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1
SHE	 FLOATED	 TOWARD	 ME,	 a	 yellow	 sash	 of	 gossamer	 gold	 fluttering	 about	 her	 waist.	 I
knew	what	she	wanted	and	how	to	supply	it.	I’d	been	watching	her,	the	seductive	move,
the	glance	in	my	direction,	the	knowing	look	…

“What	are	ya	staring	at,	mister?”	woke	me	from	my	daydream.

“Your	apron,”	I	mumbled,	“trying	to	read	it.”

“Says	‘Ralph’s	Pizza,’	and	on	the	back	side,	All	You	Can	Eat.’	Now	finish	that	crust
and	get	going.	We’re	supposed	to	be	closed	for	ten	minutes	already.”

“S’pose	I	finish	my	beer	first.”

“Look,	big	guy.	I’m	turning	off	the	lights.	You	can	either	head	home	or	we	can	go	in
the	back	and	you	can	screw	me	on	the	salad	bar.”

♦	♦	♦

I	turned	on	to	Machinist’s	Drive,	headed	for	my	apartment	in	the	Gold	Hill	Arms,	a	name
someone	 had	 thought	 up	 in	 better	 days.	Dung	Hill	Arms	was	 a	 better	 name	 for	 it.	 The
Arms	was	once	a	rooming	house,	a	six-story	brick	building	that	sat	uncomfortably	amid
the	 abandoned	 factories.	 Back	 when	 the	 work	 was	 good,	 plentiful,	 and	 needed,	 the
factories	hummed	twenty-four	hours	a	day,	and	 the	Arms	had	beds	for	 the	workers	who
came	 and	went	with	 the	 seasons.	Now	only	 a	 few	 of	 the	 industries	were	 hanging	 on.	 I
passed	Iron,	Inc.,	the	rambling	metal	works	that	survived	by	supplying	reinforcing	rods	for
construction	that	took	place	in	distant	cities.	It	was	protected	by	a	fifteen-foot-high	rusted
iron	 fence,	 and	 the	 rods	 were	 stacked	 in	 dangerously	 unstable	 piles.	 Pharm-a-Lot	 was
next,	a	pharmaceutical	plant	that	was	doing	quite	well	keeping	the	drug	culture	supplied.	I
buy	sleeping	pills	from	their	factory	store	to	use	when	the	vodka	doesn’t	work.	I	drove	by
two	abandoned	hulks,	concrete	shells	with	empty	black	holes	where	glass	used	to	keep	out
the	cold.	Factories	that	produced	I	don’t	know	what,	but	whatever	it	was	it	is	now	made
overseas	for	 ten	cents	an	hour.	Next,	and	closest	 to	 the	Arms,	an	unnamed	asphalt	plant
puffed	and	fumed.	It	survives	because	our	highways	have	an	infinite	number	of	potholes
to	be	filled.	It	was	Monday	night	and	the	air	was	carrying	a	damp	fall	chill	that	held	the
noxious	fumes	close	to	the	ground.

Sunday	 nights	 were	 easier.	 They	 held	 out	 a	 promise	 for	 the	 week	 ahead	 that	 kept
dreams	 alive.	By	Monday,	 however,	 I	 had	 to	 accept	 the	 truth	 that	 nothing	was	 about	 to
change.	 I	 pulled	 the	 fifteen-year-old	Honda	Accord	 around	 to	 the	 side	of	 the	Arms	 and
parked	by	the	van	with	the	two	flat	tires	that	hadn’t	moved	from	that	spot	for	as	long	as	I
could	remember.

There	 was	 a	 nip	 in	 the	 air,	 a	 premonition	 of	 the	 cold	 months	 to	 come.	 Winter
constellations	were	beginning	to	take	their	place	in	the	sky.	The	stars	in	Orion’s	belt	were
bright	enough	 to	 fight	 for	attention	with	 the	crescent	moon,	which	hung	 low	 in	 the	east
and	cast	a	colorless	light	to	frame	the	dark	shadows	on	the	pavement.	The	earth	was	three
weeks	away	from	featuring	a	full	harvest	moon	and	still	waiting	for	the	first	frost	of	the
season.	 Leaves	 were	 abandoning	 the	 trees	 and	 rustling	 about	 the	 street,	 their	 bright



daylight	colors,	orange	and	red	in	the	sun,	were	lost	in	the	black	and	white	of	night	vision.
Night	time:	I	read	about	a	man	who,	because	of	a	conk	on	the	head,	became	totally	color-
blind.	He	couldn’t	make	love	to	his	wife	because	her	skin	color	reminded	him	of	a	rat.	He
ended	 up	 living	 after	 the	 sun	 set—one	 doesn’t	 see	much	 color	 at	 night.	 It’s	 a	world	 of
grays	and	misfits.	Monday	night,	and	I	was	 looking	forward	to	a	week	of	empty	days.	I
nodded	to	the	night	watchman.

“Good	evening	Mister	Heron,”	he	said	politely.	Javier	was	the	only	guy	who	worked
here	who	knew	my	name,	perhaps	because	I	seldom	saw	the	daytime	crew.	“A	message	for
you,	sir.”

“Yes,	what?”

“A	Mr.	Fuller	came	by	and	left	this	note.	He	said	if	you	got	in	before	midnight	to	give
him	a	call.”

“Thanks,	pal,	I’ll	call	him	in	the	morning.”	Maybe	the	curse	of	the	Mondays	had	been
broken.	The	week	threatened	to	put	me	to	work,	a	job,	a	purpose,	and	some	money	to	be
made.	I	climbed	the	back	stairs	to	3C,	my	two-and-a-half-room	palace,	with	river	view	(if
you	leaned	out	the	window)	and	AC	(when	working).	It	had	given	me	a	home	for	longer
than	I	cared	to	remember.



2
THE	OFFICE	OF	FULLER	Investments	was	downtown,	a	couple	of	blocks	away	from	the	town
square	 on	 the	 fourth	 floor	 of	 a	 no-nonsense	 professional	 building	 filled	 with	 dentists,
doctors,	 and	 travel	 agents	 who	 ran	 a	 thriving	 business	 helping	 people	 escape	 from
Dullsville.	Nothing	 fancy.	The	building	was	modern	drab—the	 lobby	 reminded	me	of	 a
crypt	where	some	second-rate	politician	was	interred.	The	paper	taped	to	the	elevator	door
announcing	‘out	of	service’	was	yellowing	from	age.	I	climbed	the	three	flights	to	Fuller’s
Office.	 I	 wasn’t	 buzzed	 in	 until	 I	 gave	 my	 name,	 rank,	 and	 serial	 number.	 The	 small
reception	area	was	governed	by	a	Ms.	Marie	Henry,	according	to	the	sign	plate	by	her	in-
box.	Ms.	Henry	had	dark	black	hair,	black	eyes,	and	a	complexion	that	made	me	doubt	the
name	Henry.	 She	 focused	 on	me	 as	 though	 I	 was	 an	 imposter	 and	 she	 could	 see	 clear
through	my	disguise.

“You	don’t	look	like	you’re	here	for	financial	advice.	Just	what	is	your	business?”	Ms.
Henry	asked	suspiciously.

“Whatever	Fuller	told	you	is	what	I	am.	How	about	you	tell	him	I’m	here.”

Ms.	 Henry	 obliged	 and	 buzzed	 her	 boss	 on	 the	 intercom.	 There	 was	 an	 indistinct
mumble	on	the	other	end	that	prompted	Ms.	Henry	to	say,	“Mr.	Fuller	 is	expecting	you.
Come	this	way.”

We	passed	a	side	office	where	I	could	see	 the	backs	of	a	couple	of	assistants	poring
over	their	computer	screens.	A	young	woman	caught	my	eye,	not	an	unusual	occurrence,	I
admit,	 but	 she	 seemed	 to	 be	 too	pretty	 to	 be	 studying	 a	 computer	 screen.	My	 image	of
computers	 involved	 teenaged	 nerds	 with	 overdeveloped	 thumbs	 blowing	 away	 strange
techno-generated	beasts	for	hours	at	a	time.	I	probably	was	jealous,	but	I	was	proud	of	my
newly	 learned	 skills.	 I	 could	 now	 use	 Wikipedia,	 type,	 print	 out	 stuff,	 and	 play
Minesweeper	at	 the	intermediate	level.	This	lady	didn’t	fit	 the	mold.	Glasses	that	 turned
up	at	the	edges,	straight	brown	hair	cut	neatly	parallel	with	the	earth’s	surface,	and	tight
sheer	 stockings	 that	 reflected	 the	 fluorescent	 light	 in	 constantly	 shifting	 patterns.	 They
would	no	doubt	make	a	 lovely	 sound	when	 rubbed	 together.	A	 legal	 assistant	no	doubt,
compliments	of	one	of	the	Seven	Sisters.	She	glanced	over	at	me	with	a	‘if	you	could	quit
staring	it	would	be	nice’	look.	I	smiled	and	followed	Ms.	Henry	through	the	frosted	glass
door	to	Mr.	Fuller’s	inner	sanctum.

George	 Fuller	 sat	 behind	 a	 large	 polished	wooden	 desk	 that	 appeared	 to	 be	 handed
down	from	 the	 founding	 fathers.	On	 the	wall	behind	him,	 in	place	of	 the	usual	array	of
diplomas,	citations,	and	awards,	hung	a	large	gold-framed	map	of	the	U.S.	as	it	appeared
in	the	19th	Century.	The	side	walls	displayed	historic	black-and-white	photographs	of	city
scenes.	One	 featured	 the	 old	 benches	 in	 our	 town	 square.	An	 old-fashioned	 ink	well,	 a
quill	 pen,	 and	 a	 square	 bronze	 paperweight	 sat	 on	 the	 otherwise	 empty	 desk.	 The	 only
thing	in	the	room	that	was	the	least	bit	disheveled	was	Fuller	himself.	He	was	a	handsome
man,	with	a	thin	nose	and	engaging	eyes,	but	the	striped	tie	was	a	bit	out	of	kilter	and	he
was	missing	a	button	on	his	suit	coat.	Probably	a	ladykiller	in	his	youth,	now	he	had	just
enough	gray	in	his	hair	to	suggest	that	some	respect	would	be	appreciated.



“You’re	a	private	eye,”	Mr.	Fuller	muttered	more	to	himself	than	to	me.

“I	like	Expert	in	Exotic	Research,	myself.”

“Yes,	yes,	well	I’ve	never	hired	one	of	your	type	before.	Yes,	where	do	we	start?”

I	answered	with	film	noir	expertise.	“I’ve	heard	all	 the	questions	so	 let	me	help	you
out:	$500	a	day,	expenses,	guarantee	a	week,	and	we	can	talk	it	over	after	that.	You	tell	me
what	you	want	 to	know,	I	 tell	you	what	I	find	out,	and	the	rest	 is	up	to	you.	I	don’t	ask
questions,	and	you	don’t	ask	me	how	I	get	 information.	You	probably	wouldn’t	want	 to
know	anyway.”

“That,	ah,	sounds	a	bit	harsh,	you	know.”

“It’s	private	eye	lingo—I	can	make	it	gentler.	What	is	it	that’s	troubling	you?	I’ll	try	to
help.”

“Oh	yes,	I,	ah,	need	to	know	about	someone.	I	mean	does	she,	this	person	exist,	and,
ah,	who	is	she?”	Mr.	Fuller	was	not	at	ease	with	the	private	eye	thing,	and	I	suspected	his
discomfort	fed	the	“ah,	yes”	stutter.

I	had	checked	out	 the	Fuller	Investment	web	site	before	I	came	by.	It	was	clean	and
straight-forward	 and	 not	 filled	with	 fancy	 effects.	 I	 didn’t	 have	much	 experience	 in	 the
financial	 world,	 but	 I	 couldn’t	 imagine	 how	 the	 slogan	 “The	 Fuller	 the	 Better”	 helped
attract	 clients.	 That,	 combined	with	 the	 disheveled	 look	 and	 the	 ‘ahs’	 and	 ‘yesses’	 that
were	 sprinkled	 about	made	me	wonder	 about	 the	whole	operation.	 In	 order	 to	 help	 this
conversation	 along	 and	 get	 Fuller	 to	 quit	 over-thinking	 the	 deal,	 I	 said,	 “All	 right,	 just
make	it	simple.	Who,	what,	where,	when—no	need	for	why.”

“Yes.	 My	 boy	 Castor,	 you	 see,	 he’s	 married.	 Well,	 not	 quite	 married,	 but	 they’re
engaged.	 To	 a	 nice	 girl,	 yes,	 very	 nice.	 In	 fact	 she	 works	 here.	 Legal	 assistant,	 very
bright.”

I	guessed	that	I’d	been	staring	at	her	legs	a	moment	ago.	“Good	family,	respectable,”	I
suggested.	“All	that,	and	probably	rich	too,	right?”

“Yes,	she’s	very,	ah,	very	proper,	but	…”

“But?”

“I	 think	her	husband,	 ah,	 fiancé,	my	son,	 is	 seeing	 someone	on	 the	 side,	behind	her
back.	That’s	not	good.	I’d	like	to	know	more	about	it.”

“You	haven’t	spoken	with	him?”

“Well,	 ah,	yes,	 sort	of.	 I	mean	we	don’t	 share	everything.	 I	 asked	him	 if	 everything
was	fine	and	he	got	a	bit,	ah,	defensive.	I’m	afraid	we	tend	to	talk	in	circles.”

“His	mother,	what	does	she	know?”	I	asked.

“She’s	 not	 around,”	 Fuller	 said	 abruptly.	 “So	 if	 you	 discover	 anything	 just	 keep	 it
quiet,	yes?	And	report	to	me.”

“It	shouldn’t	be	too	hard	to	track	something	down—a	couple	of	names	and	addresses,
maybe	a	photo	if	you	have	one.	I	should	be	able	to	find	the	lady	without	too	much	trouble.
A	simple	tail	should	turn	up	something	pretty	quickly.	People	don’t	tend	to	be	too	smart



about	covering	up	these	things.”	I	could	see	that	Mr.	Fuller	did	not	want	to	tell	me	what	he
expected	to	do	with	the	information.	He	probably	hadn’t	figured	that	out	himself.

He	gave	me	the	full	names:	his	son,	Castor	Fuller,	and	Castor’s	live-in	lover,	Beverly
Whitney.	The	photograph	of	Castor	looked	like	a	head	shot	for	a	modeling	agency.	There
was	something	familiar	about	her	last	name,	but	then	Whitney	had	money	written	all	over
it.	I	couldn’t	pin	down	what	Fuller	was	really	after;	maybe	he	wanted	to	get	his	hands	on
some	of	the	cash.

I	recognized	their	address—it	was	one	of	a	cluster	of	small	homes	on	Loudon	Street
that	struggled	to	survive	behind	the	new	Main	Street	Mall.	The	Mall	was	on	Main	Street,
but	about	a	half	mile	away	from	the	city	center.	By	language	alone	it	was	declaring	itself
the	new	center	of	town.

I	picked	up	the	photos,	wrote	down	the	names	and,	resisting	the	urge	to	stuff	it	all	into
my	coat	pocket,	slid	 them	into	the	folder	 that	Fuller	handed	me.	I	could	ditch	the	folder
later.	Mr.	George	Fuller	was	not	comfortable	with	 the	 transaction	and	obviously	wanted
the	meeting	to	end.	I	said	I’d	let	him	know	in	a	day	or	two	if	I	found	Castor’s	sleepover
partner,	bade	him	good-day,	and	opened	the	office	door.	It	clanged	against	the	top	drawer
of	 a	 filing	 cabinet	 that	Marie	 Henry	was	 thumbing	 through.	 She	 snatched	 out	 a	 paper,
pushed	the	drawer	shut,	and,	with	a	brief	apology,	returned	to	her	desk.	Seems	Ms.	Henry
decided	to	do	her	filing	in	the	closest	drawer	she	could	find	to	Fuller’s	office	door.	Well,	I
had	no	exclusive	rights	to	the	spying	business.	On	the	way	back	to	the	car	I	kicked	around
the	idea	that	we	are	all	spies	and	deep	down	inside	we	all	want	to	be	caught.
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MY	 NEXT	 STOP	 WAS	 the	 police	 precinct.	 Experience	 told	 me	 to	 check	 out	 what	 the
professionals	 already	 knew	 before	 wasting	 time	 trying	 to	 uncover	 everything	myself.	 I
knew	the	place	inside	and	out,	had	spent	some	years	on	the	law	enforcement	payroll.	Chief
Inspector	JJ	Cakes	and	I	went	back	a	long	way,	and	I	always	looked	for	an	excuse	to	see
Kathy.	Kathy	was	there	at	the	desk,	more	beautiful	than	I	had	remembered.	She	looked	up
at	me	with	wide	misleadingly	innocent	eyes	from	under	a	fountain	of	soft	brown	hair,	hair
that	would	drop	over	her	eye	on	cue	whenever	I	stared	too	hard.	She	was	wearing	a	suit
with	a	skirt	just	a	bit	too	short	to	co-exist	with	her	rank,	Inspector	McGregor.	We	had	tried
to	 get	 together	 a	 few	 times	 but	 something,	 probably	me,	 always	messed	 it	 up.	Nothing
seemed	to	worry	her,	and	that	generally	made	me	grouchy.	I	thought	she	never	cared	too
much	if	I	was	there	or	not,	but	there	were	still	sparks	and	she	loved	to	remind	me	of	what	I
was	missing.

“Well	hi	there,	sweety,”	she	cooed.	“You’ve	no	doubt	come	to	see	me.”	Kathy	was	JJ’s
right-hand	man,	a	no-nonsense	researcher	who	could	dig	up	dirt	on	the	Pope’s	sex	life	if	it
would	solve	a	case.	In	another	line	of	work	she	would	be	sitting	in	JJ’s	chair,	but	this	was
the	police	department	and	even	in	these	enlightened	times	I’ve	never	met	a	cop	who	could
tolerate	taking	orders	from	a	lady.

I	pretended	to	be	above	it	all.	“JJ,	is	he	back	there?”

“Give	him	a	minute,	Corbutt’s	in	there.	What’s	new,	Blue?	When	are	we	going	to	the
movies?”

“Kathy,	you’re	talking	to	a	guy	who	sees	the	world	as	though	he’s	watching	a	movie.”

“I	 like	 the	 way	 you	 look	 at	 things,	 all	 upside	 down	 and	 backwards,	 but	 I	 agree,
sometimes	you’re	hopeless.”

Officer	Corbutt	came	out	of	JJ’s	office.	He	was	tall	and	wide	and	the	muscles	 in	his
arms	tested	the	strength	of	the	policeman’s	blue	fabric.	Eggs	and	steroids	for	breakfast.	He
gave	Kathy	 a	warm	 smile	 and	 ignored	me	 on	 the	way	 through.	 I	 gave	 him	 the	mental
finger.

“You	can	go	 in	now.”	Kathy	 turned	 to	buzz	her	boss,	 leading	 the	 turn	with	one	 leg,
displaying	a	tunnel	of	promise	between	her	thighs.

“No	need	to	buzz—I’ll	show	myself	in.”	I	tried	to	look	straight	ahead	as	I	pushed	into
the	office.	JJ	was	there,	short	and	solid.	He	had	shaved	his	head	a	few	years	back	to	avoid
dealing	 with	 a	 growing	 bald	 spot.	 Now	 it	 clearly	 reflected	 the	 light	 of	 an	 overhead
fluorescent	 fixture.	He	 looked	 like	a	pushover,	but	 the	end	of	a	 jagged	 scar	 that	peeked
over	his	collar	testified	to	a	man	toughened	by	years	on	the	force.	He	was	half	hidden	by
the	 pile	 on	 the	 long	 table	 that	 masqueraded	 as	 his	 desk,	 where	 no	 surface	 was	 left
uncluttered.	Precinct	 reports	were	covered	by	 last	week’s	newspapers,	and	mug	shots	of
murderers	were	mixed	with	pictures	of	Cindy	and	the	kids.

“Well	if	it	isn’t	Blue,”	he	said	brightly.	The	guys	at	the	precinct	liked	to	call	me	Blue.
“Hey	how	are	you,	Blue?	How’s	life?	How	are	they	hanging?	What’s	new?	What	do	you



want	to	know?”

“You’re	looking	good	JJ.	The	promotion	suits	you.”

“Specially	the	money,”	he	agreed.

“Fuller,	 George	 Fuller.	 Heads	 up	 an	 investment	 outfit,	 has	 an	 assistant	 Beverly
Whitney.	She	and	his	son	are	planning	on	getting	hitched.	Do	you	know	the	names?”

“I’ve	met	Fuller.	In	fact,	that’s	why	you’re	on	the	case.	He	called.	Wanted	some	work
done	 but	 he	was	 very	 vague.	 I	 think	 he	was	 trying	 to	 find	 out	 if	 it	was	 legal	 to	 hire	 a
private	eye.	I	gave	him	your	name.”

“Thanks	JJ.	I’ll	try	to	keep	it	above	board.”

“Don’t	know	very	much	about	his	operation.	It’s	pretty	small	time.	But	I	wonder	if	the
Whitney	 you’re	 talking	 about	 is	 the	 daughter	 of	 Douglas	 Whitney,	 of	 Whitney	 and
Whitney	and,	nope,	no	sons.	She’s	an	only	child.	Whitney	wanted	a	son	of	course,	but	got
Beverly.	 Bright	 girl,	 a	 lawyer.	 So	 she’s	 engaged	 to	 Fuller’s	 kid.	 Seems	 odd	 she’d	 be
working	for	a	competitor	of	her	Daddy.	Anyway,	what’s	the	problem?	What’s	he	got	you
doing?”

“It’s	 the	 usual:	 sneaking	 around,	 spying	 on	 people’s	 sex	 lives.	 Can’t	 tell	 you	much
more	right	now	because	that’s	what	I’m	getting	paid	to	find	out,	and	with	my	income	I’d
better	get	some	results.”

“Too	bad	you	left	us	Blue—at	least	there’s	steady	pay	here.”	JJ	was	well	aware	of	my
need	for	some	dollars.

“I	do	miss	it	sometimes,”	I	agreed.	“Punching	in	at	eight-thirty	every	morning,	making
small	 talk	 over	 the	 water	 cooler,	 acting	 busy,	 counting	 the	 hours	 left	 in	 the	 day,	 and
sleeping	 in	 the	 toilet	 stall.	Now	when	 the	clock	 shows	eight	o’clock,	 I	 roll	over	 and	go
back	to	sleep.	What	more	could	I	ask	for?”

“Can’t	imagine,”	JJ	joked.	“Sounds	like	you	have	it	all,	except	for	a	life,	of	course,	but
that	can	be	highly	over-rated.	By	the	way,	I	may	need	some	help	next	week.	There’s	a	guy
who	needs	some	police	presence,	and	I	would	like	to	take	along	an	undercover,	someone
who	is	not	identified	with	us	but	knows	the	cop	stuff.	They	won’t	think	you’re	a	flatfoot—
you’re	too	good	looking	to	be	on	the	force.	Are	you	up	for	a	bit	of	freelance,	if	it	comes
through?”

“Any	time.”	I	saluted	and	headed	for	the	door.	“Thanks,	JJ.	I’ll	let	you	know	if	I	find
out	anything.”

“I	trust	you	mean	that	as	‘I’ll	let	you	know	if	I	need	anything.’”	Then	JJ	added,	“Good
luck,	Blue,	and	by	the	way,	you	should	check	out	the	financial	stuff	with	‘Doctor	Dollar.’
He’ll	know	for	sure.”

On	 the	 way	 out	 I	 tried	 to	 walk	 by	 Kathy	 without	 registering	 the	 pink	 triangle	 that
winked	at	me	from	under	her	skirt.

“See	you	Kathy.	Maybe	we	should	have	a	drink	someday.”

“Why	should	I	want	to	do	that?”	came	the	curt	response.



“Next	week,	how	about?”

“Next	week.	Oh	sure.”	She	sighed.	“Next	week.”



4
I	LEFT	THE	POLICE	headquarters	and	was	walking	by	the	park	before	an	unfamiliar	spark	of
good	sense	caught	up	with	me.	I	turned	and	headed	back	inside.	Muscles	Corbutt,	sitting
at	 the	 front	 desk,	 gave	 me	 a	 ‘you	 again’	 look.	 A	 line-up	 of	 robbers	 and	 rapists
accompanied	by	their	police	escorts	was	waiting	for	the	elevator,	so	I	took	the	back	stairs
to	Kathy’s	office.

“Whatcha	doin’?	How	about	a	beer?”	I	said	as	casually	as	I	could,	considering	I	was
wheezing	from	taking	three	flights,	two	stairs	at	a	time.

Kathy	looked	up,	obviously	amused.	“Ten	minutes,	meet	you	out	front.”

I	gave	Corbutt	a	wave	and	a	smile	as	I	passed	back	through	the	lobby.	It	didn’t	seem	to
cheer	him	up.

Kathy	 and	 I	walked	 the	 two	blocks	 to	Leroy’s	Bar,	 the	 bar	 that	 catered	 to	 the	 three
faces	of	the	court:	the	lawyers,	the	cops,	and	the	crooks.	You	could	easily	walk	by	Leroy’s
and	never	notice	it.	A	simple	door	beside	the	hardware	store	had	an	opaque	glass	pane	that
said	LEROY’S	in	block	letters.	Not	even	LEROY’S	BAR.	It	could	be	two	in	the	afternoon
on	a	bright	sunny	day,	but	in	Leroy’s	a	couple	could	feel	they	were	meeting	in	the	dark	of
night.	Sharing	beers	with	Kathy	had	the	feel	of	an	illicit	affair,	but	to	me	any	contact	with
Kathy	felt	like	an	illicit	affair.

“Haven’t	seen	you	guys	for	a	while,”	Leroy	greeted	us	from	behind	 the	bar.	He	was
surprisingly	disarming	for	a	guy	who	looked	like	a	hit	man	for	the	Mafia.	“Same	old?	Two
drafts?”

“You	have	a	good	memory,”	Kathy	said.

The	 place	 was	 nearly	 empty.	 Behind	 the	 bar	 were	 four	 impressive	 rows	 of	 bottles,
liquors	 I	 had	 never	 heard	 of	 and	 looked	 forward	 to	 trying	 out.	 To	 the	 sides	 hung
photographs	of	young	Leroy	standing	with	movie	stars,	sports	heroes,	and	politicians.	A
loner	 sat	on	a	 stool,	his	elbows	welded	 to	 the	bar,	and	a	couple	 sitting	at	a	corner	 table
talked	in	guilty	whispers.	Kathy	and	I	decided	on	a	spot	on	the	other	side	of	the	room.

“So,”	Kathy	started,	“what’s	up?”	Kathy	looked	me	directly	in	the	eye,	forming	a	sight
line	so	intense	that	Phillipe	Petit	could	have	walked	between	us.

“Just	thought	I’d	tell	you	I	got	a	job,”	I	boasted.	“I’m	joining	the	ranks	of	the	gainfully
employed.”

Kathy	frowned.	“Blue,	your	idea	of	gainfully	employed	is	what,	a	spy	job	that’s	good
for	a	week	or	two?”

“What	would	 the	world	 do	without	 a	 good	 spy?	There’s	 plenty	 of	 doers—they’re	 a
dime	a	dozen.	But	a	good	observer,	that’s	special.”

“I	 admit,	 you	do	have	 talent	 as	 a	 looker,	 both	giving	 and	 receiving.”	She	brushed	 a
rebellious	lock	of	hair	from	her	forehead.

“Was	that	a	compliment?”



“You	could	get	yourself	a	job	at	Chippendales.	Make	a	killing	on	tips	stuffed	into	your
jock.”

“Can’t	dance.”

“You	can	say	that	again.	So,	tell	me,	what’s	the	case?	Who	hired	you?”

“This	guy	called	police	headquarters.	JJ	psyched	out	that	he	was	looking	for	a	private
eye,	and	sent	him	to	me.”

“Good	for	JJ.	Anybody	I’d	know?”	Kathy	asked.

“It’s	Fuller	Investments.	Actually	I’m	not	supposed	to	give	out	details.”

“Maybe	I	can	help.”	Kathy	surprised	me.	“I	know	a	bit	about	Fuller’s	son,	Castor.”

“Really?”

“He	is	an	aspiring	actor.	He’s	good	at	it,	and	handsome	too.	But	he	doesn’t	make	any
money	to	speak	of.”

“How	do	you	know	him?”

“I	saw	him	down	at	the	public	theatre.	A	sexy	part,	and	he	was	good.	I	did	a	teenage
stage-door	thing	afterwards	and	caught	his	eye.	We	got	along.	One	thing	led	to	another—
you	know	how	it	is.”

“I	understand	that	jaws	drop	when	his	pants	drop,”	I	said,	feeling	clever.

“Oh	yes,	 there	 is	 that,”	Kathy	 answered	off-handedly.	Then,	 catching	herself,	 “How
did	you	know	about	it?”

“It	was	supposed	to	be	a	joke;	now	I	wish	I	hadn’t	heard	the	punch	line.”

“Problem	 was,	 he	 always	 had	 some	 excuse	 and	 left	 me	 with	 the	 tab.	 Then	 Ms.
Whitney	and	her	dollars	came	along,	and	I	was	history.”

“Did	you	meet	his	dad?”

“Yes,	 briefly.	He	 is	 a	 strange	 dude.	 From	 the	Midwest	 I	 think,	 and	 a	 bit	 out	 of	 his
element.	Between	the	two	of	them	there’s	a	perpetual	lack	of	cash.”

“Was	the	Whitney	girl	working	for	him?”

“Girl?	C’mon,	 she’s	 pushing	 thirty.	No,	 she	 started	 after	 they	got	 engaged.	She	was
working	in	her	father’s	office,	and	I	have	a	feeling	that	she	moved	over	to	Fuller	to	save
her	sanity.	She’s	bright	and	capable,	but	never	got	along	very	well	with	her	dad.”

Leroy	 came	 by	 with	 two	 more	 pint	 glasses.	 “On	 the	 house,”	 he	 said,	 setting	 them
down.	I	figured	he	was	trying	to	get	our	business	back.

“So	you’re	on	your	own	now?”	I	asked.

Kathy	looked	over	her	glass,	“There’s	always	Corbutt.”

“That	guy’s	a	loser,”	I	grumbled.	“How	come	you	always	end	up	with	would-be	actors
or	deadbeats?	We	should	get	back	together.	I	meet	all	the	criteria.”

Kathy	laughed,	“Anytime,	Blue.”



“Sounds	good,	but	Kathy	you	should	never	trust	me.	Find	yourself	a	real	guy,	someone
whose	outside	is	the	same	as	their	inside.	Someone	whose	mind	isn’t	controlled	by	aliens
from	outer	 space,	who	knows	 the	difference	between	 love	 and	 the	 first	 black-and-white
porn	photos	he	saw	in	ninth	grade.”

“I	know,”	Kathy	sighed.	“You	do	see	the	world	from	a	strange	angle.	Unfortunately	I
rather	like	that.	It’s	a	bit	of	the	artist	in	you.”

“I	always	did	like	the	Fauvists.	Make	up	your	own	colors.”

Leroy’s	was	beginning	to	fill	as	lawyers	who	left	their	desks	early	were	filing	through
the	 door.	 The	 lawyers	 could	 leave	 their	 jobs	 whenever	 they	 wanted;	 the	 clerks	 had	 to
punch	 the	 clock,	 so	 they	 wouldn’t	 be	 coming	 in	 ’til	 after	 the	 five	 o-clock	 hour.	 Their
clients	tended	to	come	in	after	midnight.	We	got	up	from	the	table,	nodded	to	Leroy,	and
stepped	out	on	the	street.	The	sun	was	still	bright	enough	to	have	a	sobering	effect,	which
I	needed	for	the	drive	home.

“See	you,	Kathy.	Thanks	for	the	input.”

“See	you,”	she	said.

We	walked	off	in	opposite	directions.



5
CASTOR	AND	BEVERLY	DIDN’T	live	far	from	the	center	and	there	was	still	time	left	in	the	day
to	begin	checking	them	out,	but	the	sun	was	thinking	about	dropping	behind	the	mountains
to	 the	west,	and	I	was	 thinking	of	sitting	 in	my	favorite,	well,	my	only,	armchair	with	a
martini	and	the	yet-untouched	morning	paper.	There’d	be	time	enough	tomorrow.	I	started
the	 drive	 home.	 There	 wasn’t	 any	 pattern	 to	 the	 layout	 of	 this	 town—sitting	 on	 the
outskirts	of	Boston	had	left	 it	with	an	identity	crisis.	Apartment	blocks	appeared	next	 to
ranch-style	homes,	and	convenience	stores	and	fast-food	drive-ins	were	sprinkled	about,
as	though	dropped	from	a	low-flying	plane.	One	thing	I	was	sure	of,	though,	and	that	was
that	the	traffic	lights	had	been	meticulously	programmed	to	turn	red	when	they	spotted	the
approach	of	my	Honda.	Finally	I	turned	onto	Machinist’s	Drive,	back	into	the	landscape	of
concrete	shells,	rusting	fuel	tanks,	and	unwanted	machines	parked	randomly	on	buckling
asphalt.	Scattered	in	between	were	lonely	brick	apartment	buildings	that	served	as	homes
for	people	who	couldn’t	afford	a	richer	rent,	who	were	running	from	something,	or	who
wanted	to	live	on	the	outside	and	look	in.	I	 tried	out	the	good	life,	but	chose	this,	 living
with	the	observers	of	the	world.	Preachers	say	you	get	what	you	deserve,	so	a	two-and-a-
half-room	flat	 in	 the	factory	district	was	fair.	And	I	have	a	balcony,	and	a	western	view
over	the	railyards	to	the	river,	glorious	sunsets,	and	all	the	time	I	need.	I’m	okay	with	this.
I	suppose	I’m	just	 too	contrary	 to	be	satisfied	with	green	grass	and	a	 leaf	blower.	 I	was
raised	with	the	belief	that	if	you	were	accepted,	praised,	and	rewarded,	you	were	probably
selling	out.	It’s	the	role	of	the	artist,	except	I’m	not	an	artist.	Maybe	that’s	the	flaw.	Who
would	have	thought	that	sleeping	through	four	years	of	art	history	and	mythology	would
land	me	a	job	in	the	police	department	working	on	an	art	forgery	case.	JJ	kept	me	on,	but	I
was	more	interested	in	the	forgeries	than	the	real	thing.	Always	thought	I	was	a	fake,	but
aren’t	we	all?	We	invent	ourselves	and	defy	the	world	to	discover	the	ruse.

Near	 the	 historic	 Dung	 Hill	 Arms,	 I	 passed	 a	 car	 parked	 by	 the	 side	 of	 the	 road.
Normally	 this	 wouldn’t	 be	 unusual—our	 street	 was	 dark	 and	 unused	 enough	 to	 offer
parking	areas	for	couples	who	wanted	a	quiet	spot	to	discuss	which	of	Shakespeare’s	plays
was	their	favorite,	but	this	car	was	big,	black,	and	brand	new,	and	definitely	out	of	place.	I
drove	into	my	usual	parking	spot	next	to	the	rusty	van	and	turned	off	the	lights.	I’d	read
enough	detective	stories	to	know	what	would	happen	next.	Instead	of	walking	to	the	front
door,	I	stopped	and	waited	around	the	corner,	close	enough	to	the	edge	of	the	building	to
allow	me	to	keep	an	eye	on	the	car.	Just	as	scripted,	the	limo	started	to	move	slowly	down
the	 street	 in	my	 direction.	 It	 fit	 the	 bill,	 polished	 and	 shined	 until	 the	 black	 skin	 hurt,
obviously	chauffeured,	windows	dark	enough	to	set	my	imagination	into	high	gear.	When
it	pulls	up	next	to	me,	I	thought,	and	the	window	rolls	part	way	down,	and	the	barrel	of	a
45	pokes	out,	I’ll	drop	behind	the	van	and	fire.	No	use	shooting	at	the	windows—they	will
be	bullet	proof.	Shooting	out	 the	 tires	might	stop	a	getaway,	but	 that	wouldn’t	make	me
any	safer.	Had	to	aim	for	the	gas	tank,	probably	low	under	the	middle	of	the	car,	closer	to
the	rear	wheel.	Three	or	so	well-placed	shots	low	in	front	of	the	back	wheel	…	.

The	limo	stopped,	the	driver’s	side	door	opened,	and	a	man	in	a	chauffeur’s	uniform
stepped	out.	He	was	about	six-six,	250	pounds	cap	and	all,	with	lots	of	brass	buttons.

“Johnny	Heron?”	was	all	he	said.



“That’s	me.”

He	walked	around	to	my	side	of	the	car.	“My	boss	wants	to	talk	to	you.”	It	wasn’t	a
question.

“So	where	do	I	find	this	guy	who’s	so	interested	in	me?”	I	tried	to	make	myself	as	tall
as	I	could	but	my	six-foot-two	still	gave	away	a	couple	of	inches.

“Right	here,”	he	said,	opening	the	back	door.	“Get	in.”

I	 hadn’t	 been	 inside	 one	 of	 these	 boats	 since	 my	 senior	 prom.	 The	 figure	 inside
gestured	me	in	and	I	obliged.	As	soon	as	Brass	Buttons	closed	the	car	door	behind	me,	I
began	to	regret	the	decision.	The	inside	of	the	limo	was	like	a	small	sitting	room,	with	a
bar,	 fridge,	 TV,	 and	 bullet-proof	 tinted	 windows.	 The	 figure	 sitting	 opposite	 me	 was
wearing	a	black	suit,	with	black	shoes	and	black	socks.	He	had	a	large	head	with	hair	too
black	for	his	age,	unblinking	dead	eyes,	and	a	fraternity	tie	with	a	gold	icon	that	suggested
he	was	a	member	of	Skull	and	Bones.	The	rest	of	him	was	small	but	 the	confines	made
him	grow	in	stature.

“We	should	talk,”	was	his	greeting.

The	 tone	of	 the	word	‘talk’	suggested	 that	only	one	of	us	was	going	 to	be	doing	 the
talking,	but	 it	 didn’t	 look	 like	 anybody	was	going	 to	get	 shot,	 at	 least	 not	 right	 away.	 I
answered	as	nicely	as	possible,	“Nice	to	meet	you,	Mr.	ah	…	.”

“Whitney,	 Douglas	 Whitney.	 We	 haven’t	 met.”	 He	 pulled	 aside	 a	 glass	 panel	 that
separated	him	 from	 the	gorilla,	who	had	 returned	 to	 the	 front	 seat	 and	ordered,	 “Find	a
place	to	park	where	we	won’t	be	too	conspicuous.”

“There’s	a	graveyard	at	the	end	of	the	street,”	I	volunteered.	“This	car	will	fit	right	in.”
Did	I	just	suggest	that	a	nasty-looking	black	limo	with	a	thug	in	front	and	a	boss	man	in
back	drive	me	to	a	cemetery?	I	should	get	a	day	job	before	it’s	too	late.

“A	drink?”	he	offered.

“Not	unless	I	can	have	one	to	go.”

He	ignored	me.	Took	a	brandy	snifter	from	the	bar	and	poured	himself	a	stiff	drink	on
the	rocks.	The	diamond	on	his	finger	rivaled	the	ice	cube	for	size.

“Now,”	Whitney	began,	“I	understand	 that	George	has	hired	you	 for	 some	detective
work.”

“George?”	How	does	he	know	that	already	I	wondered.	I	was	 in	Fuller’s	office	only
this	morning.

“Don’t	play	dumb	with	me,	Johnny.”	He	liked	the	familiar.	“George	Fuller.	So	what’s
the	job?”	Mr.	Whitney	apparently	expected	his	questions	to	be	answered.

“Look,	 Mr.	 Big	 Car”—I	 thought	 that	 was	 a	 good	 retort—“maybe	 you	 should	 quit
asking	me	questions	that	you’re	not	going	to	get	answers	to,	and	fill	me	in	a	bit,	or	we’re
getting	nowhere.”	Except	we’d	already	gotten	as	far	as	the	cemetery.

He	pulled	back	a	bit,	 trying	 to	appear	a	bit	 less	 threatening.	“You’ve	got	me	wrong,
Johnny.	 There’s	 nothing	 illegal	 here,	 I’m	 Douglas	 Whitney.	 You	 may	 have	 heard	 of



Whitney	and	Whitney,	Investments.	Well,	 that’s	me.	I’ve	been	working	with	Fuller	for	a
while	now.	 In	 fact	we’re	planning	 to	merge.	Bigger	companies	have	an	advantage	 these
days,	and	we	hope	to	put	together	a	strong	operation.”	Whitney	was	talking	like	a	thug	one
minute,	 and	 an	 ivy-league-business-suiter	 the	 next.	 From	 “O	 Sole	 Mio”	 to	 “The
Whiffenpoof	Song”	without	changing	the	key.

“But	first	you’ll	need	some	official	approval,”	I	tossed	out,	hoping	to	show	that	I	knew
what	he	was	talking	about.

“Exactly,	but	 if	you	get	 in	 there,	and	start	digging	up	dirt,	or	a	supposed	scandal,	or
whatever	it	is	that	you	guys	get	paid	for,	it	gets	in	the	way.	I	don’t	want	that	to	happen.”
The	friendly	tone	didn’t	last	long	and	the	back	seat	was	beginning	to	feel	like	the	inside	of
locked	bank	vault.

“Mr.	Whitney.	I’ve	got	nothing	against	you,	but	I’m	not	working	for	you.	I’m,	shall	we
say,	a	bit	of	a	free	spirit	as	far	as	you’re	concerned.”

“Well,	maybe	you’d	like	to	work	for	me.”

“I	don’t	like	to	turn	down	jobs,	but	it	sounds	like	there	could	be	a	conflict	of	interest
here.”

“You	private	eyes	are	always	looking	for	evil	motives.	This	is	straight	up.	I	want	this
merger,	Fuller	wants	the	merger.	It’s	good	for	the	young	couple,	Beverly	and	Castor;	they
get	the	benefits	of	being	part	of	a	good	solid	business.	Everybody	wins.”

“Everybody?”	I	asked.

“Yes,	Johnny,	even	you.”	He	reached	 into	an	 inside	coat	pocket.	 I	expected	a	gun	 to
appear,	but	he	pulled	out	a	block	of	bills.	It	was	one	of	those	packets	that	you	only	see	in
the	 movies,	 nicely	 stacked	 and	 bound	 together	 with	 a	 paper	 strip.	 I	 could	 see	 Mr.
Franklin’s	hundred	dollar	image	and	suppressed	an	urge	to	reach	out	and	riffle	through	the
pack	as	though	taking	count.	In	films,	bundles	of	cash	like	this	are	usually	found	in	a	black
briefcase,	and	are	neatly	packed	in	rows	that	perfectly	fill	the	case,	and	the	bad	guys	wave
guns	around	and	empty	 the	cash	 into	burlap	bags	and	drive	off,	and	 there’s	a	car	chase,
and	a	gun	fight,	and	the	sacks	would	be	all	shot	up	and	bills	would	be	blowing	all	over	the
wharf,	and	then	she	drops	in	from	above,	spinning	and	raising	one	long	leg	high	enough	to
kick	away	the	machine	gun,	wearing	…	.

“Everybody	wins.	Even	you,”	Whitney	repeated,	pushing	the	bundle	toward	me.

“I’ve	 never	 played	 in	 any	 games	where	 everybody	wins,	 and	 I	 don’t	 think	 this	 is	 a
good	time	to	start,”	I	said.	“Sorry,	I	can’t	be	of	service.”	I	opened	the	door.	“I’ll	walk	back.
A	stroll	through	the	cemetery	and	a	drink	might	cheer	me	up.”

“Best	be	careful	what	you’re	drinking,	Mr.	Heron.	Never	know	what’s	in	it,”	Whitney
growled.

I	didn’t	hear	what	else	Whitney	said	before	I	closed	the	car	door,	and	I	didn’t	want	to
hear	what	he	said.	The	limo	pulled	away.	I	looked	at	the	graves.
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