Tim Miller

Executor

Sergeant Reid of the Cincinnati Police Department walked through Fountain Square at a swift, clipped pace.  He did not appear to be patrolling; he was clearly bent on some specific purpose.  He stared at a few citizens idly sitting around the place, and they quickly averted their eyes.  The sergeant allowed himself a barely perceptible smile.  Everyone was guilty of something.  But alas, he had no time to investigate that particular group of criminals.  


After all, today was execution day.

A large portion of the audience had already arrived by the time Reid had left the square.  After all, today was execution day.  Everyone who was anyone would be there.  And it was vitally important for an observer to have a good place to watch from.  There were tables and chairs set up for those who cared enough to pay (and there were many).  There had been so many fights in the past that even the cheap wooden benches had to be reserved in advance.  (They remained free of cost, of course, thanks to the generous sponsorship of Fifth Third Bank.)  Everything else was standing room only, and there would not much room to stand as the hour of the event drew closer.  However, the unlucky masses that would not be able to secure a place in the square itself could always watch the live television broadcast.  They could and they would.  Everyone wanted to see the execution.


The setting was perfect.  It was a beautiful day for an execution, a beautiful day in a beautiful place.  It was still early, only about eight o’clock or so, and the summer sun was still warm and gentle.  Later it would be unbearably strong, but with any luck, the execution would be finished before the heat of the afternoon could set in.  No one liked to be sweaty, sticky, and squinting while they were trying to concentrate on an execution.  


Throughout the square a pleasant breeze was blowing, sprinkling the early comers with droplets of cool water from the ornate fountain in the center of the square.  It was a beautiful fountain, a perfect backdrop for the day’s event.  Nothing but the best and most beautiful for execution day.


As a matter of fact, that is where Sgt. Reid had gone, to put on the best ceremonial uniform and polish the badge.  He returned to the square after thirty minutes or so, carrying one of the commemorative programs of the day's event (a future collector's item for sure) in one hand and a leash in the other.


The dog was on the end of the leash.  The dog was big; the dog was black.  


It lapped water gently from one of the four pools of water at the base of the fountain.   

