Thanks for your previous comments, folks.
Keep them coming.

So far the winning comment has been:
“WTF!  I don’t need this on a sail”
As an extra spicy incentive, leave your first, last, or whole name and I’ll put you into the story…
Will you live a wretched, mutilated existence?
Die?
Be the hero or villain?

Only I will know.
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BUSY NIGHT

	Red and blue light flickered across the brownstone building on Catherine Street, sending purple bruises in the reflections of windows.  Inside, Officer Pharuk and Officer Scott loitered in the main entranceway where a palliative care nurse lay with her throat slashed, the blood spreading around her body like wings.
Under normal circumstances, dispatch would have sent forensics and detectives immediately to the grisly scene, but a rash of bomb threats had scattered police throughout the city.  Scott and Pharuk stared at each other briefly, shock and horror as well as a sense of impotence at the cooling body near their feet.
Carefully moving beyond the body, trying not to contaminate any evidence, they moved into the home where they heard a gentle sobbing.
	“Ma’am?  My name is Officer Pharuk.  I’m with the Victoria Police.  Can you tell us where you are?”  She placed one hand on her holster, the other she motioned to Scott to move into what looked like the kitchen.  Scott nodded and drew her own gun, moving silently down the hall.
“I’m here.”  An old lady rolled into view.  Her wheelchair looked like it was an older, heavier model from the early nineties, and she pulled it along with her legs instead of using her hands.  “Oh, I didn’t think you’d come in time.  I don’t know if I’m alone.”
	“Ma’am I want you to stay right here while Officer Scott and I go through the house and make sure everything is safe.  Okay?”  The elderly lady nodded her head and wiped a snivelling nose across her brown cardigan sweater.  Her head bobbled slightly, giving Pharuk the impression of a turkey and she would have laughed if the smell of copper blood and the adrenaline in her veins had been absent.  She scouted the room, looking into what looked like and turned out to be a cleaning closet.  She left the living room with its pink motif and plastic covered furniture and came across Scott in the hall.  Scott shook her head, no, no one here.  Pharuk motioned that she would stay at the bottom of the stairs while Scott would go up first.  This way Pharuk could offer cover, but be nearby if anyone tried to leave.
	
	Scott explored the top floor.  Two bedrooms, two bathrooms, another open living space with windows looking out in almost every direction.  She could see Spinakkers bar from the front window and the adjacent apartment buildings.  Hopefully this would mean there would be witnesses.  Finished with her search she went back downstairs.

	Scoot stood near the entrance to try to block the view of death from the elderly woman as Pharuk sat on a particularly squeaky plastic covered pink couch.  She balanced a notebook on her knee and held it with her writing hand, her free hand placed gently on the womans leg.
	“Ma’am, what was your name again?”
	“It’s Agnes.  Agnes Devalk.  My maiden name is Schultz, though.  My husband, Mark, passed away in his sleep a few years ago.  Oh, this is all so horrible.  He died in this house, too.  Stopped breathing in his sleep, poor dear.”
	“Okay, Mrs. Devalk.  Who is the woman in the entrance?  Is this your nurse you told nine-one-one about?”  Pharuk took notes efficiently, and jotted everything Agnes told her in point form.
	“Well, when Mark passed away his insurance was quiet substantial, but at the time I had to choose between getting one of those electric chairs that take a person upstairs or spread the sum to cover partial care from a nurse, which was also covered mostly by the insurance.  Mark set that up.  In case anything happened to me he wanted to make sure I was taken care of.  But he wasn’t thinking about an old lady unable to go up and down stairs, see.  So I hired Jenn Lingettes.  She was single and had no family, so I let her move into one of the upstairs rooms.  It reduced the cost of hiring her, you see.  Also, she was strong enough to be able to carry me up and down the stairs.”  Scott’s radio chirped and buzzed as she spoke back to the department giving a rough report.  She stepped into the hall to give more details and to provide some quiet for Pharuk.
	“What were you doing downstairs?”  Pharuk asked.  She tuned out slightly, taking in the details of the ambling woman while also paying attention to her surroundings.  Agnes detailed her routine, adding little stories about her home and how she missed her husband and how horrible this had all been.  Her daily routine was to be carried down for breakfast, watch some television, then have either a bath or a nap in the afternoon.  Outings were rare but sometimes Jenn took her on the WestSong in the evenings.  Then she would read for a while until she got sleepy, and then Jenn would carry her upstairs.  Tonight, however, she had fallen asleep in her chair for several hours before she had awoken to a dark home and a dead nurse.
	“My neck hurt so much from being slumped over.  And when I found Jenn I called the police as fast as I could.  Oh, she has no family and neither do I.  What’s going to happen to us?”  There was an odd keening sound to Agnes’ voice that lead into gentle sobs.  Pharuk placed a consoling hand on her shoulder but was interrupted by Scott.  She got up and followed Scott towards the kitchen.
	“Dispatch is trying to get some more officers here, but they’ve all been delayed by these crank calls.  Looks like we’re going to be here for a while, but they’ve called in a social worker from up Island who might be able to take Mrs. Devalk in for the night if she can’t find a hotel or something.”  Pharuk’s shoulders fell in minor defeat.  It was going to be a really long night.  Her dismay was cut short by the ringing of a telephone, the sharp sound of real bells being rung.  Old lady apparently never got a cell phone, Pharuk thought.  Scott nodded to her and ran upstairs to where the ringing was coming from.
Pharuk paused.
The ringing phone was upstairs.
She stepped back into the livingroom but Agnes was gone, her wheelchair empty.
A ribbon of fire laced across Officer Pharuk’s throat.  Behind her Agnes said “Stupid bitch!  You slept with my husband and came back to steal from me!  He’s dead and so are you.”
