
Chapter 21


Blake knew he was on vacation, and he knew there shouldn’t be a care in the world for him right now.  Still, his brother was having a whole world of problems with the press now, and here he was relaxing.  It just made him want to do something, which for the moment turned out to be looking at Lyon’s collection of toys.  He was especially interested in the prototypes that were all lying around in one room, including several models and action figures he was told were to be “Protector” figures.


“Well… I guess not many people have really had a chance to see him and take a picture or anything, not up close anyway.  To be honest though that one really just doesn’t look like him at all.”


“I kind of figured you might have seen him once or twice Blake.  Kind of hard for one of the best police officers in a city not to bump into that kind of guy at least once right?  What’s he like, think you could draw a picture maybe?”


“I really really suck at drawing, my sister’s got ALL the artistic talent in the family.  Besides, everyone’s allowed to see him however they want.  Hmm, think I just figured out what I’m going to do today.  You don’t mind if I just stay here this morning, check some things on the computer and maybe the library?”


“Sure, go ahead.  Library’s only a couple blocks away.” Lyon said.  “I’ll be back somewhere around four or five, I’ll pick up a pizza on the way.  Besides, plenty of sights to see in the evening you can’t properly appreciate during the day.”


Blake sat down at the biggest table he could find after clearing off a bunch of comics, bringing over Lyon’s computer and printer.  Once his friend and host had left for work Blake started work on his “project” for the day.  “Almost forgot…” he muttered to himself, going to the bathroom and finding a box of tissues.  “Just in case.  Not exactly the happiest thing I’m looking into here.”


Today’s paper was his first target, setting aside all the garbage about Drake being a metal hero until he got to actual news.  Much to his relief, not a single article described any kind of vicious crime.  Okay, there had to be one or two incidents somewhere on the island that just didn’t get reported yesterday but with everyone thinking Protector was out and about as the prime minister crime might be down for a few days.  Turning his attention on the computer Blake went online and did a very vague search for “crime” with too many results to even think about.  Some were hopefully just general hits like a book or a civil dispute between neighbors or family.  Narrowing down his search, the word “murder” still had far too many results to sort through.


“Okay, this isn’t working.  Well, start with something I know how to get and I can be proud of.”


YCPD, Badge Number and Password Required.  No problem, he had this stuff memorized so nobody could ever try to pull a prank and lock him out of the system.  Too many rookies suffered that old prank and he was one of them way back when the whole computer records were started.  Officer Blake, Senior Rank.  Veteran of YCPD and currently considered best officer on the force.  Recently Injured In Line of Duty.  Yeah, they just had to go and put that on his general information page didn’t they?  Always being reminded of those bullets that made him get the brace.  Well at least he survived that day, unlike some other fine people.


Blake pulled up a list of his closed cases, sorting them based on the crimes.  “This is going to take a lot of paper for the printer.”  He hated the murder stack, ten of them solved but that meant ten good people had to die before he was ever able to do anything.  One or two cases he remembered, repeat minor offenses that built up a criminal record and some seriously messed up citizens.  Murder cases he got to put someone away for a long time, but it was always too little too late.  Why couldn’t he ever have been there for the robbery, or mugging on the street, before it got to that point?  And why did the crazy shooters always seem to get out of prison only to do something so terrible?  Earn freedom again, only to throw it away like an idiot?


The stack of juvenile cases was a little depressing, even if a lot of them were older files.  Once Protector came around kids all started looking up to him as a hero.  Teens not so much, but it did put a dent in younger citizens doing damage to property and stealing.  “Ah, now these are ones to be proud of finally.”


Almost all of his remaining files were ones officer Blake could be proud of.  Missing persons reports that he was able to solve, almost all of them by safely bringing someone home.  Then a fair share of sting operations and other crimes he prevented, usually by being in the right place at the right time.  One or two old corruption scandals he helped bring down.  Perhaps his best moment was bringing down a drug ring, millions worth of the stuff taken along with a couple weapons and several arrests.


“Right, well that’s my best.  Now let’s see what Protector’s record is.  Wonder how well he’s been doing since he arrived compared to my entire time on the force.”


Granted, many of the things Protector had done for Yann City were unofficial and not on the record, but hopefully this would at least give him a fair idea.  All of the bad guys he beat up on the streets and stopped from getting away, most usually got picked up by a patrol car or sometimes dropped off at the station.  Blake was hardly ever there when the “drop offs” happened though, and some of those guys walked free because nobody at the station knew what to charge them with.


Protector.  OUR HERO!  No File Photo.  Identity Unknown.  Claimed to be a Myth, Evidence Supports Otherwise… After reading through another paragraph Blake was tired of all the praise everyone kept putting in for Protector, skipping ahead to his accomplishments.  There were only three people at the office with permission to edit these things and add in new files or else half the force would probably be giving him all the credit for everything.  “Bet there’s probably someone else out there with a complete record of everything he’s done, but this’ll do for now.  Hmm, wait, how many?  Crap.”


He had to print them out, just to make sure, checking each file to see if it was accurate or placed incorrectly before adding them to the pile.  Ten times he had been seen or reported on record as having helped a lost or missing child find home again.  Okay, so Blake had him outnumbered there three to one, but he also had probably a good ten to twenty years more time for his accomplishments.  Murderers brought in was only three, well three officially charged and one that got to walk away only to be caught later on some lesser charge.  Juvenile cases, two?  Well that might make sense, if you either beat someone up for vandalism or dragged them back to their parents the police didn’t have to punish the kid a second time normally.


While Protector didn’t have an official record for any drug rings, smugglers, or other organized crimes being taken down his presence was probably enough to at least scare some into smaller and fewer operations.  He did however have an impressive record for people who were saved from muggers and rapists, over four hundred cases turned in or mentioned to the police by those he saved.  Beat his sixty-five by a long shot, and to him those were the important ones.  Attempted robberies, fifty.  Definitely a good record, but two shy of his own count.  More of those were caught in the day, and lately the would-be thieves never seemed to be on the lookout for a cop.


“Great.  So while I might get some of the bigger cases solved, he’s out there on the streets when people need him all the time.  And that’s all just what’s on record.  Hmm… what’s this?  Reports filed against Protector?”  Blake tried to open the link in the database only to be locked out.  Password Required.  All Officers Including Veterans Blocked.  Well, maybe he had enough clearance.  Blake tried his password only to hear a very annoying beep from the computer and an error message flashing across the screen for a second.  “Guess they don’t want anyone to know.  Drake could probably get me access if I asked him but he’s got enough problems to worry about.”


Stacking up all the files, Protector had him beat in total crimes solved by an uncomfortable amount.  “Right, so I have a better average in some areas but he’s taken care of a lot more problems than I have.  Better start making mine count more, bring in more when I’m on duty and solve some of these bigger ones.  How many missing persons reports are there in the city?”  A quick search gave him three results, all of them from around the time he started working for the police.  Not exactly much to get a fresh start on.  “Unsolved murders or murderers still on the loose?”  Again, thankfully a small number came up for people on the loose.


However there were about fifty cases listed as unsolved, more than he cared to see really.  One of the first results that came up surprised him with a familiar name.  Babe Cleave, Shot, Died in Hospital.  It wasn’t too long ago considering some of the other files, maybe he actually had something to work on here.  “Hey… wait a minute, something’s not right here.  The date of his death, that was only a few months before we took down a drug ring.  It was kind of starting to fall apart little by little but still took a lot of work.”


Blake glanced over the list of files he had, finding the printout of the whole bust.  “Lot of details missing, but I’m pretty sure I saw his name connected in there somewhere.  I remember the leader went kind of crazy, got off on an insanity plea and sent to an institution.  Bunch of younger guys involved in the whole mess.  Worth looking in to when I get back to the city, might even get the Protector to help out if he’s interested.”

.
.
.


“Hey Blake, I’m back.  Got a pizza for us, you hungry?”


Lyon set the pizza down in his kitchen and found the officer with a table covered in papers and used tissues, wiping away a few tears before attempting a smile.  “Hey, what is all this?  Your project for today?  Well whatever it is don’t let it get you down, the taste of a nice hot slice of pizza should make you feel better instantly right?”


“See these here?” Blake asked.  “These are all the crimes I’ve dealt with, all the people I’ve brought in after they did something wrong, made some poor decision in their lives that led to breaking the law.  Some killed, some stole, others assaulted innocent citizens sometimes for no reason at all.  Then this stack here, all done by Protector.  All reports that he was able to help someone.  His stack’s bigger than mine, but that doesn’t bother me.  What bothers me, and gets to me, is all those other files across the table.  All of those are unsolved cases, crimes that there was never any justice for.  Lives lost, people hurt, property damaged, money and personal belongings stolen, drugs sold and substances abused.  I know that I’m not the only officer, and it’s not just me and Protector.  Still, we just fill up one corner of the table and all those other instances take almost everything else.”


“Ouch.” Lyon was finally able to reply after staring at the table and wondering what he could possibly say.  “Harsh, but think about it.  Maybe some of those, you did give justice.  Just because someone wasn’t caught on that instance, maybe you got them later on something else.  Justice done even if it took some time, and another incident.  It’s like a two for one, just not the nicest deal for you.  Still, there wouldn’t be enough room on the table for all the unsolved crimes if you and him hadn’t filled out that one corner.  Who knows how many more problems might have happened if those citizens weren’t caught when you got them, huh?”


“Guess you have a point.  Still, found a few things I’m going to work on once I get back home.  Sorry for making such a mess, lots of those papers I probably don’t need.  You can just recycle them if you want, I only need these three piles.  My records, his records, and the old crimes I want to solve.  Anyway, let’s go get some of that pizza before it gets cold.”

.
.
.


“Drake?  Sir, the office is supposed to be closing now.  Your guests from the meeting managed to sneak out the back safely, the crowd’s been getting smaller too.  You can probably make it home safely now, it is getting pretty dark.  Shouldn’t be much trouble for your driver right?”


The prime minister was sitting in his office chair staring out the window until his assistant finally caught his attention.  “Hm?  Oh, yes, right.  I was just watching, hoping maybe I’d see him flying through the night off to someone’s rescue.  Especially since nobody’s seen me leave yet, would be nice.  Guess Crimson and Rynn are going to start getting worried if I stay out all night though.”


“Where do you think he is right now?  What’s Protector thinking about this whole situation?  Wouldn’t he want the attention himself instead?”


Drake shrugged.  “I’m not sure.  All I know is what I’m thinking.  I’m thinking I would have enjoyed today a lot more if I could have been with Tiffany.  If he doesn’t want the attention I know at least one cop in the police department that wouldn’t mind.  Well, I’d better get going.  See you tomorrow.”


He did indeed manage to reach the car safely where Heru was waiting.  Everyone had apparently given up for the night on trying to find proof of Protector, nobody even tried to stop the car.  Blake mentioned over the phone he might have a solution, Heru had a plan that would probably work, even if it would give him a completely different set of scandals.  Crimson and Rynn would probably have an idea when he got home.  So far it seemed the only person without a plan was the prime minister himself.


Walking into his home, Heru inviting himself in and following Drake closely, the prime minister sat down at the dinner table and was met with a plate of leftovers sliding across the table to him.  “You’ve got to stop coming home late Drakey, Crimson’s cooking is too good and I’m going to end up eating everything on your plate all the time.  Have a nice day at the office?  Well, anyway, me and Crimson did some thinking while you were out and we might have a way to get around all this nonsense.”


“Is that all you two do every day?  Just sit at home and wonder how to solve all my problems for me?  Plan my days, set me up with girls, basically run my life without me knowing?”


“Oh don’t be silly Drake.  Crimson calls Zarek a lot and paints when we aren’t deciding your future.  And I practice guitar, listen to my favorite bands over and over, and stare at their posters all day.  Relax silly, we do have our own lives.  You want to hear our idea or not?”


“Sure, why not?” he replied.  Drake listened appreciatively, expecting nothing less than a brilliant idea from his sister and best friend.  He wouldn't be disappointed either, but maybe he should hear it again in the morning just to be safe.  Heru was listening as well, shrugging.  “I still like my idea the best.”


Drake couldn’t help but laugh as Rynn began to chase Heru around the house shooting little jolts of electricity at him.  They were never going to be friends, but at least sometimes they could act civil.  Not exactly often but as long as both were working for him he didn’t need both employees killing each other.  “Settle down you two, I’m trying to eat.”


“I can either chase him around now Drake, or I can chase him when you’re trying to sleep.”

.
.
.


“Babe?  You’re heading out already?  Isn’t it still a little early for you to be out guarding the city?”


“The city’s short one of its best officers for a week or two.  I’m trying to fill in for him.  Don’t worry, I’ll be back at the usual time.”


Protector was about to leave Billy’s lab until Sarah grabbed his arm and gave him a kiss.  “So what are you going to do about this whole mess the prime minister’s stuck in right now?”


“Nothing.  He’s a smart man, he’ll figure something out on his own.  What do you expect me to do start walking through the streets in broad daylight hand in hand with him?  It’s better if I just keep doing what I always do.”


Sarah grabbed the paper and practically shoved it in his face.  “Look at all these articles, and the same picture printed dozens of times.  Maybe just this once he needs a little assistance.  Billy, come on, can you back me up with this?”


“Hm?  Oh, yeah, whatever.  Great, why not?”  Billy continued muttering just about every positive response he could, never taking his eyes off whatever project was in front of him.  Sarah threw the paper at him and still no response, he didn’t even flinch.  “Some help you are.”


Babe took Sarah’s shoulders as gently as he could in his cold metallic hands, smiling under his helmet.  “Really, you don’t have to worry about Drake.  He’s a great person, he’s smart, and he has a lot of friends that are more than willing to help him.  If it’ll make you feel better though I promise if he’s still having problems with the whole “Prime Protector” stuff in a month I’ll see what I can do.”


“Okay, I’m going to hold you to that promise though.  Now be careful out there.”

