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Tuesday 

Bruce Skinner was scheduled to be off his shift by three that afternoon, but it was nearing 

four o’clock and Alan Overstreet was still waving around a gun that was duct taped to his hand. 

Alan’s dark brown eyes were drowsy and his speech was slurred, so Bruce stayed squatted on the 

floor behind the staircase with his weapon drawn. Alan was going to die at any moment. 

“Don’t you hear me, officer? Don’t you hear what the fuck I’m sayin’ to you?” 

Bruce shifted his weight from one leg to the other. Seventeen years in law enforcement 

had worn his bones. He’d drawn his weapon dozens of times but had only fired it once, and that 

was more than a decade ago. He didn’t want to fire it today, not at a man who had already shot 

himself in the side and was threatening to shoot anyone who tried to save him.  

“You don’t know what I seen. What I done. What I know.” 

Alan was well known at the Jesup Police Department. Nearly twenty years of bar fights, 

domestics, DUIs. He finally lost his license last year, then his job last month, and his wife last 

night. The call came in at 1:45 p.m. this afternoon, and when Bruce responded five minutes later, 

he knew it was a lost cause. He found Alan slumped in the corner of his living room in a pool of 

a blood. He’d taken something, or drank something, to give himself the courage to pull the 

trigger. A neighbor put in the call after hearing the gun shot, just as she’d done a number of times 

before. Bruce called for an ambulance, but the gun duct taped to Alan’s hand prevented the 

paramedics from entering the house. There would be no intervention. 

“Pull the trigger, Skinner. I dare ya.” 
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Bruce’s shoulder ached. He leaned against the staircase for relief. Formality prevented 

him from lowering his weapon, but common sense told him it was a waste. Losing Alan meant 

the alleviation of reoccurring paperwork and annoyance. He would not be missed. 

“She’s pregnant, you know.” 

Alan’s breathing began to quicken. His hand laid limp against his thigh, the gun pointed 

to the hardwood floor. His strength was gone. It would be only minutes now.   

“She said it’s not mine.” 

Bruce thought about his daughter. She was graduating from high school on Saturday. He 

couldn’t believe it was already time for that, but working second and third shifts on top of side 

jobs for so long inevitably puts life on fast forward. It was only in the last few years, after he was 

promoted to lieutenant, that was he was afforded a normal schedule with weekends off, just in 

time to teach Sophia how to drive and to shake the hand of the first boy to ask her out on a date.  

“If it’s not mine… She won’t…”  

Alan’s eyes closed and opened again slowly. His shoulders fell and his chin dropped to 

his chest. He mumbled a few unintelligible words. Bruce watched Alan’s chest expand and 

contract and listened as fluid gurgled in the back of his throat. His blood-soaked t-shirt clung to 

his stomach. He had no strength left in his limbs. Bruce lowered his weapon and sat back against 

the wall to relieve the pressure in his joints. He checked his watch. It had been a long three 

hours. He cleared his throat, tilted his head to the right, and pressed the button on his radio. 

“He’s out. Standby.”  

“Copy.” 

 “Alan?” he said. “Alan, you hear me?” 
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 Bruce returned his gun to its holster and pulled himself upright. 

 “Alan? You hear me?” he said again, this time louder. 

 The man lay motionless. His choppy, short breaths stopped, as did the gurgling. Bruce 

took a few steps forward, carefully watching for Alan’s chest to rise or fall. He tilted his head 

towards the radio again. 

 “10-52,” he said sharply. “Be advised death is not confirmed.” 

 “Copy that.” 

 Bruce opened the front door just as another officer and two paramedics approached the 

porch. He gestured towards the body and wiped the sweat off his brow. 

 “I haven’t checked his pulse, but God help me if he’s still alive.” 

 He left the paramedics and attending officer in the living room with the body and went to 

his car to start the report. He drank what remained of his watered-down iced tea from lunch and 

cleaned his hands with antibacterial wipes. His feet ached, but it would be another hour or more 

before he could go home. He hated the paperwork, but Bruce was satisfied knowing it would be 

the last time Alan Overstreet demanded attention from the Jesup Police Department. 

 As he signed his name to the bottom of the report, there was a knock on his window. A 

plump woman in her mid-50s stood next to the police car with her arms crossed. Red frizzy hair 

framed her angry face. Grease splatter stained her too-tight blouse and faded jeans. She took a 

drag off the cigarette in her right hand and blew the smoke forward. Bruce rolled down his 

window halfway. 

 “Is he dead?” 

 “Pardon?” 
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 “Is that son of a bitch dead?” she said, pursing her lips. “I called you all last night about 

them. I thought they were gonna kill each other.” 

 “Who?” 

 “Alan and Marney. Screaming like banshees, throwing things. I could hear them over the 

TV.” 

 She took another puff from her cigarette and looked back towards the Overstreet’s house. 

Bruce put his clipboard aside and got out of the car. He grunted as he stood up, arching his back 

to stretch it. His utility belt felt like a hundred pound weight pushing down on his hips. 

 “What happened last night?” he said, pulling out his notepad and pen. “What’s your 

name?” 

 “Lollie Sherwood. I live there,” she pointed to the white-washed house next door. 

“Obviously, I hear and see everything.” 

 She took a final drag off her cigarette, then tossed it into the street.  

 “They were yelling back and forth and throwing shit around. Their bedroom window is 

shattered. Probably didn’t notice that. It faces my kitchen. I watched Alan throw his boot right 

through the glass. He was trying to hit Marney.” 

 Lollie turned back to the house as the coroner pushed the body from the front door, down 

the short walkway, and into the ambulance.  

 “Serves him right,” she said. “Bastard.” 

 “Ma’am, do you know where about Marney might be?” 

 “Probably in Atlanta by now. She has people there. No reason to stay in this shit hole 

when you got a sister makin’ six figures.”  
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 “You got a name or number for her?” 

 Lollie shook her head.  

 “We weren’t friends,” she said. “I only know what I heard through the walls.”  

 "Do you know his next of kin?” 

 “Which one do you want? He’s got three or four kids in this town. Good luck finding the 

mothers.”  

 Bruce watched her walk back to the house and slam the door behind her. He wrote down 

the words Marney, sister, Atlanta, and kids in his notebook and tucked it back in his pocket. The 

coroner packed up his things and pulled away, as did the paramedics. The other officer gave 

Bruce a wave from across the street, then climbed in his car and left. The Overstreet’s front door 

was now obstructed by police tape. The mess would be dealt with tomorrow. Bruce checked his 

watch. His stomach rumbled upon realizing it was dinnertime. 

!
 Laura was used to not hearing from her husband. She had long since stopped wondering 

when he would be home. His shift ended when the work was done and that suited her fine. She’d 

endured many years of oddball rookie hours, rotating late nights, and obscene amounts of 

overtime, so being late for dinner was nothing. Sophia would be late too, on account of a boy.  

 She pulled the seasoned chicken breasts out of the skillet and let them rest on a cutting 

board while she cut up lettuce, a ripe tomato from the garden, and small seedless cucumber. 

Laura was feeling her age, all forty-five years, and eating simple, clean food was the Skinner’s 

latest priority. Growing up in south Georgia meant homemade biscuits, red-eye gravy, creamed 
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corn, and deep fried apple pie. It was a marked switch in diet, one to which Bruce and Laura 

were still adjusting.  

 She made two large salads, then chopped the chicken into chunks. She had just taken her 

first bite when she heard the garage door open. She glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall. It 

was seven.  

 “Something smells good.” 

 “You’re just in time,” said Laura, getting up from the stool where she often ate if she was 

alone in the house.  

 “Where’s Sophia?” 

 Bruce threw his keys in the basket by the door and took off his utility belt. He sat down 

and began unlacing his boots. 

 “On a date.”  

 Bruce looked up.  

 “On a Tuesday?” 

 “You know this week is a wash,” she said, taking another bite of salad. “Plus, he’s a nice 

kid. Polite, a little scruffy, but nice.” 

 “Who is he?” 

 “His name is Eddie. His mom works in admissions at the hospital. I’ve seen her a time or 

two.”  

 Bruce stood up and stretched his back.  

 “Come eat.” 
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 He nodded, grabbed the bowl she’d prepared for him, and they sat down together at the 

dining room table. Laura tugged on her scrub shirt to loosen it from around her waist. Bruce 

poured on his salad a second helping of ranch dressing. 

 “That defeats the purpose, you know.” 

 “I miss real food,” he said, giving her a wink and taking a big bite of soggy lettuce. 

 “How was today?” she asked.  

 Early in their marriage, Laura wanted to know every detail — arrests, accidents, reports. 

Sometimes Bruce shared everything, but other times he didn’t. After telling her about an abused 

child found locked in a closet and seeing her face fall into tears, he decided it was best to censor 

his stories.  

 “It was long. A guy shot himself, so that wasn’t fun.” He sipped his sweet tea. 

 “Geez. Did you see it?” 

 “The aftermath. It’s fine. He was an asshole.”  

 “Bruce,” she said, raising an eyebrow and shaking her head. 

 “No, really. This is the only way it would end.” 

 Laura took her bowl to the sink and rinsed it. She refilled her cup with water and sat back 

down at the table. 

 “You ready for Saturday?” she said. 

 “No.”  

 “Me neither. I’m proud of her, though. She’s done well. She’s gonna do well, too.” 

 Bruce put down his fork and pushed away the half-eaten salad. His hunger waned. He 

wanted steak and a big baked potato with butter and sour cream.  
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 “Is this Eddie guy going to Georgia too?”  

 “I dunno. I’ve only met him once. He doesn’t seem like the college type, but that doesn’t 

mean anything.” 

  Bruce folded his arms across his chest and leaned back.   

 “She’s going to continue dating. She’s going to meet a boy and fall in love and do all the 

things you’re worried about.” 

 “I know,” he said. 

 “She’s a smart girl. She’ll be fine.” 

 “I know.” 

!
 They were in the living room watching the news when Sophia came home. They both 

turned around to see her walk through the front door, toss her purse by the coat rack, and slip off 

her shoes. She caught their eyes and stopped short. 

 “What?” 

 “Nothing,” said Laura. “How was your night?” 

 “It was fine,” she said, slumping onto the couch next to her mother. 

 “You don’t look fine,” said Bruce. 

 She sighed.  

 “No, really. It was good. It was really good until he got a phone call from his mother. 

Apparently she’s a real you-know-what.” 

 “I know Linda. She doesn’t seem that way to me,” said Laura. 

 “Well I could hear her screaming into his cell phone.” 
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 “What was she saying?” said Bruce. 

 “I couldn’t make it out. We were on the way home anyway, so he just listened to her. 

Barely said a word back. He only hung up with her when he dropped me off just now.” 

 “I’m sorry, hon,” said Laura. “Was the date good otherwise?” 

 She nodded.  

 “It was. We ate at Christopher’s and took a walk through town.” 

 “How’d you meet this guy?” said Bruce. 

 “He’s from here but he’s moved back and forth a bunch from Tifton. We had Trig 

together this year.” 

 “Well, I’m glad you had a mostly good night,” said Laura, patting Sophia on the knee. 

“Don’t forget to get your dress from the dry cleaner tomorrow. You need to make sure you have 

everything for Saturday.”  

 “Yep.”  

 Sophia got up from couch and started up the staircase. As she reached the landing, Laura 

called to her. 

 “What’s Eddie’s last name? I can’t remember.” 

 Sophia turned around and hollered down the hallway. 

 “Overstreet,” she said. “Eddie Overstreet.”  


