


The station itself was relatively calm. A
handful of officers were on their computers
typing reports and drinking their
umpteenth12 coffee. There were two arrests
waiting to be processed and one victim who
was reporting her incident.

On the other side of the room stood
Gonzales with a file in one hand, talking to a
young officer – probably a recent recruit.
Gonzales. She looked in Stevens’s direction
and waved him over. She seemed nervous and
impatient.

“Hi,” she said, handing him the file.
“Hi,” Stevens replied somewhat surprised

by her brisk13 welcome. Just as he was about
to ask if everything was okay, she was already
leading him into the interrogation room14

in the back, while giving him the latest update
on the case.



“So his prints came back clean – no
arrests, no drink-driving, nothing. He’s as
clean as a whistle. They ran a round of tests
on the victim and found a high level of
alcohol in her blood. She had multiple brain
hemorrhages, a severe skull fracture, internal
bleeding and organ failure. You can imagine
the body was in a bad condition after being hit
by the train.”

“Okay,” Stevens mumbled while glancing
over the case file.

“You okay alone in there? I have to make a
phone call. If you need me though, I can stay,”
Gonzales offered, noticeably15 in a hurry to
get away.

“No, no. I’ll be fine. I’ll be done here in a
minute anyway,” Stevens replied, realizing
that this statement sounded a bit too
boastful16.



“Alright, then. Thanks for coming in. See
you soon – probably at Mitch’s party?”

Gonzales gave him a pat on his upper arm
as she walked past him. Stevens wanted to
respond, but she had already left the room.
Stevens was not planning on going to some
officer’s party, and she knew that. He stood
there for a minute, file in hand, thinking about
their weird encounter17. The young officer
next to him started to yawn.

“Sorry sir,” he quickly apologized when he
noticed Stevens’s angry look.

“You need sleep? Then go get some, kid.”
“No sir, I’m fine, thank you. My name is

Davidson, Malcolm Davidson, sir.”
The young officer wanted to shake his

hand, but Stevens handed him the file instead
and began to study Carlson through the
mirrored glass; he was sitting quietly, his



hands folded in his lap. The paper cup with
water next to him seemed untouched. He had
been arrested at 5:30 pm and now it was
11:30 pm. Stevens inquired18 if he had eaten
anything yet. Officer Davidson said he had
not.

“Did he have a cup of coffee or tea or
anything?”

“No, nothing sir,” the officer replied,
unsure of what Stevens was aiming at19.

He was just about to ask, when Stevens
asked him to bring two sandwiches – one
cheese, one ham – and two cups of coffee.
“Black. Four packs of sugar. Two spoons.”

Davidson quickly wrote down the order and
hurried out of the interrogation room.
Stevens grinned after him, wondering where
his own enthusiasm had gone throughout the
years at work.



Rubbing his chin, he kept studying Carlson:
pale skin, slightly overweight, a receding
hairline20 and a permanent puppy-eyed
expression on his face. And he appeared so
trustworthy. Stevens knew he needed to
approach him with caution. Men like this
tended to suppress21 their inner demons to
the point where they could suddenly snap.
And so he knew he would probably need to
lure22 Carlson’s inner demon out to get a full
confession. He hoped to get enough time
with him to do so.

Without waiting for the officer’s return,
Stevens took the file and entered the room
next door. As Stevens shut the door behind
him, he let out a big yawn.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Stevens said, covering his
mouth. “What a day. Honestly, what a horrible
day. But what am I saying – yours must have
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