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Liliana Cortez is an average person, as much as police officers can be at any rate. She lives in a house constructed primarily of adobe, white washed and clean. The house was 30 miles up a treacherous mountain road to a plateau of grand blank vantage, run on a septic tank somewhere down the road. Postage cost her extra too, but all in all, it was idyllic for her. A place to escape from the troubles of modern society, its noise, its closed-minded ways, and the anxiety that hung over any major city, palpable altogether.

 Lilliana works for the sheriff’s department of a small, one-intersection town, near the Four Corners region of New Mexico. She would awake early in the morning, around 5:30, have her usual coffee and orange, keeps you fit, and smoke a cigarette on the way. She owns an old Buick Seville, paint that crumbled off in places, that gave off an odor of slightly aged books and a hint of generic coffee grinds. She was of a slight build, with a roughly oval face, wispy black hair, tinged an almost eerie blue. Her countenance was gentle, but smiles and frowns etched small lines around her eyes and mouth. 

Liliana had known of another life, a life with the gritty and harsh reality of the big city. However cliched that sounded, it certainly rang true for her, an ex-officer in the LAPD. She could still remember all the calls to the “scene,” as it was called. The families, she could not forget their faces, etched indelibly into her conscious, nor the cacophony of sounds and scents. Wailing sirens as the paramedics arrived on the scene, lights blaring in red and blue. The repetition of it all, droning into her head, and fading, just as it did in the movies. Places, like sets of a play, wherein so many things were enacted. So many things, the wailing of a mother who had lost her son. The pitiful excuses that the addicts always produced, their hacking coughs, eyes washed with crimson, an aura of defeat around them. 
All the endless interrogations, that awkwardness people got around her, those furtive looks, So much death, stains would remain layered these places so that they became like morgues, her mind layering it with bodies, slain and gone, god rest their souls. The eternal smell of asphalt and exhaust, almost mind-numbing in their monotony. It was so much more real than the shows, safely shielded behind the wall of glass and radiation of your set.

That was all past her now, but memories would remain. She had a new life now, even a possible romantic interest, though only in the early stages, as she would put it. Despite all this, do not imagine her a weakling. She grew up in Mexico, born to a well-to-do, that is, comparatively, and had to make it on her own when her parents were killed in an auto wreck with two drunk compadres, who had a record for that sort of infringement. She was 15 at the time and had to get on without them, with a bit of help from an aunt, distantly related. She eventually came to the US and found work in LA.

A thing that Liliana so sorely hated was domestic perps, drunks and wife beaters, and hell-raisers. It was like a glossed mirror into her own childhood. She couldn’t really handle the whole ordeal. The squalor and the suffering of the families, their dignity strewn on the floor in small pieces. The solemnly told lies, reiterating of broken vows and then more drinks.  These calls had sent her outside for air on a few occasions for air and to steady her nerves. It unnerved her to see such acute suffering, that she had likewise suffered, not in the same fashion of course. The quiet degradation of human beings, their fear-filled eyes, like scared animals, like animals. 


Lilliana’s voice carried more force than one might suspect for her diminutive frame. She spoke fluidly, but paused occasionally

 to clarify her thoughts. Liliana had good inflection and could express herself with some ease but could be very to the point and professional (At least, on the job.) 

Liliana is talking to one of the fellow officers in the car when they spot a 

car thick and clouded with bluish, hazy smoke and are going to investigate.

Mil: So what about Jill? You think she’s alright? (smirking)

Joe: You always have to give me a hard time… Well yeah, she’s fine, still a little green though need to get her prepped for the job, I’d say.

Mil: mmmm…. And you, naturally, are the man for the job.

Joe: (distracted) Yeah um …see that car, the out of state, I believe its California tag, call for back up in case they try to split.

Mil: I’m on it. 

The Dispatch is sent.

Mil: Somehow, I don’t think they’re going anywhere fast.

