigation firm "Arnold & Maurer". Maybe you saw me
on TV, recently, the morning show?"
"Sorry, no, sir."
"Never mind!"
The police officer had listing to us as they brought Mr. Young to the ambulance – he looked again at
me, not believing me. I gave him one of my business cards.
"Strange things frequently happen. If you have further questions, do not hesitate to contact me."
I heard nothing anymore from the police, but Mr. Young contacted me very soon and could provide
very interesting information. It was nice to solve this case just before I would drive to the big city. A
good feeling and a good start for the next chapter.

*

Mr. Young's information and cooperation made it easy to fix the case. He was clever enough to say
nothing to the police – clever? One could say: But, the police, you have always to tell the truth to
the police. But why he should incriminate himself to the police? You could never be certain what
consequences that would have. I arranged a meeting with Mr. Martin and Mr. Young, and it became
very soon plausible  for  Mr.  Martin,  which person Mr.  Young had suborned,  to  scratch his  car.
Interested in a name?



Well, I thought, would this be a movie, or a kind of a novel, then it could be anybody. A competitor,
something connected to his job, for instance. Or maybe after all a neighbor, a racist of course?
Could be that he had done it the first one or two times by himself, but had later no longer the
possibility to do so. Therefore, he hired Mr. Young. Would also function with the wife or the kids.
Hey, I thought, would I write a novel than it would have been the wife! Why? Hey, sure, because
Mr. Martin cheated her with his secretary, very young and sexy – the beginning of a "real life"
drama of epic dimensions. And what about that the sexy secretary would try to seduce the private
dick? Of course, I would not fall for her tricks, he would have sex with her most likely, but only
because he liked it to spend a hot night with this young chick. Well, how bohemian, baroque, one
could let such a novel become, no limits, limits which the real world always had ready for you.
Therefore, the real outcome of the case was much less Hollywood style.    

Home Again?

Home again, your home, your native place, but what shall this mean? Born more to the north, the
city with the bridge, the famous bridge to end your life, I moved early to the real big city in the
south.  I  thought,  what a fucking city I'm born in,  all  this  hypocrisy,  the fucking shit  about the
flower. A few made a fortune, most had to sleep in their cars, and I still talked about the white
population. Who from the tourists visited the quarters where the Asian-rooted citizens, nearly as
many as whites, mostly Chinese, lived in fact, and not only Chinatown? A lot of funny narration
about a city that never existed, I had to leave that corrupt novel, no longer could bear to hear the
phony songs.
I moved southwards, became a citizen of the big city – and yes, I heard your laughing! Could be
that the city with the bridge was all that what I felt about her, but if one city could easily "outshine"
her, wouldn't it be the big sister to the south? Was this city not a paragon for all negative feelings
one could have about a city? Well, half of the population Latinos, a quarter of Asian Americans or
African Americans,  that  one had to  have in  mind.  The key was,  to  omit  the remaining boring
hypocrite white quarter, then this city could be something very fascinating. 

*

I had found an apartment to rent, not very far from the place where I had my condo for a longer
time in the big city. Therefore, leaving the house felt like never having being away. I knew all the
shops, the restaurants, and bars. I met several people whom I knew just on my first day – hey, you're
back? Come on, only for a case? Where the fuck you're living right now? Suchlike conversations,
and I had the feeling that I had to justify myself all the time. I was on my way to meet Yves.

*

I had left the town to return to the big city on Sunday, had said goodbye to Linda. "You're coming
back?", she had asked. "Sure, why I shouldn't.",  I  had said. "Because the big city can be truly
arousing, and some believe in her lies". "Yeah, especially if young and full of funny ideas, like
becoming the big private dick." "You had some spectacular cases, and quite a reputation." "Yeah,
like Old Downtown, where you can fly with the angles, to impact hard thereafter on the other side
of the street with the city's name, to wake up in reality." "I only fear that I will never see you again."
"Hardly likely. I always thought, I would be happy to get the ex-whore and a trip to Las Vegas." "I
do not understand?" "Okay, forget shitty Las Vegas, but Kim Basinger played the whore." "And
what does this tell me now – or should tell me?" "That it was a movie, and nothing real. But here, in
the  town,  I  found  something  real,  and  this  is  worth  more  than  a  thousand  lies  and  decisive
illusions." "Why can't I believe you?" I said to her once: Farewell, my love. It will be easier the
second time.



*

I had used the Metro for some time, but I had stepped out early, to walk for a while. Yeah, walking,
and even using public transport, not very American. But I liked sitting in a Metro together with
other people,  a place where I  could accept it  to be surrounded by many other people.  And the
walking? Well, it gave you a better chance to see where you are. To enjoy it being back again. 
Some had changed, some were as it had always been, just as you would expect, when coming back
to a place after a certain time again. A Metro train drove by, I could have reached my aim with the
Metro, but it would need more time to walk the rest. Following the flowers first, to reach the roses,
with the ugly freeway to your left.
I left the flowers to enter another street, the Metro for a short time underground. As we met again, I
had reached my aim, at least nearly. On the other side of the boulevard, the university. On my side
the museums, nature and science, and somewhat behind, a corner where you could learn something
about African American culture and history - fucking DeSantis would be upset about it, as if this
former fucking nigger slaves would have a right to have their culture and history! But my aim
would be none of the buildings, I entered the space in between, the Rose Garden, to head to the
fountain in the middle. Yves had been faster, sat on one of the benches. He stood up as he saw me
and walked up to me.
"Hey, Peter, nice to meet you again! You look not bad, the country air is good for you as it seems."
"Hey, Yves, what can I say? The town is not such a little town and compared with you, I always
look like a wimp. Still routinely in the gym, obviously."
"Well, you know, I'm a Latino, we do this always all the time."
"Yeah, Mr. Rodriquez, and I'm the old white guy. Let's have a seat."
We sat down on one of the benches.
"The Rose Garden and the fountain, very romantic meeting point, Peter."
"Well, I liked it always to be here – a nice surrounding. One can learn a lot here."
"That's true, my kids always like it to be here. The Science Center or the Natural History Museum,
both are very fascinating."
"Kids, you have two kids now."
"Yeah! What about dinner at my home, as long as you're in the city?"
"Good idea."
"And?"
"What?"
"Some nice memories sitting here – so absorbed in thought?" 
"You think so?"
"I know you long enough."
"Yeah, in a way."
"A woman? A case?"
"Both. But not adequate to the city, no happy ending - regarding both. Let's talk about my two
wanted."
"We both know that the city is only a big illusion, unreal like the movies it produces constantly, as
well as novels and songs."
"I think that the movies are very real, brutally real in a way, but most do not see how real they are."
"I haven't had our world-famous porn movie industry in mind, as I said it. But yes, in that way the
city is brutally honest to you. And yes, many cannot understand the message. What about walking
around a bit?"
We stood up and started to pass the different beds of roses. Yeah, in a way silly, too early in the
year, the wonderful rose blossoms would appear only later. Rosebud, we never should forget. 

*
 


