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It was a simple white room. The walls were neatly padded, small indents every foot creating a tranquil pattern. A calm peaceful place, empty for all but a single man - dressed in a white linen uniform, stained around the collar in a pale yellow. The man’s face was old, ragged like a war hero’s. Every tear he cried weaved in and out the wrinkles and pot marks of his face. His eyes, blank and glassy, started at the floor. Looking past his knees to his quivering hands, he stared blankly at his severed and bandaged fingertips.

Outside the room, a young man stood and watched through a two-way mirror. A woman in a white lab coat broke the silence in the dark observing room; “He’s been like this for days. Ever since we caught him. When we found him he was trying to dig his way through the floor. He didn’t know what he had done to himself.” 

The young man nodded, pushing his hands deep into his pockets. “So…” he spoke slowly, a light quiver in his speech, “Will he be all right?”

The woman in the white lab coat slowly emptied her lungs, looking past the frame of her glasses and at the clipboard in her hands. “He will be okay physically, but I don’t know about mentally. He’s suffered through a lot; I wouldn’t count on anything.”

The man looked to the ground, kicking at the floor with the tip of his boot. He shifted his weight, his head coming to a stop on the mirror with a quiet bump, his jet-black hair sweeping over his brow to cloud his vision.

“Look Jason,” the woman spoke with a tint of serenity, “Go home, and get some rest. We’ll call you as soon as we know anything.”

Jason slowly nodded, turning out of the room and walking down the pure white halls, the gentle hum of florescent lights providing an eerie ballad to counter his footsteps. Jason looked deeply into each light as he passed; looking for an answer to which there was no question. He balled his callused hands into fists deep within his pockets, and as he passed the reception room tears began to fall down his face, tumbling over his cheeks and dropping off his chin, turning his blue shirt a dark navy with each drop that fell.

Quickly pushing past the double doors, he began to look back at the clinic. He walked through the parking lot to his car. Wiping the tears from his eyes, he felt something deep inside. Like smoldering embers, something inside that told him he would never see his father again.

Jason listened to the quiet warbling of the car stereo. A tear dropping from his chin onto his shirt. He inhaled a quivering breath, holding in the pain seeing his father caused. His hands gripped the wheel until his knuckles turned white. His hands began to quiver as he slowed to a stoplight. Jason took in another long breath, his body convulsing as he choked back tears. He settled back into his seat, squeezing his eyelids closed and sobbing to himself. Slowly, images started to rush through his head, one after the other like an old movie.

A 10-year-old boy walking home from school. A quiet rural neighborhood that never had any trouble. A whitewashed picket fence lining the outside of his perfect yard, a concrete sidewalk diverging to his front door, the door that when opened would give him nothing but joy. 

Jason could remember it all, even the four men that came on that day of days. Each one was a cold steel statue that brought an uneven hue to the yard. Jason could remember trying to push past them to his mother. He could remember the smell of burning rubber as the black BMW ripped into the road, mixed with the sound of his mother crying.

His mother’s tears were like bullets to him. Every tiny droplet of water that rushed from her face was like a searing shot into his heart. He could remember holding tight to her chest, feeling the hot water caress his head.

Jason sat up suddenly, his trip back in time interrupted by the busy honking of a horn behind him. His memory fading as quick as it began, he sped past the changing light, sniffling and bringing the back of his hand across his brow, catching a few tears with his thumb. He shook his head, trying to clear the foggy lenses of tears from his eyes, thinking back to his mother’s death, when everything perfect around him left. He continued to weep all the way home, the burning feeling inside of him blazing into a fire.

Jason slowed to a stop in his cobblestone Driveway. A dog barked viciously next door, as if trying to attack an invisible assailant. Jason went and took the paper from his driveway. Moving up the minuscule incline, Jason was startled by a cold grip on his shoulder. He spun around, shocked and ready to attack, but he was quickly put to rest when his nose met the sharp scent of copper and the silver of a police badge. 

Jason smiled calmly, “How can I help you?” Jason gingerly placed the paper under his arm, examining the man closely.

“Mr. Tarlowe, correct?” The man spoke with a gentle Japanese accent.

Jason nodded, his mood changing from sad to more cheerful with each passing second. A man wearing a white suit folded the black leather wallet and tucked the badge away in his trench coat. He smiled warmly, the man gazing past the rose tint of his sunglasses.

“Sir, my name is Detective Shing, I’m with the FBI’s crime syndicate division. This is my associate,” he waved his hand tward a man behind him, dressed in a deep black suit and red tie, “Detective Li. We’d like to ask you a few questions regarding your Father.”

Jason’s mood sunk, deep into the darkest pit of his stomach, “Sure, uh…” Jason stammered for a moment, “Uh, come inside please. Ignore the way I look; I’ve been at the clinic all night; this is the first time I’ve been home.”

Shing smiled, nodding understanding. Jason led the men to the door, turning around as he fished the keys back from his pocket; he spied a deep black BMW through a gap in the two men. Jason looked back, adjusting the paper under his arm and unlocking his front door.

“Please, come in gentlemen.” Jason opened his door slowly, leading the men in as he tossed the paper on a minuscule table located to the right of the door. He hurried the men through the door as he swept it closed, locking the deadbolt almost instinctively.

Jason led the men through a would-be kitchen, had it not been much more than a tiny nook in the corner. He motioned one of the men to an outdoor patio chair positioned around an old table held up on one leg with a phone book. He scrambled to get a wooden crate and another lawn chair, placing them around the rotting table. Mr. Shing sat next to Mr. Li; Jason took quick mental note as to which one was which as he carefully sat himself on the wooden crate.  Shing set a small handheld recorder on the table, placing his hands back in his lap, folding them calmly.

Shing looked expectedly to Jason, who inhaled a great breath. “Well, my father was a warehouse clerk on the California coast. That meant he received more shipment from Japan than anyone else did. He was the one who sent things to customs, or let them slide by without a glance. The triad paid him to let drug deals slide through, along with gun deals and sweat shop immigrants. My father saw it all, or you could say he did, since he always had his back turned when their trucks arrived. The triad sank thousands into my father on every delivery, but when he tried to run, all his money couldn’t have helped him. I can still remember the day they found us.” Jason paused for a moment as the image of his crying mother flashed through his mind, “He said everything was going to be okay…” Jason clutched the edge of the old table, his hands turning white as he exhaled deeply. Jason looked up as a hand comforted his shoulder.

“Mr. Tarlowe, I know these have been troubling times, but please, we need your help.” Shing lifted his hand tenderly from Jason’s shoulder, placing his hands back into his lap. 

Jason inhaled a quivering breath, pulling his hands away from the tabled edge, resting his eyes on the spools of the tape recorder. “My father, he was locked up by those triad bastards, tortured for days in the basement of a restaurant. No one heard him screaming, his cries for help.” Jason inhaled a deep breath through his nose; his lower lip beginning to quiver. “I want you to get them! Make them pay for what they did, animals like that shouldn’t be allowed to liv-.“

Jason’s sentence was cut short., halted by the realization of something. He noticed the spools of the tape weren’t turning, and realized they never were. He saw two great shadows rise up on top of him, and Jason cried. He let all the pain he had been holding in since his father disappeared pour out of him. And as two silent plinks rang out through the small room, Jason’s pain ended instantly. A painful mosaic of red, gray, and white decorated the wall behind him as he fell onto the table, a pool of crimson creating a halo around his head. 

Li steeped over the body, making his way to the nook of a kitchen and over to the oven. Shing stood over Jason’s bleeding body, shaking his head as he plucked the recorder from the table. Li pulled down the oven handle, fetching a small brown brick-like package from his jacket and tossing it to the back of the oven. Li smirked to himself as he turned the old gas stove to high, the whistle of propane hissing from the burners. Shing walked quickly past the nook of a kitchen, motioning Li to come quickly. And he did, Shing snatched open the door and pulled the paper from the table, Li followed quickly in suit as they hurried to the car. Shing opened the driver’s door, throwing the paper to the back seat as Li hopped in passenger side. The car sped away, the house being left with an eerie calm moments before it exploded in a ball of wooden shrapnel and flame.

