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Crimeless minds!
In my early twenties I had my fingerprints taken by a taciturn police investigator. It was in a room so small and somber I could not distinguish his features. I felt his knees touching mine under the counter. It was creepy. He took profile pictures. Quickly ordered me to get out, I would be contacted. Weariness drowned my senses as I walked away checking my freshly tattooed fingertips! Charges dropped. 
 	A neighbor of mine took a liking for me. He was sixty-three and I twenty years younger. Recently released from a twenty-seven-year jail sentence. J.P. and his three accomplices attacked a Brink’s truck. A security agent was shot to death. When he took me in his arms to greet me into his powerful muscles, I was sure to be either chocked to death or have my ribcage explode. He would detail the listing of all the new mischiefs he accumulated weekly. J.P. never got used to his life out of prison, had violent episodes and eventually passed at sixty-seven.  
Tony on the other hand was a quiet young man under my supervision in a day center where I taught jewelry making. He mainly loved to transform silver into rings or sculpt deer antlers he got from friends on the Indian reserve where he came from. He was in a lawsuit to repossess the family house, rightfully his. The home, if we can call it that, where he brutally murdered his father in self-defense. On that night he invited friends and had a party that lasted four days with the deceased laying in his bedroom. He was a gentle, caring human being with beautiful indigenous features, a sculpted body as an ode to his ancestors. 
I could tell the story of the criminal that managed to have fifty acres out of seventy-five of mature trees, clear cut and sold to the lumber black market. The land I grew on as a kid. A well planned and organized criminal activity from his computer class while serving time in a state prison. But that one hurts too much. I met with the guy, had him sign papers as proof of the felony. Never got a dime for my trouble. 
On a sunny declining, autumn day, I’ m eighteen, the light shines through muti colored leaves, and rays reflect on the windshield of a luxury sedan. Shadows from the sinuous country, river side road, alter reality. A young driver picked me up hitchhiking, he is in a frenzy to deliver the vehicle. Tells me he needs to stop to see his dying grandmother. At one hundred thirty miles an hour we hit a mighty eagle face to face. His wings span larger than the vehicle. The driver does not intend to stop. I order him to. The bird is laying in the ditch, stunned. His eyes travel into mine. I caress it’ s head. There is no blood. The driver yells as he leaves. I embark. Hit and run! 
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