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Lecture Six – In Media Res Exercise

Write a story beginning: Where were you last night?
_____________________________________________________________________________________

“Where were you last night?”
“Doing something stupid, I don’t doubt.” Against my better judgement, but I say it anyways.
The stack of papers fall into line as they’re tapped against the table. Yellowed slightly, the writing on them is blurred and out of focus from being printed on a machine probably older than I am.
“Answer the question, Mr. Randle.”
“I came back home around seven, eight, I napped. Then I went to the bar in town.”
Sasha scowls. Scribbles on a little notepad for a few moments. She shrunk into her uniform, standard sheriff’s department, that tanned shirt – no, tarp – that made her look twice as wide as she was. 
“Came back from where, what were you doing?”
I smile. “You know what I was doing. What I always do. Was hunting all day long, Silver Falls.”
Her eyes dim a bit. That old excuse, she must be thinking. “This bar.” she started with a sigh. “Will anyone be able to corroborate that you were there?”
“Depends if I made an impression or not.” I say with a shrug.
She scribbles again, then leaves through the stack of papers, picking some out. “It’s illegal to hunt on state park grounds.”
“Not waterfowl, not this time of year.” I say it with smugness. Judging from her plump, soft hands, she wouldn’t know the loopholes and exceptions when it comes to the hunt. 
She looks down at the papers again, furrows a brow. Oh Sasha, you do try, that much can be said. God loves a trier.
“Speaking of, we have a witness that says your hunting buddies call you a hitman. Care to explain that?”
“Seriously? This is what my taxes go towards?” She stared, expectantly. “I don’t eat meat. So, I don’t eat any of our takes, they do. They pay me in drinks, company, the odd knife or rope as a gift. It’s a silly inside joke.” 
“Then why do you hunt?” She asked.
“For fun. Noblest sport there is. You should tag along sometime, I think you’d enjoy it.”
She looks like she had a bad taste in her mouth. Two pictures slide toward me. Two drab faces, a man and a woman, Caucasian, grimacing with large eyebrows, they look like evil Soviet officers in a bad 80s action flick.
“Have you seen these people?”
I land my finger on the woman’s picture, on her Roman nose. “She looks familiar. She around my neck of the woods?”
“They’re both missing. And yes, they’re Russian immigrants staying in Sublimity. The names Sasha and Arisha mean anything to you?”
I point at the man now, pallid skin pulled tightly over a bulging neck, the end of his nose bulbous and a thick brow ridge shadowing bovine eyes. I recognise him too, of course, but the face looks more solid. Last time I saw it, it was drooping, slack. That happens when you saw someone’s head off, the tension goes, is relieved, you could say. 
“Sasha? He’s a Sasha?” A nod in reply. “I think you wear it better.”
“Do you know them, yes or no?”
“No, I do not. What do they do?”
“I ask the questions here, Mr. Randle… Temporary work visa, if that helps. He trucked.”
Some work they were doing, Bolshoi Sasha and his callous little bitch, trucking the finest, exotic, ripe sex slaves down the Oregon Trail by the crateful, into the Midwest. 
I look at cop Sasha’s ignorant little face. I think her name is spoiled for me now, after last night. After all the ‘where are they Sasha,’ ‘who pays you Sasha,’ ‘tell me where you deliver to, Sasha, before I cut your balls off and feed them to your wife,’ the name feels awkward to say after saying it so much. It’s not a game I have much patience for, unlike this one. He did talk in the end, when I turned the pliers on Arisha herself.
“Tell me, Sasha-” 
“Officer.” She interrupts.
“Officer Sasha. Am I under arrest?”
Sasha gulps, shakes her head. “No, you’re free to leave whenever you want.” She stares. Her hair is pulled into a tight ponytail at the back, exposing the squarish shape of her head. It’s the kind of ponytail I give my takes, the kind I’ll give Arisha when I’m done with her so she’s easier to carry. Sasha nods her head, mutters “okay” to herself. With that she makes to turn off the recorder. Giving up so easily? Last time we sparred for an hour.
I reach out and grab her hand. It was cold. Sweaty. Very soft, as I expected. It was shaking now, she had jumped when I moved my arm towards her. 
“I’d rather stay and chat.” I say in my quietest of indoor voices.
She opens her quivering mouth to say something, to tell me to drop her hand no doubt, but I have already let go. She kept her arm outstretched, as if it had been tainted.
She croaks, and then goes for it. “Did you kill those people?” She asks, breathy.
“Oh, well.” I lean back in my chair, rub my shoulder. These are the last days. I can tell. They know it’s me, now evidence and confessions are just a formality, just paperwork. I could leave, but I’m not abandoning my home. I could try and explain all the whys of it when they find me, but it wouldn’t change what I’ve done, and that sometimes I enjoyed doing it. “I am a killer. Stone cold.”
Her eyes widen. “What did you say? Is that a confession?” I can see she’s staring at the recorder to see if it’s still on. It is. She smiles. I smile.
“You see, I wipe bugs off of my windshield every other day. Not to mention the hunting, roadkill too, possum, the usual. I hit a deer last month.”
Sasha slumps back in her chair, almost swearing. She buries her head into the paperwork once more, picking out a creased page. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Yes, I have the report you made here. On the 214 road, by the state park, again.” Again is said like it has weight. I guess it did. Last night’s party was in the dank storage cellar of a condemned lumberyard in those woods. Only a matter of time before they find it, I suppose. Maybe that would be for the best, Arisha must be getting lonely and Sasha must be starting to smell. With the cops watching me I guess she’ll have to starve, I can’t risk going back so soon. She starts listing off the report. “Witnesses on the scene said you were covered in blood, it was one day after another disappearance, you went home and showered before we picked you up instead of coming directly to the police, DNA was inconclusive for both deer and…”
“Human.” I finish, mockingly. “It was deer. And ever since, you’ve been dragging me here every time someone skips town, hoping to nail your bogeyman to the wall. Maybe he doesn’t exist, maybe he does, but it ain’t me.”
The recorder is switched off. It’s done, for now. She says that they’ll be calling on me soon or make a home visit. The net is closing, I can only ride on plausible deniability for so long, and I’m fresh out of coincidences. Yes, these are going to be the last days, I think. There’s so much more left to do. If I want to get it all done, I’ll have to raise some Hell.
