What Did I Do?



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
So I'm sitting at my kitchen table in my underwear hating the way the Easter lilly that Queenie brought over smells. It smells like crap. I think it's like a litmus test, you know? To some people lillies smell good...but to me they just...stink.

What did I get myself into? I've been alone a very long time and I was struggling. Those douchebags from the bureau...supposedly from the bureau...Fitch and What's his name...they dropped a photo of Jenny when they were here. Just laid it out on my coffee table like a frickin' nuclear bomb. Wanted to talk about "the incident" when Jenny was killed. They called it that, The Incident.

I remember the picture...I was there when it was taken. It was down at the PD the first time that they brought her and her nutsack boyfriend in to assign them to us. I remember sitting at my desk and talking to Malloy about some movie or other when she walked in. Malloy. I hadn't thought about that guy in years. He died of a heart attack on the faded linoleum of his kitchen floor, Christmas morning 2001...surrounded by scattered newspaper and the smell of fresh coffee. Poor bastard was found by his four year-old son who had come down to see what Santa brought him.

I had turned in my chair and met Jenny's eyes. I couldn't look away...and she simply didn't. Goddamn she was...amazing. Magical, but in such a naive way, you know? There was something about her that made young men want her...and older men want to save her. Her in those tight Lucky jeans with the upside down smiley face scribbled onto one knee...the hood of her sweatshirt pulled tight around her face...the few wisps of dark hair.

I swear, when I told her that I was going to protect her, I meant it with every bone, muscle, nerve ending and swirl of consciousness in my body. I heard angels frickin' singing at that moment. Like the whole earth could have broken free from its axis and crashed into the sun for all I cared...but she would have been okay...because I was there to protect her. She was a completely perfected, flawless seventeen year-old girl who had absolutely no idea how she affected those around her.

I loved her beyond reason and I still don't know why. Not physical love...I honestly had no interest in that with her...which I honestly can't explain either! I had absolutely no frame of reference for non-sexual love, you know? It was just deeper than that. I wanted to put my arms around her and whisper into her strawberry shampoo smelling hair that I would protect her...that nothing bad could happen to her as long as I was with her...that I had been born to protect her in this very moment in time. It was my destiny.

And that's what was in my head as I was screaming for an ambulance and trying to hold her brains in...watching the dark blood just pouring endlessley through my fingers. With old fat Borasario standing in the doorway, his bullet proof vest barely even covering his center mass, yelling, "Holy shit! Somebody fuckin' shot her!" And I was shouting, "Really? Do you think? Get a Goddamned ambulance!"

And there was a Diet Pepsi on the nightstand...knocked over and slowly soaking into the pages of a People magazine.

And look at what heights I've reached since then. I'm sitting in a tiny apartment in the afore-mentioned underwear...and I can hear Queenie snoring in the bedroom. Oh God what did I do? She was trying to help last night...coming over because she knew that I was upset. Bringing this stupid Easter lilly. She asked about the photo and the Feds...and I told her about Jenny. About what she meant...about what I couldn't do for her. And the next thing I know Queenie's hugging me from behind...telling me that everything was going to be okay. She smelled like spearmint gum, baby powder and hair spray.

I let her kiss me. I let her lead me into the bedroom. And afterwards...I hated everything about her. As I lay listening to her breathing/snoring...how she scratched her cold skin with those long, red nails in her sleep...I just couldn't stand to be near her. I don't mean to be mean.

So here I sit...not sure where I'm going with this. And yes, Jenny watched the whole thing and is right now standing over my shoulder. I was hoping to get some kind of reaction at least from that...but nothing. She doesn't care.

The Feds Fitch and whoever...they said that Jenny was still alive. That's when I chased them out of my apartment and threatened to kill them if they ever came back. Even old deaf Mr. Chan from down the hall came out wielding his double-barrelled shotgun...so I must've been yelling pretty loud!

I know she's dead. I couldn't feel her pulse there in the room...the blood stopped bubbling from the burst open parts of her head...her leg relaxed. She was dead. The medics said they were getting a weak carotid after starting a couple of saline lines...but they had to use the doppler to get it. But she definitely died in the hospital. I remember that the bureau section chief was there. I watched he and the doctor whispering, eyes darting around like two little kids trying to look inconspicuous before shoplifting...and the section chief suddenly looked like the doc had just inserted a frickin' hypodermic into one of his testicles. At that moment I knew it.

That moment in the hospital...and the fact that her bored-to-tears ghost is here watching me as I type this...she's dead.

Screw the Feds.


(title unknown)



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
They're telling me that she's alive.

They looked like Feds but they didn't talk like Feds. I kind of exploded -- them coming to my apartment and all. They said they would come back at a better time.

Queenie is coming over.

I'll update when I can.

She's Back



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
I was afraid of this. Just writing this stuff out was okay...it didn't cause too much trouble, you know? But now that this stupid blog has gotten the attention of people and I am being asked for more details (among other things) it has resulted in what I guess was inevitable.

I woke up at 2AM and in the darkness of my room I could smell Jenny. It's always the same. Gunpowder, something musty and organic, and urine. Whenever I smell the piss I just remember the moment that she died on that cheap motel bed. I was trying my best to hold her head together...and her leg kept jerking...and after a few minutes which seemed like hours it just relaxed, you know? Like a wind up toy where the spring has sprung and it just slowly -- almost imperceptibly -- returns to a neutral position.

And then came the urine, darkening her sweatpants and soaking into the bed. And that was it.

I keep a Zippo in my nightstand and when I woke up to the smell I dug it out and lit it. I hesitated though...I do not look forward to all of this returning, you know?

And there she was. Squatting on the edge of my bed, forearms resting on her thighs...hands dangling together between her knees. Just staring with those black eyes...their only sense of life coming from the reflection of the blue flame. She looked at me like she was watching paint dry. Just nothing. That's what drives me crazy with her. She doesn't respond...she doesn't react...she never seems like she gives one shit about what she's looking at. That's why I end up screaming at her eventually -- much to other people's dismay.

It would be better if she followed me around cursing me for allowing that guy to sneak past me all of those years ago. That ghost with a 9mm.

She's here now. In my office as I write this. Wearing a T-shirt covered in that rust colored dried blood. It has FRANKIE SAY RELAX horizontally down one side. Hell...that was a throwback even back then. And blue sweats, still dark on the crotch and thighs. Her bare feet so pale with nails painted like green apples.

Her hair is plastered down around her face, heavy with blood and occasionally as she turns I can catch a glimpse of white bone or the gray specks of brain.

And always the eyes staring passively at everything that I do. I just picked up my coffee cup and moved it around in the air and her eyes followed it with that smooth, fluid motion. Not like my cup interested her...but like it was something to do.

I can't honestly say that I'm sorry that she's back.

But...evetually I'll be screaming at her again.

[image: image1.png]



I Miss Her



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
Do you ever get the feeling that there's more going on than what it looks like? Like you're the unwitting assistant in some bizarre magic act? That people aren't who they seem and you don't know what you should believe? That you are being used?

I think I hit the paranoid wall!

It's like there is this monstrous plan moving in the darkness just beyond your reach...you can hear it...you can feel the electricity of it...it crackles...you know that it will change everything. But the face of it looks like everyday life, you know? Like the lady tapping her foot impatiently in Starbucks, and the guy with the orange vest directing you around a sinkhole on the causeway, and an article in the news about Somali pirates who look more gaunt and scared than anything else. It all seems normal...but it doesn't feel normal.

I remembered something today and I don't know why. When Bean walked up to me that day in Ball Harbor...I had just thrown the tennis ball to that stupid neighbor dog...and she said, "My head hurts and mommy told me to come see you." And I looked into her face and something didn't look right. Something inside was screaming at me but I just couldn't see it.

Back when I was a rookie standing on the street smoking and waiting for my FTO, I heard the scream of a motorcycle down the street, at the next intersection.

I looked up in time to see this moron pop a wheelie as he went past. Only he didn't warn his girlfriend and she slid right off the seat and I could hear her head crack the pavement from 200 feet away.

It sounded like a gunshot.

By the time I got down there she had gotten to her feet, stumbled over and sat on a curb...holding the back of her head with both hands. She looked at me as I ran up and there was something odd about her face...but like with Bean, I couldn't place it right away.

I finally noticed their eyes. One pupil was huge, the iris pushed out to just a thin line of color around the blackness. And they stared at me for a moment and then both died right in front of me.

That's how my life feels right now. Like I'm looking at the normalness around me and knowing that something doesn't look right...but I'm having a hard time identifying what. And I'm being laughed at.

I now remember picking up Bean in both of my arms...sending one of her pink boots flopping over the deck railing...and I remember the sound of that mangy dog scraping across the deck as he chased the boot and I remember the musty smell of the shore.

For the first time since it happened I can remember her face.

And she was looking at me with expectation. She wanted me to help her. And I could do nothing but watch her die.

Jenny should have been my salvation.
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Something's Afoot Down at the Circle K



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
It's the start of another day.

I came in to a whirlwind of crap regarding some moron we have working for us. Just a gangly kid with a security guard uniform three sizes too big, you know? Was convinced that somebody was lifting stuff from the Circle K and beat out a car windshield with his flashlight. It was apparently some middle aged grandma who had forgotten something at the register, went back in and picked it up. When your young it's hard to not jump to conclusions. I've been there.

I slept like a baby last night for the first time in as long as I can remember. I should have known that I'd come in to some sort of crap!

It's odd. For months there were no comments at all to this blog. Nobody read it. Which was actually fine with me since it was more of an assignment than an attempt to communicate with anyone, you know? But here in the last week I'm getting a few comments a day -- mostly shit mind you -- but a couple of good sounding people. It kind of changes the dynamic thinking that others are reading what I write.

Not sure if that's good or bad. I had a lot of stuff to write and now I find myself editing it in my mind, thinking "what will somebody think of this?" On the other hand...maybe I shouldn't care so much. Maybe having some sort of connection with people is good.

Then again...knowing that a few people are reading this may help me work out some demons. I have my share.
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Who was Jenny?



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
I suddenly got several comments on here asking about Jenny. Some of you internet lurkers are shitheads. Goes to show you that if you allow people to be anonymous, they'll take the opportunity to be crass and stupid. That's why I moderate the comments!

But for you, DelainaC, I'll answer your respectful question.

Jenny was a teenanged girl who was in the wrong place at the wrong time and was unfortunately able to identify the wrong guy. I mean...he was the right guy...but not the kind of guy who you 'identify' if you know what I mean. You'd probably know his dad if I mentioned his name, and his dad has enough connections and power to cover up for everything that little douche does.

I was working out of the organized crime unit and we had to do a witness protection gig at a run-down little place off of Asbury called the Flamingo Motor Lodge. This was back in 1995. Now it's called something else...the Palm Harbor or some other stupid name I guess meant to make you feel that you were in some sort of tropical paradise right in the middle of Jersey! So we put Jenny and her waste-of-air boyfriend into two different rooms and set about keeping them alive for two days before the Feds had a place for them.

We didn't.

To this day I have no clue how somebody got them both that morning. We had guys on all sides of the property and I was standing on the mezzanine outside the doors when it happened. This guy apparently slipped in and out of bathroom windows in full sight of at least two unmarked cars on the street below. Nothing...no fingerprints...no casings.

Just like a ghost.

This is stupid.



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
I blinked and two months passed me by.

I don't get how people can do this shit every day, you know? I don't want to do this anymore. I already think what I think...I'm just not sure I'm sold on the benefit of also writing what I think.

I really lost interest in writing this blog after I started smelling Jenny around me again. That's how it started the first time. It was about three weeks after she died...I was taking a tray of Tater Tots out of the oven and when the hot air hit me in the face it smelled like gunpowder, brains and piss. Weirdest thing.

Before long she was following me everywhere, just staring at me with that totally blank expression -- emotionless, disinterested...bored. I don't know. It was frickin' maddening. Every time I shaved, looked in the rear view mirror of my car...hell, even when I was screwing Bella, she'd be there. Squatted in the corner of the room, her head burst open, blood dried like rust on her pale skin, and her eyes...big and black and reflecting the flickering candles that Bella used to like...just watching me with an absence of interest. No, it was more than that...not just no emotion...it was like no one was even there in her eyes.

Like I probably look at two in the morning when I can't sleep and am sprawled on the couch watching...but not really seeing...the TV.

Thinking of TV at 2AM I just thought of Vince the Sham-WOW guy and started cracking up. I needed that.

I used to yell at Jenny's ghost. Big reason why I'm not a cop anymore...and why Bella's married to that super douche over in motors now. I get it. I lost. I'm a loser baby...so why don't you kill me?

I can still see Eldridge back at that party after we graduated from the police academy, his eyes red and glassy from the Budweiser and the smoke from the fire on the beach, swaying from side to side...getting a little too close, the way that drunk people have a tendency to do...and he said, "You wanna know why I wanted to be a cop, Port?" And I said, you know, sure D. Why? And he gets so close that I can smell nothing but beer and ranch corn nuts and he says, "Because I'm a fuckin' loser and all losers become cops."

I didn't agree then...and I don't agree now...but some are. Like me. Can you imagine me? Standing in that locker room down at the PD, one leg in and one leg out of my pants, screaming at a dead, stupid teenaged girl that I knew no one else could see? I was just so frickin' tired of her following me around with her so frickin' obviously not giving a shit expression.

Okay, man, I get it already. Mrs. King's son can connect the frickin' dots, you know?

Okay...I'm done.

I've got an empty apartment and Vince the Sham-WOW guy waiting for me on TV.
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Long Weekend



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
It was a long weekend and an even longer day today. I'll write more later.
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It's Thursday!



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
Another crazy day in a job that ultimately has no meaning! Yay!

I had a dream last night about Jenny and Bean...they were both standing side by side and talking to me in unison, like those twin girls from 'The Shining'. I woke up covered in sweat holding the gun from my nightstand. You know...for a moment...just a brief flash...as I was still seeing the fading images in front of me...I though about just shooting myself and being done with it.

Obviously I didn't. And I won't. I have way too strong of a desire for self preservation. If I didn't I would have eaten a bullet years ago back when Bean died...and then definitely after Jenny.

My mother used to say that God wouldn't give a person more than they could handle. I guess factually that's true in my case...but at what cost?

Sack Up King



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
I have to apologize. I just read back over my entries and realized that I'm whining. Is this going to help?...I hope this helps...whaaa! I actually think that it is going to help. I am even starting to enjoy visiting this site and writing whatever pops into my head.

And it's probably time that I start to deal with this stuff.

Have you ever noticed how life can only be understood when you look at it backwards? That's what I've noticed anyway. I can see definite threads connecting the seemingly random events of my life and have the definite impression that something is on the horizon. It's leading to something, you know? Maybe that sounds crazy, but I feel it. It's like a darkness on the edge of the city...just creeping slowly across my life. Bean's death started it all and then just when I could see a hint of a light at the end of that tunnel...just when I could sleep again without those images...then the whole Jenny thing happened.

It pulled the carpet out from under me. Before, I was as stable and even-keeled as a guy could be. Career, wife, daughter, Harley in the garage! And now, 10 years later I'm a ghost. Leave empty apartment, stop at Starbucks, sit in this stupid office all day, stop at Quizno's, arrive back at still-empty apartment, watch 'Family Guy' reruns on Adult Swim until I fall asleep.

I'm glad that nobody reads this blog...I probably look pretty pathetic!

I'm just going through a bad spell. Those happen. I'll cheer up, you'll see. And then Bean and Jenny will just fade away.

I'm not sure that I want them to though. I'm really not.

Today...



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
Just got on to write something today and then got called into a meeting. I'll be back if I can. (For all of you waiting with baited breath for my rambling). Ha.

A New Day



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
As I'm working my eye keeps getting drawn to the little TV screen out in the main office. It's set to CNN and they have constant inauguration coverage. President Barack Hussein Obama. I didn't vote for the guy. I actually didn't vote for anybody for president. I wrote in 'None of the Above.' I find it pretty amazing though that Obama was organizing neighborhood marches in Chicago 5 or 6 years ago and now -- thanks to nothing but an amazing advertising campaign (and of course an incompetent Bush administration) -- a guy with no experience, no new ideas and really no clue is now the most powerful man in the free world. When they show close-ups on Obama's face you can almost see the "Oh crap...what did I get myself into?" look in his eye!

I've read that Obama has some real communist/socialist tendencies and was talked into politics by some professor in Chicago. Really sounds like someone else I know!

I don't know...I'm not sure why I started writing about politics. I 'm not sure that I really care all that much who is in the White House. How does it affect me, you know?

Today's slow here at the office and I find myself thinking more and more about when I was married to Bella. You don't know what you have until it's gone...isn't that what Poison says? I still see her occasionally around town. She's a Captain now if you can believe that, I guess she really knows how to play the game. Who would have believed it back then? Bella from the Basin down off Kane Street becoming a police Captain and getting a house up in the Heights? I did. I saw it in her eyes. Even back when she used to come to my wrestling practices at Mercy and sit at the edge of the gym. She had gotten into Saint T's on one of those underpriviledged-student programs and played it for all she was worth!

Just thinking about her back then is almost unbearable. God I miss her. I still can't believe I threw it all away after Bean -- I just didn't know how to feel it, you know?

She was our first -- and only -- child. Annalisa King. She was so smart...she talked early...read early...and had such a great sense of humor. She worshipped me -- I could do no wrong in her eyes...eyes that could destroy me the instant they welled up with tears!

The three of us were vacationing down at the shore when she died. No matter how hard I try I can't remember her face from that morning. I can remember reading the paper and throwing a tennis ball -- an orange tennis ball -- to some mangy dog that lived down the beach. Bean came out onto the porch. I remember her puffy green coat wrapped around her blue nightgown and the clumping sound of these little pink rubber boots that she kept at that house. They had cartoon bunny faces on them. But her face is just a blank...just a tan oval framed by her little Prince Valiant hair cut.

And then she was gone...life stopped and I guess I fell off.

I do wish that I could at least remember her face the last time that I saw her. Does good really come from writing this stuff out?

All I know is that it makes me want to die all over again

Is This Helping?



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
Home now. The silence of my apartment was way too loud so I sat out on the fire escape for awhile watching the alleys below. A bum, a couple of kids throwing stuff at each other and a confused dog. Not much else going on.

This may be helping but I'm not seeing how.

I Miss Her



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
I just read over the I miss her header.

What a stupid stupid understatement. I don't know what else to say though.
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Life Today



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
What to say? Does it matter? I'm 38. I'm essentially a mid-level manager at a private security firm that does nothing but hire pimply faced kids and retirees (with no money and no ability to ambulate anymore) and then we then send them out to strip malls and supermarkets to stand around in their sagging, hand-me-down-looking uniforms in the hopes that they'll prevent both crime and loitering. When they actually show up they usually don't do either. I sit in a glass cubicle that resembles an aquarium and look out on a small clump of desks staffed by grumpy middle-aged women who do billing and payroll and whatever else they do. It's sort of a cross between 'The Office' and 'Barney Miller.'

What a long, slow down-ward spiral my life has become. When I'm not here trying to move people around to fill holes in the schedule or proofreading the crap that passes for IRs, I sit at home, drink Budweiser and watch TV.

Is this going to help? Writing all of this down? I guess I don't really care anymore. I've seemed to have lost everything over the past few years and I have long since stopped hoping for a Job-like return to my previous life. Not a day goes by that I don't think about Annalisa. I can sometimes smell her hair and see her dancing to whatever was on the radio. Bella and I used to call it interpretive dancing...she would just move and jerk to the beat, a huge grin on her face. She was something else. I called her 'Bean' because in the very first ultrasound she looked like a little gray kidney bean floating in the blackness.

I miss her.

Intro



from The Great And The Terrible by Port
I'm not sure how to start these things...the only reason that I am is because it may help both of us.
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