Chapter Seven

That night he dreamt of drowning.

He was standing on the deck of a boat, then suddenly it was gone and he was powerless in the fury of the waves. [Can’t imagine that too well, perhaps describe the fury of the waves and his struggle some more, this is a bit abstract.]The icy water soaked his clothes, dragging him down into the depths until he hit the sandy bottom. Kelp twisted around his ankles so tightly that escape, even movement was impossible. There was no sound, no sights except for the inky blackness of the ocean. Then the real darkness came, and he felt himself slipping away, letting go of the world until there was nothing.

And yet it was not a nightmare. Carson awoke to the blare of his alarm clock.  The blanket had caught around his arms and legs. He wasn’t frightened, no, instead he felt almost unhappy that the dream was over.  Because in those few seconds at the very end he had let go. He had almost readily fallen into that emptiness. There was no feeling there. Everything ceased. He wasn’t in control, it wasn’t his choice. He’d liked it.

That was the thought that scared him. 

Would I fight? He thought, as he grabbed a glass from the cabinet and stuck it under the faucet. Or would I just die?
His mind shut off the possibilities and instead shouted Get ready for work! at him. His feet obeyed, and suddenly he was standing in front of his cracked bathroom mirror, clipping the Emergency Police Communications Handheld (really just a fancy way to say long-range walkie-talkie) to his belt, half an hour later with no recollection of how he’d gotten there. But his uniform was on, his badge was in his pocket, and it was time to leave. 

The dream, along with his question, was forgotten.

Lovely! Different thoughts! Approaching change?
“Layne!” The captain shouted as Carson stepped through the door. “You and Fisher need to get down to the county’s holding cells!”

“Interrogation,” Clark said, as he came from a hall with a Styrofoam cup of coffee. “One of the runners for that drug ring.”

“A teenager,” Carson muttered. “Sixteen?”

“Seventeen,” Clark shrugged, “How did you know he was young?”

“They don’t have a long shelf life,” Carson pulled open the door. “Are you coming?”

The young man leaned back in his metal seat, seemingly unconcerned by the orange suit he wore and handcuff that chained his left hand to the table. His head had been shaved, revealing the dark skin underneath.  A smug sneer greeted the two police officers as they got their first look at the boy.

“Roberto Thomas Hernandez,” Clark read from the young man’s file. “Arrested on charges of drug trafficking, possession of marijuana, and vandalism. To be tried as an adult. [Italics here would be good, so the reader knows what’s from the file and what’s not.] That’s a lot of trouble for a minor.”

“I ain’t talking,” Roberto had a distinctive street accent, the lisp made worse by a chipped front tooth, “They’ve already tried.”

“You could get years in prison,” Clark said, raising one eyebrow at the boy. “If you tell us what you know, that could lessen your sentence.”

Roberto stared straight ahead, looking through Clark more than at him, stubbornly silent.

“You will tell us,” Carson growled, his patience having been spent watching Clark play Mr. Nice [Guy] for the last few minutes. That never works on this type. “Right now we are making you an offer. There are less pleasant ways for you to cooperate, and if you do not make the right decision very quickly you will discover what they are.”

“Oh, a tough one,” Roberto’s voice dripped with sarcasm. “Did you grow up past 17th street, where you’re either poor or a drug dealer? Didn’t think so - you gringos are usually the ones with money in this city.”

“It would be best for you if you helped us,” Clark said gently, “In return we would help you.”

“I don’t want your help.” It was not so much the boy’s attitude as his smug, self-assured smile that drove Carson over the edge. 

“You. Are In. Jail!” He roared, slamming his fists down on the table, hard enough that a metallic bang resounded off the room’s concrete walls. “Speak, damnit!” 

The boy’s brown eyes popped open, a mixture of fear and shock making his jaw drop. He was frozen, it seemed, glued to his seat and unable to move or talk.

“Carson!” Clark snapped, grabbing his friend’s shirt and yanking him back.

“I-I don’t know much,” Roberto stammered, a few beads of sweat dripping down his face. “But there was someone - someone we were tipping off on the police force, who would try to misdirect the investigation.”

“A traitor?” Carson said a bit slowly. “The bad tips, that time we couldn’t find the car keys when we wanted to check out the pier - of course.”

“It fits,” Clark said slowly, “But who?”

“Yes, who?” Carson leaned in closer, menacingly, to Roberto. The teen trembled.

“I don’t know!” he cried, “Really, I don’t!”

“Leave the boy alone,” Clark said sternly, “We’ve got what we need. Roberto, this will shorten your sentence.”

“Sure,” Carson muttered, “We’ll just pick him up again, and that much quicker.”

“He’s a kid, Carson,” Clark growled, “Let’s go. Now.”

“Fine,” Carson turned Roberto one last time. “I have zero tolerance for people like you,” he snarled. “If I ever, ever, find you here again, rest assured I will do everything to make you stay.”

There was a gulp and small nod from the boy.

Wonderful! Very well done scene.
“That was uncalled for,” Clark got in the driver’s seat of the department car. “You need to relax. I would have gotten it.”

“Yeah, sure,” Carson stared out the window. 

“Which part is the sarcasm for?” 

“Both.”
“Carson, this is about Becky, isn’t it?” Clark turned out of the prison’s parking lot. “I mean, you weren’t this obsessive before…”

“I don’t want to talk.”

“You have to sometime.”

“Stop. That’s an order,” Carson had never used his authority over Clark before. But he just couldn’t hear that. Not being able to stop seeing it was bad enough.

“Car.”

“What part of ‘an order’ do you not understand, sergeant?”

Clark was quiet. They drove past the new shopping center, down a street of expensive lofts, and past the small art gallery on 5th street.

Carson turned away then. Everything in this freakin’ city makes me remember, he thought bitterly, And yet I can’t leave.

Except for the authority thing we’ve pretty much had this before and somehow it’s getting a bit worn out. Clark always brings her up and Carson always refuses to speak. Now he gets really angry and the use of his authority was very good. Also the last part about remembering and leaving is very good. It’s just that they don’t ever get in the car together without Clark mentioning Becky, which is a bit strange, considering that  Carson’s very touchy about the topic and Clark’s a rather gentle guy, who’s probably rather careful when approaching things like this. He’s always gentle and all, but we’ve just had this all before.
Chapter Eight 

The gallery opened in late October, right when the first real frosts hit. Carson and Becky were bundled in coats and gloves as they tramped downtown.

“I would have never pictured you as a photography nut,” her blond hair looked like gold against the crimson of her scarf.

“I wouldn’t say I’m a nut,” he chuckled, “But somehow they can make New Haven look beautiful. Somewhere people would actually want to live.”

“We live here, “she pointed out.

“Normal people.”

“Finally!” Becky sighed as warm air from inside the gallery flowed from the open door. “Hurry, before we turn to popsicles!”

Inside there was a rack for their coats, and the two shrugged them off to wander between the displays. There was a picture of a flower from Greenling Park, colored with neon blue and green so it looked like it hailed from outer space. A black and white photo of city hall, enlarged to 20” by 30”, was framed and hung on the east wall.

“Well, look here.” 

Carson glanced up at the sound of a familiar voice. “ Clark.”

“And me,” Vanessa hung on to Clark’s arm, her long, unnaturally platinum hair tucked behind her ear. She giggled.

Becky took a step back, nearly bumping into a table of meticulously fine silver jewelry.

“I knew there was a girl!” Clark exclaimed, catching sight of her. “Carson never acted like he was off in space before that one day. What was it- six weeks ago?”

“Like he was off in space?” Becky repeated.

“Shut up, Clark,” Carson snapped. He felt his face get hot. He hadn’t really been that spacey, had he? Vanessa’s giggles were getting very, very annoying.
“Well, go on,” Clark was smirking.

“Huh?” Carson had the feeling that there was something important he was missing.

“Weren’t you going to kiss her?” 

“I-,” but he couldn’t finish, because Becky had pulled him down to her. Her lips were warm on his, a tingling sensation shot down his spine, like he’d walked into a live wire. Her arm was around him, where their bodies touched it burned. Two halves of him were warring, the half that felt like he’d been turned to marble, and the half that felt free. 

It was wonderful and so, so wrong.

 He heard Clark walk back down the hall, the click of Vanessa’s high heels following, and pulled away, violently, from Becky.

Wow, Clark seems a bit cruel in this part. What is with him? And Vanessa is annoying. So good job with the characters!
“Carson?” Her blue eyes gazed into his. There was a note of question in her voice, but also the slightest tinge of hurt. Aww…
“You-, I-, It-,” He started, stopped, faltered. The words he wanted wouldn’t come, or maybe there simply weren’t any. It felt like he was split down the center. The voice he’d trusted all his life was telling him to bolt, to get out of there as quickly as possible. But there was another voice, a new one, saying that he should stay, find out where this could go. It dared him to.

Suddenly he was reminded of when he was six, when his brother, Hunter, would tell him to do think like hold his breath underwater in the bathtub for three minutes. He’d passed out once during that game, nearly drowned. Dares were dangerous.

He chose the first voice, and left Becky standing there, a stunned look on her face.

“Carson, its Becky. Pick up-“ 

–beep-

“Look, Carson, c’mon. I don’t know why you-“ 

–beep-

“Please, Car? I won’t bug you about picking up the tab anymore. Well, maybe a little-“

-beep-

She left six or seven messages by 10 a.m. the next morning. Carson played through the first few seconds of each one then deleted them. He couldn’t talk to her now.

Would it really be so horrible? The new voice prodded. You know you like her. 

He wanted to want to. He wanted to want to be with her.  But every time he thought of be close to her, or closer still, there was a rolling feeling in his stomach.

 He couldn’t stop seeing his father after they’d pulled him from the river. Dead from a broken neck. Dead from grief over his mother. Suicide. 

That was what he was truly afraid of. Afraid that if he loved her and lost her he wouldn’t be able to hang on to the edge, an edge that was already precarious in the best of times. Afraid he would be like his father, who’d left him alone and shipped off to distant cousins, having lost all his family in the span of four short months.

This is really good, but I think it would be even better if we didn’t know already what his father had dies of and that Carson was scared of dong the same thing. It would give an additional light bulb effect ;-)

