If I was asked to describe my life in one word, I’d struggle to choose. Words don’t come easily to me. Too often, the emotions they invoke are much too powerful, like a raging storm, blowing me whichever way they please, crashing savagely on the shore of my conscience. My life is dramatic, tragic, beautiful but above all else, hardcore. That would be the word I’d choose. Hardcore. A short, odd word to describe a long and interesting life. It’s almost sacrilege to describe such a story with only one word. It can’t even begin to convey the complex emotions that drive it, which is why if you gave me a sentence to describe my life, I’d say it’s like a captivating trainwreck that you can’t look away from. Because on the one hand, the train itself is a work of art; a stunning, complex machine of a million and one pieces, but on the other hand a trainwreck is pretty damn exciting despite the carnage. 
This is why describing my life is so difficult. How can you even begin to describe a shattered work of art? Maybe you can’t, but I - Patrick Harbinger, Private Eye - can. Even I have limits, though. I can’t do it in a word, I can’t do it in a sentence, and even if you gave me a paragraph I’d struggle. The dark chronicles that are my life are too long to cram into a single, measly paragraph. Not even a chapter would do. But if you gave me many chapters, maybe I could do it justice. Which brings me to the reason why I’m writing this biography. It’s to record it, in full, for generations to come, to immortalise my being and hardcore story. To set the record straight on the greatest detective New York, and perhaps the world, has ever seen.
The year was 1917. I’d escaped my home and my brutal father. From that moment on, the army became my home. I was the most proficient killing machine on the battlefield, tanks be damned. When you’ve grown up with a monster, it’s easy to become a monster yourself. But once the war was over, that glory didn’t transfer to civilian life. The streets weren’t what they used to be, and I was broken, hopeless and dreamless. Cue a ray of sunshine. Vanessa. She was everything I wasn’t, an innocent angel to my black, bitter heart. Together, our legendary detective agency was born. At first, it was all above board. I only took on the honourable jobs, ones that would make the city a better place. But the darkness was still in me, and when the money was on the table, I grabbed it and became a hired gun, consequences be damned, or so I believed. Vanessa was murdered right in front of me. I was in over my head, and she was the price I paid. The artwork shattered. The train had just wrecked. And it was all my fault. I spiralled. For a moment I knew happiness, but happiness isn’t for me. This isn’t who I was, who I am. I became the monster again. I embraced it. No one gets close, no one gets inside. My bravado is my shield, my mask, my act, my master performance. 
I can’t lose anyone else. 

