


Gerard sat on the cedar steamer trunk at the foot of his daughter’s bed, just 
as he’d done for years whenever he needed to have a serious conversation with 
her. With his elbows resting on his knees, and his hands clasped together in front 
of his face, he prayed for her to turn and realize his sincerity and desperation. 
Marie, true to her current teenage priorities, sat at the nearby corner desk and 
pretended to ignore him. 

“Marie,	please,	this is really important. I need you to understand, and I need 
to know your advice.” 

His daughter’s head perked up, tilting slightly to the side, and she slowly 
swiveled around in her chair. “So now you’re the one coming to me	for advice? 
It’s about time, I’ve been trying to get you two assholes to listen to me for years.” 

“I am in trouble, Marie, real trouble, and I need your help.” 
Shock registered on her face at the idea that her father, an antiterror cop and 

former army sniper might have done something wrong. Gerard put his hands out 
to emphasize his words. “It’s not like that, sweetheart, I’ve not done anything 
wrong, not against the law, at least, but I still might be in trouble nonetheless.” 

“Papa, what’s happening?” 
His heart immediately swelled. Gerard brought his hands back up and 

momentarily clasped them in front of his mouth, but stopped himself from 
instinctively hiding his face and emotions. She hadn't called him papa since 
joining the “cool kids” in school several years ago. Keep	it	together.	“There’s 
something going on at work, and--” 

“Something dangerous?!” 
“Maybe, sweetie, I don’t know yet, but, probably. Not yet, though, that’s not 

where the investigation is right now.” 
“Well, what, are we moving again, or…” Her eyes suddenly widened and she 

inhaled a fearful breath. “Are you leaving us, like, for real?!  Please, papa, tell	me	
what’s	wrong!!”	

Gerard swallowed hard. There	is	so	much	that	I	wish	were	true	at	this	moment,	
but	my	hopes	are	not	my	reality. “I have to make a very difficult decision, and I 
don’t think it will mean that I have to leave, but, I also can’t tell you that it won’t.” 

“Papa! Please--” 
“Marie.” Steeling his resolve to see this through, Gerard made empathetic eye 

contact with his only daughter and spoke calmly to quell her fears, just as he’d 
long done with all manner of people in crisis. Her	world	has	been	falling	apart	for	
months,	I	can’t	be	surprised,	especially	while	I’m	half	of	the	problem. “Please. Let 
me finish, there is much to explain, and I need you to hear all of it before giving 
me your decision.”  

“…okay...” The sixteen-year-old grabbed a stuffed bear from the desk, the one 
that had always comforted her as a child, and clutched it close to her chest. 



“What I’m about to tell you, you cannot repeat to anyone, and I mean that, not 
a single person. Not even your mother knows everything that I’m about to tell 
you.” 

Marie’s eyes narrowed and revealed her apprehension. “...o-kay...” 
“I have been investigating a man for several weeks now. We think he might 

be a terrorist, but I don’t know yet one way or the other. I can’t give you details, 
but you need only to know that I’ve worked very	hard to prove that this man is 
either innocent	or guilty, and that I will be happy with either result. 

“I have a new supervisor, Lieutenant--” 
“Algeri. The weasel.” 
“Yes, that is what I’ve said, perhaps too many times. But, yes, him. He has 

closed the investigation and ordered me to abandon it. He believes, right or 
wrong, that we have no reason to move forward.” 

“I don’t understand. How does	he know the man’s innocent, but, it’s your case 
and you	don’t even know?” 

Gerard shifted his weight on the trunk and briefly considered how to answer 
his own question without revealing the confidential aspects of the investigation. 
“That’s kind of the exact position I’m in, and, because of that very question. I’ve 
disobeyed his order to stop.” 

Silence enveloped them for several moments. When Marie spoke, fear had 
crept into her voice. “What does that mean? Are you going to, jail, or some--” 

“No, no, nothing like that. But, I have kept on with the case, and I’m at a fork 
in the road, if you will. I have to make a choice, and I can’t undo whatever action I 
take today. I must either continue the investigation and face whatever 
consequence comes of it, or	I follow the lieutenant’s orders and abandon it.” 

“And, whatever consequence comes of it,” Marie parroted.  
As he often did during interrogations, Gerard let the heavy silence grind on 

both of them.  
“Can you tell me where the investigation is?” 
Gerard inhaled and held his breath. I	feared	she	would	ask. “I don’t want to.” 
“It’s in Saint Denis again, isn't it?” 
As much as Gerard wanted to lie at that moment to save his daughter from 

her own memories of having narrowly escaped the attacks in 2015, he couldn’t 
violate her trust. Or,	my	own	disappearance	for	four	days	while	I	hunted	them. 
“Yes.” 

Tears welled in her eyes and her grip on the bear would have choked a living 
animal. “What choice	do you have? You can’t abandon it, papa, you can’t!”	

“Marie, the problem is this.” Gerard cleared his throat and pushed his own 
emotions back down into their box. I	can’t	ask	this	of	her,	but	I	can’t	lose	her	too,	
knowing	I’m	about	to	throw	everything	else	away. “If I continue, and this man 



turns out to be innocent, I’ll probably lose my job. Once that happens, I’ll never 
work as a cop ever again. No one will ever	again hire me after I’ve disobeyed a 
direct order, especially one that proved to be justified.” 

“Do you think you’re wrong?” 
No. The reflexive answer neared leapt out. “I don’t know for sure,	yet, but I 

don’t think so.”   
“Why can’t you just get another job, if it comes to that?” 
“I can, of course, if I must, but, in the meantime, that might mean some very 

tough times for the three of us, whether I’m living with you and mama, or not. 
You mother cannot afford to stay here if I lose my income, and your school--” 

“But, papa, none of that matters! I will live in our car and eat, I dunno, 
donated	scraps if I must, I’ll get a job, but, if you do nothing, people might die! My 
comfort, our things! I can’t ever be happy knowing that people lost their lives, 
their families, for me to keep having nice	things!” Marie’s eyes plead with him, 
and tears finally fell onto her cheeks. “I trust you, papa, and I couldn’t live with 
myself knowing that people might die so you could keep an income. Even if 
you’re wrong, it’s still the right thing to do. I know you couldn’t live with yourself, 
either, just walking away--”  

brrtbrrtbrrt	
The imaginary scene disappeared. Gerard’s cellphone skittered across the 

wood desk in the covert parking garage office he’d rented and brought his mind 
back to reality. He blinked hard, several times, and scanned the locked room. The 
monitor array still displayed live images from the ten covert cameras he’d placed 
around the target apartment. Nothing in the feeds immediately concerned him.	

brrtbrrtbrrt	
Picking up the phone, he silenced the ringer and looked at the caller ID: 

Claudette. She	never	calls	when	I’m	at	work. He held his breath and answered the 
call. "Is everything alright?” 
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