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PROLOGUE 

 

I have a real problem sleeping in strange beds. By that, I don’t mean beds that are in themselves 

strange, all lacy and frilly with pink canopies and such. I mean beds that aren’t my own. 

During my six years as a setter/middle blocker for Metodo Minetti, a volleyball team in the Italian 

Professional League, in Vicenza, I rarely got a decent night’s sleep when we were on the road. Every 

creak or groan of the hotel structure, or car-door slam, or jackass whistling in the hallway brought me 

bolt-upright and wide-eyed. My roommates—and I went through about a half dozen until I latched on to 

Isabella Capria who slept sounder than death itself—called me ‘cane da guardia’—‘the guard dog.’ 

Even though my playing days are now over, thanks to a twice-blown-out knee, I still have the same 

difficulty sleeping in strange beds. You’re probably thinking that this condition must play havoc with my 

love life, but, on that count, you’d be wrong. I seem to have an even bigger problem with men. Not that I 

don’t like men, mind you. It’s just that most of them find me…oh, well, let’s just say, a bit too aggressive 

and competitive for their tastes. 
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I tell you this—not the men part, just the sleep part—because on this particular morning, there I 

sat in this strange bed at 2:35 A.M., eyes wide open and ears perked up, trying to figure out what had 

awoken me. 

I slowly turned my head back and forth like a radar antenna, attempting to pick up on the slightest 

of sounds. Nothing. Nada. Zilch. Well, not exactly ‘zilch.’ Having returned from the hospital only an hour-

and-a-half earlier with a bump the size of an ostrich egg on the back of my head, I could swear that the 

moron who beats that gigantic base drum at Atlanta Braves home games had somehow gotten inside my 

skull and was practicing. His pounding had now been exacerbated by my head-turning. 

From out in the hallway, I heard a girl’s voice saying, softly, over and over, “Mary Pat, Mary Pat, 

Mary Pat.” 

Another voice—also a girl’s—followed with, “No, no, no. No, no, no be here.” 

Shit! I thought, swinging my legs over the side of the bed and hopping up. However, as I started 

to cross toward the bedroom door, my legs got tangled in the long, white cotton nightgown, and I stumbled, 

falling and smacking my knee (fortunately, the good one) on the wooden floor. The pain in the knee, 

though, was dwarfed by the continued throbbing in my head. 

Not only was I in a strange bed, but also in strange bed clothes. My normal sleep attire is black 

panties and a royal-blue sleepshirt with the Regina Caeli College crest over the heart, and bobcat paw 

prints traveling up the front from left hip to right shoulder, then down the back again to the left hip. I can’t 

remember the last time, if ever, I wore a long nightgown—especially one that had little flowers on it, 

buttoned up to my neck, and extending down to the tops of my feet. 

“Jesus…” I yelped, but caught myself before the ‘Christ.’ Nevertheless, my epithet had been heard 

by the kids outside my bedroom door. 

“Mary Pat pray, Mary Pat pray, Mary Pat pray,” I heard Janet Wagner whisper over and over and 

over again. 

The other girl’s voice—most probably Rebekah Daley’s—again whispered her admonition. “No, 

no, no. No, no, no be here.” 

Untangling my legs and getting to my feet, I limped to the door of my second-floor room, opened 

it, and whispered, “Hey! What are you guys doing up at this hour?” 

“The noise,” Rebekah said, reaching her arms out toward me, her little face screwed up with 

concern. “The noise.” 

So, there had been a noise, other than the two teenagers, I thought. “Where?” I asked. 

The little girl pointed toward the back of the house. 
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Janet bobbed her mahogany head up and down in agreement, and said, “Noise, noise, noise, noise, 

noise.” 

And then we three all heard the same sound together—the unmistakable squeal of the back gate as 

it opened from the woods. 

“Noise, noise, noise, noise, noise,” Janet said again. 

“What’s going on, Sr. Mary Pat?” Sr. Ellen Stratton asked from the third-floor landing. “Is 

someone ill?” 

“A prowler in the backyard,” I told her. “Call nine-one-one!” Then, hiking up the nightgown to 

above my knees, I went into cane da guardia mode, bolting down the stairs, taking them two at a time. 

When I reached the main floor, I ran toward the back door of the house, tripped over a volleyball, 

and smacked my knee (unfortunately, the bad one this time) on the linoleum. 

“Jesus H.…” Again I stopped myself before the ‘Christ,’ hoping that the good Lord would forgive 

me for taking only half his name in vain. Now both knees and the head were killing me. Damn! I thought. 

Didn’t we put all those toys away earlier? 

Continuing on toward the back door in a sort of hop-run, through its window I saw the figure of a 

man coming stealthily from the back of the property toward the house, holding something in his hand that 

flickered. 

As my foot brushed against the volleyball where it had rolled after I had tripped over it, suddenly 

all my aches and pains vanished. The figure in the backyard had picked up speed as he ran toward the 

house. And now, in the moonlight, I could see clearly what he held in his hand. 

Christ! He’s got a Molotov cocktail! 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 1 

MONDAY - EARLY MORNING 

 

At this point, I know you’re wondering how and why Caitlin Kathleen O’Rourke transitioned into 

Sr. Mary Patricia and why someone would be trying to fire-bomb a house with me in it. You’ve also 

probably come to the conclusion that having had such miserable luck with men, I’d finally given up on 

them entirely and decided to enter the convent, and that the fire-bomber had to be a royally-ticked-off ex-

suitor of mine. Well, smarty pants, you’d be wrong—not about my miserable luck or having ex-suitors 

whom I’d ticked off, but about me giving up. I am, if nothing else, an optimist, thinking that, indeed, some 

day my prince will surely come—and not with fire, but with flowers, candy, and, just maybe, a ring. 

But I digress. Let’s catch you up on the transition. Here’s how it all came about. 

*     *     * 

It was early Monday morning of that week and, although still only mid-April, we had had a very 

mild winter here in Nashville, and spring had…well, sprung. I had completed my daily six-mile run around 

the neighborhood, including racing Duke, the Larsen’s Dalmatian, along his chain-link fence. Then after 

an hour on the Nautilus, I had showered, ponytailed my long, raven-black hair, and selected my garb of 

the day—jeans, a chambray western-cut shirt, and light-brown Lucchese goat-hide boots. 

Foregoing any jewelry, except for my Omega Speedmaster wristwatch, I checked to see that W.B., 

my little, black-and-white Manx cat, had food and water in her dishes before I headed downstairs from 

my apartment. 

As I opened the door from the rear vestibule into the pub, the aroma of freshly baked Irish Soda 

Bread teased my palate. Yum! 
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My elder brother, Seamus, stood behind the bar, polishing mugs and glasses that had run through 

the dishwasher cycle on Saturday night. As I approached my customary stool at the left end of the bar, he 

plopped a teabag of Irish Breakfast Tea into a ceramic mug and filled the mug with boiling water. 

“What do you fancy this morning, lass?” he asked, setting the tea in front of me. 

“Couple of grapefruit halves and two slices of the soda bread,” I replied. “With butter and 

marmalade, please.” 

“Please?” he said with a chuckle. “Aren’t you the polite one this morning.” 

“It’s still early. Don’t worry. I’ll surly up as the day wears on.” 

Crossing toward the door to the kitchen, he asked, “Still nothing new on the job front?” 

“Thanks for reminding me,” I said to the kitchen door as it swung closed behind him. “I’ll surly 

up a lot quicker, now.” 

For those of you who don’t know me that well, I’m the owner of Kehough’s Irish Pub on Wooten 

Pike. If you’re familiar with Nashville’s layout, Wooten runs at a Northeast to Southwest angle between 

Nolensville Pike and Old Hickory Boulevard. 

I had purchased the pub for two reasons. Primarily, I needed a place to live after my forced 

retirement from professional volleyball, and there’s a three-bedroom apartment above Kehough’s. 

Secondly, my brother, Seamus, and his wife, Mary Grace, raised me after Ma and Da passed away, and I 

wanted to give something back to them—especially after Seamus lost his job when the apparel 

manufacturing plant where he worked for twenty-six years (the last twelve as a foreman) picked up and 

moved to Mexico. 

I knew that my brother and sister-in-law were too proud to accept charity, but when I made the 

case to them on how big a favor they’d be doing me by running Kehough’s (Mary Grace had been a cook 

at Cracker Barrel) they readily agreed. 

Seamus and Mary Grace would each draw salaries, and they, along with my other brother, Patrick, 

a Detective Sergeant in the Robbery Division of the Metropolitan Nashville Police Department, and I 

would split the left-over profits equally. 

Those left-over profits turned out to be slim to none, but after six years of a six-figure income 

playing professional V-ball, a dozen or so lucrative product endorsement contracts, and some sound 

investment advice, I didn’t really need any left-over profits. Free meals for Pat and me, and a place to live 

for me worked out just fine. 

Well, worked out just fine, except—except I was bored and needed something to do. After getting 

involved with an initial ‘accidental’ client, and solving her murder, Brother Pat had thrown some work 
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my way by telling a very nice lady that I could make some unofficial inquiries into an incident that the 

police couldn’t. I did. The case was resolved to everyone’s satisfaction—at least to the good guys’ 

satisfaction. And I was hooked. Kehough’s Irish Pub became the office for: 

 

Caitlin K. O’Rourke 

Confidential Inquiries 

 

However, since that one job, I hadn’t had anything else to inquire about, confidentially or 

otherwise. 

“How are you this morning, dear?” Mary Grace asked, bumping the swinging door to the kitchen 

open with her hip and crossing toward me with a breakfast tray. “And a fine morning i’tis, indeed, don’t 

you think?” 

“I suppose so,” I grumbled as she set the tray down, and I took a bowl with one of the sectioned 

grapefruit halves from it and slid it over in front of me. 

My sister-in-law put both fists on her generous hips and shook her head. “Are you still moping 

about because you haven’t found another job?” 

“I’m not moping.” 

“Seamus?” she said, looking over at my brother. 

“Looks like moping to me,” he agreed. 

“See?” she said, fixing her gaze on me again. “Even your brother thinks you’re moping. Have you 

been praying on it?” 

An eye-roll from me, and she continued with, “It wouldn’t hurt, you know. Trust in the Lord. He 

knows what’s best for you.” 

Is this the same Lord who thought it in my best interest to blow out my knee and prevent me from 

doing the thing I wanted to do more than anything else in this world? I wondered. Wisely, though, I didn’t 

voice that question but, instead, just grunted. 

“Who knows, dear. He may have something very special planned for you.” With that, Mary Grace 

retreated to the kitchen. 

Catching Seamus as he was about to add his two cents, I raised a forefinger at him and cautioned, 

“Don’t start.” 

He didn’t, returning, instead, to the glasses and mugs. And, as I scooped the first section of 

grapefruit from my bowl, the house-phone beneath the bar rang. 
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Seamus picked up the receiver and said, “Kehough’s Irish Pub, the finest in food and spirits,” 

glancing at his watch as he did so. 

We don’t open until eleven, and it was only ten-fifteen. 

“Yes, as it so happens,” Seamus answered the caller’s question, “she’s sitting right here in front of 

me. … No. No problem.” He placed the body of the phone on top of the bar and extended the receiver 

toward me, saying, “A Bob Kincade?” 

Snatching the receiver from his hand, I said, “Hey, Doc. Is Allison okay? Has something happened 

to her?” 

Dr. Robert Kincade runs St. Mary Briarbank, an adult psychiatric services clinic over on Old 

Hickory Lake near Langford Cove, that specializes in the treatment of depression and emotional trauma. 

The ‘Allison’ to whom I referred was Allison Parisio, a former client of mine—actually, my only client 

so far—who had spent some time at St. Mary’s. 

“No, no, Kate,” Dr. Bob replied. “Nothing to worry about on that front. In fact, without breaching 

doctor-patient confidentiality, let me just say that Allison’s doing splendidly.” 

“Super,” I said, and the relief I felt surely must have shown in my voice. 

“This is an entirely different matter,” he continued. “I hope you don’t mind that I called the pub’s 

number, but the one on your business card only got me to an answering machine, and I wanted to touch 

base with you as soon as I could this morning.” 

“That’s fine, Doc. What’s up?” 

“Well, I remembered how you interacted with both Allison and her daughter, and the ensuing 

results. I have a young girl whom I’m currently working with who I think could use a little of your 

confidential inquiring help, and I was wondering if you could possibly squeeze us into your schedule.” 

It was as if the good doctor’s words contained a prescription for Mope-No-More. My black cloud 

suddenly lifted, and he had my undivided attention. 

“As luck would have it, I’m sort of in between cases right now, Doc. Gimme a time and place.” 

“How about if we do this at the pub, Kate? You’ll understand why when we meet, but the fewer 

people who know of your involvement in this matter, the better.” 

“Like I said, my schedule’s open. Pick a time that fits into yours.” 

“The fellow who answered the phone said that Kehough’s had the finest in food and spirits, how 

about twelve-thirty today?” 

“Sounds good. Twelve-thirty it is, Doc. Will you be bringing the girl with you?” 



8                                                                                                     STACKHOUSE 

 

 

“No, it will just be me and a…a colleague. We’ll be there for lunch. And thanks for agreeing to 

see us, Kate.” 

As I recradled the receiver, I noticed that both Seamus and Mary Grace had been standing there 

eavesdropping. 

“Hey,” I asked, “which part of ‘confidential inquiry’ don’t you guys understand?” 

“I think that means three for lunch, love,” my brother said to his wife, completely ignoring me. 

“At twelve-thirty,” she replied, also as if I were invisible. “Katie’s clients are in luck. We have 

Wild Mushroom Soup, Salami and Cheese in Puff Pastry, and Blackberry Cobbler today.” 

“They’ll love it,” Seamus responded. 

“Oh, I’m sure they will. And, Seamus, doesn’t the good Lord work in mysterious ways?” 

“That He does, love. That He does.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2 

MONDAY - LATE MORNING 

 

After going through the morning’s mail and separating out the bills that had to be paid immediately 

from those that could wait awhile, I checked with Seamus on supplies that needed to be ordered for the 

pub. Looking over the inventory he had given me and putting little red check marks next to those items 

that had to be bought posthaste, as opposed to the unchecked ones that we could hold off getting, I started 

the weekly paying and purchasing process. I made it a point, however, not to look at the receipts from 

food and drink sales. On a high because of my upcoming luncheon meeting, I didn’t want to take a chance 

on dampening my spirits. 

With that little bit of business completed, I decided that I should probably dress up a bit for Dr. 

Kincade and his colleague. That took about a half hour. I added a pair of diamond stud earrings, a 14k 

gold pendant with ‘Caitlin’ inscribed on it in the ancient Celtic Ogham alphabet, and redid my hair from 

the ponytail into a more formal French braid. For good measure, I threw on a Navy linen blazer and 

inspected myself in the oval almost-full-length mirror behind my bedroom door. After having been assured 

by the magic mirror that I was, indeed, the fairest in the land, I petted W.B. and descended the back stairs 

at about twelve-fifteen. 

Opening the door to the pub, I noticed that a table-card with the word RESERVED in Celtic script, 

along with a bud vase containing a single red rose, had been placed in the booth in what had become 

known as ‘Caitlin’s Corner.’ 

The reason for the name was obvious from the framed pictures hanging there—all of me. Me in 

magazine ads, hawking various sports-related products. Me with my Olympic basketball teammates, 

holding our medals. Me with my Italian Pro Volleyball League teammates, holding our trophy. And me 

with my Regina Caeli College Bobcat and Immaculata High School MightyMac volleyball and basketball 
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teammates. At the very center of the display, there I was again, at age twelve, chin out, confident smile, 

jet black Shirley Temple curls cascading down over my shoulders and blending in with my black velvet 

dress, with green, blue, and white Celtic symbols embroidered on it. The camera had caught me in mid 

high-step the day I placed third in the twelve-to-thirteen-year-old cailini category of the Eastern Region 

Oireachtas. 

“You look nice, Katie,” a voice greeted me as I entered the pub. “Here’s hoping you get the job.” 

The bar at Kehough’s is shaped like a capital-L, with the long side across most of the width of the 

room and the shorter leg up to the right by the restrooms and pay phone. Looking over toward the voice, 

there sat old Mickey Ryan and young Jimmy Tuohey, both regulars—Kehough’s version of Norm and 

Cliff—butts planted there on their regular stools at the end of the L’s short leg. Jimmy, on the second stool 

from the end, held up both hands with crossed fingers. 

“Thanks, Jimmy,” I said, smiling at the little leprechaun of a guy. 

In his late twenties, and extremely nice, though not too awfully bright, Jimmy helps out around 

the neighborhood doing whatever odd jobs come his way. Even without permanent employment, though, 

he seems to do okay, always paying his tab on time. 

“See?” Jimmy said to Mickey Ryan, sitting next to him. “Mary Grace was right. She has stopped 

moping.” 

“Remember Caitlin, lass,” Mickey said in reply, as he lifted his schooner of Guinness with a 

palsied hand and hit me with a few lines of Yeats: 

 

“For the good are always merry, 

Save by an evil chance, 

And the merry love the fiddle,” 

 

He stopped and waited, raising his snowy-white eyebrows. 

I smiled and completed the verse: 

 

“And the merry love to dance.” 

 

I favored him, also, with a smile—a genuinely warm one—and said, “I’ll remember it always, Mr. 

Ryan.” 

He winked and downed a good quarter of his Guinness. 
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One of Da’s closest friends, Michael Aloysius Ryan was retired and not all that well off. In Da’s 

memory, Seamus let the old man run a tab at the pub, but billed him for only about a quarter of what he 

actually ate and drank. Although we all referred to him as ‘Mickey’ among ourselves, we always 

respectfully addressed him directly as ‘Mr. Ryan.’ 

The front door to the pub opened, and in walked the oddest couple you’ll ever want to see. 

Holding the door for his colleague, Dr. Robert Kincade looked less like a psychiatrist than he did 

a golf pro, at least one on the senior circuit. In his early fifties, at about five-eight, and a hundred-and-

sixty pounds, Dr. Bob had a ruggedly handsome chiseled face, topped by a full head of dark-brown hair 

with just enough gray in the sides to make him look distinguished. Not at all the stereotypical stuffy shrink, 

he wore a maroon blazer, a maroon-and-white tattersall shirt open at the collar, gray slacks, black socks, 

cordovan tassel loafers, and a big smile. 

His associate, on the other hand, did not wear a smile—not even a miniscule one. And her 

appearance struck fear into the hearts of quite a few of the patrons lunching there at Kehough’s—yours 

truly, included. 

A member of the Sisters, Servants of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, Sr. Perpetua had been my 

eighth-grade teacher at Our Lady, Queen of the Universe parish. Since Kehough’s is basically a 

neighborhood bar on Mondays through Thursdays, many of our customers had also attended OLQU and, 

from the number of them who found reasons to lower their heads, concentrating solely on their food, they, 

too, must have been in the good sister’s class. 

Being old-school—with an emphasis on the ‘old’—Sr. Perpetua still dressed in the old-style habit 

with the stiff crown band, coif, and wimple, the long, full-cut navy-blue dress, navy-blue scapular, and 

black veil, with a silver crucifix around her neck and a large black-beaded rosary at her hip. And as she 

had in those years long past, when she fixed her steel-gray eyes on you, your blood temperature dropped 

by at least twenty degrees. 

“S…Sr. Per…Perpetua,” I stammered. “I…I thought you were…” And I promptly shut my mouth. 

“Dead, Caitlin Kathleen? Is that what you were going to say? Dead?” 

“Uh…re…retired, Sister.” 

“You never were a very good liar. Your ears turn red.” 

Jimmy Tuohey carefully reached up and touched his own ears. 

This movement was not lost on Sr. Perpetua. “And you, James Timothy Tuohey,” she said. “Your 

entire face turns scarlet.” 
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Old Mickey Ryan simply looked into his schooner of Guinness and swirled the dark liquid. “Is it 

stories you’ll want to be telling, is it?” he asked, softly. 

The old nun went silent and her face paled. Quickly, though, she regained her composure and 

snapped, “I’m sure everyone around this bar has heard quite enough of your stories, Michael Aloysius 

Ryan.” 

Mickey simply chuckled. 

Never, ever, had I heard someone talk back to Sr. Perpetua—at all. And in that manner, it would 

have been unthinkable. Then, I realized that Mickey and the good nun were roughly the same age. 

He certainly couldn’t have been in one of her classes, I thought. At least not as student and teacher. 

Hmm. I wonder.…No, it’s not possible.…Is it? 

Dr. Bob shrinkly tried to diffuse the tense situation by asking, “What’s for lunch, Kate?” 

Picking up on the cue, I replied, “Let’s take that booth over there and my sister-in-law will surprise 

us with something.” I gestured the doctor and the nun over to Caitlin’s Corner. 

Once settled, with both of them on one side of the table and me across from them, Sr. Perpetua got 

her second wind, saying, “Still have that smirk, I see, after all these years. I have to be honest with you, 

Caitlin, I am not thoroughly convinced that you’re the right person we need for this task. But Dr. Bob 

seems to think otherwise.” 

To be fair about it, the corners of my mouth don’t go up by the same amount when I try to smile. 

One goes up. The other is sort of crooked and turns down on the end. I don’t know why that is. I guess 

it’s just the way the good Lord built me. My Aunt Bridget used to call it a ‘bemused smile.’ Sr. Perpetua, 

who was forever telling me to wipe it off my face back in the eighth grade, always referred to it as a 

‘smirk.’ 

Suddenly realizing that I was no longer in the eighth grade and that the nun sitting across from me, 

although a bride of Christ, was, nevertheless, somewhat of a bitter old woman, and seeing how she had 

reacted when confronted by old Mickey Ryan, I figuratively stood up on my hind legs and said, “That 

may very well be the conclusion I come to after I’ve heard your pitch, Sister. I do have other clients that 

I’d have to put on hold if I decide to take this on. So, why don’t you start by telling me what your problem 

is, and then I’ll decide if I think I can be of any help to you.” 

Dr. Bob indeed smirked out of the nun’s line of sight, and Sr. Perpetua straightened up and opened 

her eyes wide, almost as if I had doused her with ice water. 

Mary Grace had arrived with Wild Mushroom Soup and a platter of Raw Vegetables and Dip, and, 

as she set the bowls and platter in front of us, I continued with, “What would you like to drink, Doctor, 
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Sister? Coffee, tea, soft drinks, wine? We also have Red Mountain on tap—a Golden Lager, Red, or 

Wheat. Also Harp in a bottle and Guinness draft in a can that we can surger for you.” 

“Surger?” Dr. Bob asked, eyebrow raised. 

“We pour a can of draft into a pint schooner, then the surger unit uses sound waves to make it foam 

like it was just freshly pulled from the keg.” 

“Sounds interesting. I think I’ll give it a try.” 

“Sister?” I asked. “We have a very nice Riesling.” 

She looked up at Mary Grace and said, “That would be lovely, thank you. And, Mary Grace, how 

is your brother? I haven’t spoken to him in ages.” 

“Doing the best he can with the budget cuts and all. But cheerful in all things, as always, Sister.” 

“Give him my best. I always knew he’d make a fine priest.” 

Turlough McInerney, Mary Grace’s brother, is the current pastor of Our Lady, Queen of the 

Universe. And, I thought my sister-in-law had just been given an impossible task. I wasn’t aware that Sr. 

Perpetua had a ‘best’ to give. 

Once Mary Grace had retreated to the bar, I opened the business part of the conversation by raising 

a palm toward Dr. Kincade and saying, “You called me, Doc. Something about a young girl whom you’re 

working with?” 

“You’ve, no doubt, heard about the nun killed on the grounds of Sacred Heart Convent?” he 

replied. 

I nodded. “A couple of weeks or so ago. A Sr.…Joyce Nizzari?” Receiving return nods from both 

doctor and nun, I continued with, “From what my bother Pat, the cop, tells me, they have no motive, no 

suspects, no witnesses, no evidence, and no leads.” 

Sr. Perpetua raised a cautioning finger. “Dr. Bob and I are not all that sure about the ‘no witnesses’ 

part.” 

I looked from her to him and said, “Oh? This young girl you mentioned was a witness?” 

He screwed up his face a bit and did a little ‘maybe yes, maybe no’ gesture with his hand. “It may 

be a bit of a stretch to use the term ‘witness,’ since she wasn’t near the crime scene. But Sister and I have 

some strong opinions that the girl knows something. We just don’t know what that something is.” 

“Um…Clearly you’ve asked her. What does she say?” 

“Are you familiar with St. Claire’s Home for Girls?” he said, answering my question with one of 

his own. 
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“Yeah. It’s on the convent grounds. Sort of a halfway house for retards who the nuns attempt to 

teach some basic life-skills to.” 

“They are not retards,” Sr. Perpetua snapped, bristling as she did so. “They are children with 

special needs.” 

Yeah, right, I thought, trying my darnedest not to roll my eyes. They have a special need, all right. 

They need a keeper. What I said, instead, straight-faced, was, “That’s right. Sorry, Sister, my bad. They’re 

not handicapped, they’re handicapable.” 

“Exactly,” the good nun agreed. “With patience and proper guidance, they are capable of a great 

many things.” 

Aside from bagging at Publix, nothing else came to mind, but I let it pass, so as not to get bogged 

down in an ancillary argument. 

Again looking at Dr. Bob, I asked, “So you’re saying that she may know something but doesn’t 

remember that she knows it?” 

“We have reason to believe so.” 

“Why?” 

“I have a small office over on Elm Hill Pike that I use two days a week. That’s where I started 

seeing Janet Wagner shortly after Sr. Joyce’s death. The day after our third session, someone broke into 

my office and rifled through the files. Because I keep patient records over at the clinic and carry them 

back and forth on the day that I need them at the Elm Hill office, nothing of a confidential nature was 

compromised. But I found the timing of the break-in…unnerving.” 

“That’s it?…That’s all you’ve got?” 

“There was also an incident this past Saturday,” Sr. Perpetua said. “The girls at St. Claire’s live at 

the facility Monday through Thursday and return to their families late Friday afternoon for the weekend. 

When Sr. Ellen Stratton—she’s our primary resource person at St. Claire’s—picked Janet up this morning, 

Mrs. Reid—that’s Janet’s maternal grandmother, with whom she lives—told her that Janet and a neighbor 

girl had been playing catch out in front of their house on Saturday. And, that when Janet missed the ball 

and it began rolling toward the street, Janet ran after it and was almost hit by a speeding car.” 

“Well, Sister, kid running out into the street? Speeding car? I mean…you know?” 

“Janet didn’t run into the street, Caitlin. She reached the ball at the sidewalk. Mrs. Reid said that 

it was a good thing, too, because the driver seemed to lose control of the car, and that it came right over 

the park lawn. If Janet hadn’t caught up with the ball when she did, she would have been right in the car’s 

path.” 



CREATURE OF HABIT                                                                                                  15 

 

 

“I assume the car didn’t stop?” 

“Sped away. And neither Mrs. Reid nor the neighbor girl got a good look at the driver or saw the 

license plate number. ‘A black sports car with dark-tinted windows,’ was the only description they could 

give.” 

“Have you talked to the police?” I asked, still somewhat skeptical. 

“Just before I called you,” Dr. Bob replied. “They’ll increase patrols in the neighborhood, watch 

for speeders—” 

“Blah, blah, blah, blah,” Sr. Perpetua broke in. “They’ll do absolutely nothing.” 

Now we arrived at where the rubber meets the road. “And what is it you think I can do?” I asked, 

looking first at the doctor, then at the nun, then back again at Dr. Bob. 

“Two things,” he replied. “First, try to establish rapport with Janet Wagner, like you did with 

Michelle Parisio last summer, so that hopefully, you can find out what, if anything, she knows that might 

be related to Sr. Joyce’s death.” 

I glanced at Sr. Perpetua and received a nod of agreement. I guess maybe she had decided that I 

was the right person for the job, after all. From where she sat in Caitlin’s Corner she had a direct line-of-

sight over my shoulder to a framed page from The Tennessean that had been published a day or so after 

my first foray into confidential inquiries—in fact, the reason why I had decided on going into the 

confidential inquiry business to begin with. The headline read: 

 

Former Volleyball Star Setter 

Sets Up Murderer for Cops 

 

“You said two things,” I reminded them. “What’s the second?” 

Those steel-gray eyes bore a hole through me like a laser beam, as the nun said, softly, “Protect 

the poor creature and keep her safe.…Can you do that, Caitlin?” 

If you’ve played sports, then you know the feeling you get when the coach calls your name, points 

to the court, ice, or field, and says, ‘Get in there, kid! Show me what you can do!’ The adrenaline kicks 

in. You see clearer. Your hearing is sharper. And you think you’re on top of the world. The nun’s last 

question may have been, ‘Can you do that, Caitlin?’ but it sure translated in my mind as, ‘Get in there, 

kid! Show me what you can do!’ 
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“Back in the eighth grade,” I answered, “I remember you once said, ‘The good Lord doesn’t expect 

you to be the best. But He does expect that you will try your best.’ I will try my very best, Sister, to both 

establish rapport with Janet and to keep her safe.” 

Those eyes softened and moistened. Then, the good sister gave a minuscule nod. 

Again, my mind heard the words, ‘Get in there, kid! Show me what you can do!’ 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 

MONDAY - EARLY AFTERNOON 

 

After lunch, Dr. Kincade returned to St. Mary Briarbank while Mitzi and I drove Sr. Perpetua back 

to Sacred Heart Convent, a two-story brick and stucco building with verandas running the entire perimeter 

of both floors, set in a beautifully wooded forty-eight-acre parcel over on Murfreesboro Pike, backing up 

to Mill Creek—what remained of the old Delacroix plantation property. 

‘Mitzi?’ you ask. 

Yes, Mitzi—my emerald-green Mercedes SUV. Why do you find that so strange? Your boat has a 

name, doesn’t it? And if you live in the South, your pickup truck probably has one, too.…Well? 

Anyway, we pulled up to the archway in the sixteen-foot high, brick-and-wrought iron fencing that 

enclosed the compound, and, after using Sr. Perpetua’s security card to activate the automatic gate in order 

to gain access to the property, I parked Mitzi in the lot out front of the convent. The good nun hustled me 

into the building and down the corridors to her room without anyone seeing me. Then she made a comment 

that I thought a bit snarky for a woman of the cloth. 

“You in a habit, Caitlin,” she said with a cluck of her tongue. “I only hope the material is flame-

proof.” 

I ignored the remark and just sat there in a straight-backed chair by her desk while she called one 

of the other nuns and conversed quietly for a few moments. 

“Sr. Karla Conway is our seamstress,” she said to me, covering the phone’s mouthpiece with her 

hand. “We have a nun here who is very tall, but probably not as…sturdy as you. Sr. Karla is bringing a 

habit over for you to try on. What is your shoe size?” 
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“Ten-and-a-half, medium,” I replied, then thought, Sturdy? I think she’s calling me ‘stout.’ I am 

not stout. I’m in great shape. Perfectly proportioned for my height with, I’ll bet, not more than five-percent 

body fat. 

Sr. Perpetua relayed my answer to Sr. Karla. After listening to the response, she replied, “Well, 

she is a good-sized girl.” 

She glanced over at me, and I didn’t wait for the question, I simply said, “A hundred-and-seventy-

eight pounds,” stopping there instead of continuing with, of USDA Grade-A prime American beef. 

Again, she passed on the information, listened, and said, “Well, bring it over and let’s see what 

needs to be done. … No, a white postulant’s veil will do just fine.” And I’m sure the good sister refrained 

from adding, Let’s not carry this sacrilege too far. 

After recradling the receiver, sister turned to me and said, “Clearly, you can’t use your own name, 

Caitlin, is there one that appeals to you?” 

It took me about a nanosecond to reply. Ma’s older sister, my favorite aunt, God rest her soul, had 

been a nun in the Dominican order. “Mary Patricia Connelly,” I said. 

Sr. Perpetua shrugged, then said, “Sr. Mary Patricia Connelly, it is, then.” 

“And, in the interest of establishing rapport, I’d prefer to be called, Sr. Mary Pat, if that’s okay 

with you.” Actually, establishing rapport had nothing to do with it. It’s just that that’s what my aunt had 

been called. 

I guess my ears didn’t turn red after all, because the good nun responded, “That’s an excellent 

suggestion.” 

*     *     * 

Sr. Karla—all four-foot-eleven of her—had come and gone. As it turned out, Sr. Susan Miller, at 

six-foot-one, was my exact height; however, she weighed in at only a hundred-forty pounds and her habit 

would take quite a bit of altering to fit my ‘sturdier’ frame and modestly conceal my twin C-cups. 

We set up a fitting for ten o’clock the following morning, then Sr. Perpetua spirited me out of the 

convent, no one the wiser except for Sr. Karla, and she had been sworn to secrecy. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 4 

MONDAY - MID AFTERNOON 

 

After leaving Sacred Heart Convent, Mitzi and I hopped onto the I-40 to the I-24 and over to Metro 

Police Headquarters at 200 James Robertson Parkway. 

The one thing Brother Pat had stressed when I embarked on this confidential inquiry journey of 

mine—actually there were many things that he had stressed, most of which had made my eyes glass over, 

but this one he had been particularly adamant about—was that I should never, ever get involved with a 

case when there was an active police investigation in progress. 

I figured that a two-week-old murder of a nun probably fell into that category and I didn’t want 

the cops to think that I was stepping on their toes. 

Up in homicide, the person I had come to see sat at her desk, phone to her ear, twirling a pen in 

her fingers. The coal-black eyes in Detective E. Osborn’s mocha face registered the boredom of listening 

to canned music while on hold. 

Across from her, Ozzie’s partner B.J. Sykes frowned at his computer screen. A ubiquitous wooden 

toothpick hung from the side of his mouth. 

As I approached the twosome, Ozzie spotted me first, took a crumpled up piece of paper from her 

desktop and tossed it at B.J., hitting him in the side of the face. 

“Hey! That’s assault,” he whined, looking over at her. 

Ozzie head-gestured to me. “Unless she’s got Girl Scout cookies with her, this can’t be good.” 

“Hey, Kate!” B.J. said, turning his frown up-side-down. “Been over in vice signing up for decoy 

hooker duty?” 

In his mid-fifties, the tall, lanky, gaunt-faced detective always seemed to have a comment that just 

crowded the sexual-harassment line. His black hair had been slicked back with bear grease or something. 
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Do they still make Brylcreem? If so, B.J. had used more than just a little dab. A dead ringer for a retired 

NASCAR driver, he sported a pencil-thin line of hair above his upper lip that Mamo, my maternal 

grandmother, God rest her soul, would have referred to as a ‘Lee Bowman’ mustache. 

“What do you mean ‘decoy’?” I asked him. “I’ve seen what those gals make. And all tax free. I’m 

just over here looking for references.” 

“Yeah, right,” Ozzie said. “Which one of your clients got themselves killed this time?” 

I put my hand over my heart, feigning shock. “Now that’s not altogether fair, Ozzie. Yeah, the first 

one, you got me on that, all right. But none of those people last time were technically my clients. And as 

for ‘this time,’ as you put it, Detective Smarty-Pants, none. I’ve been asked to look into a murder that 

happened a couple weeks ago.” 

“Oh, shit!” B.J. said with a groan, leaning back in his chair. “It’s the nun, Ozzie. It’s the freakin’ 

nun.” 

Detective Osborn recradled the receiver she had been holding, stretched out a light-sage pantsuited 

leg, and, with a black low-heeled pump, turned her guest chair so that it faced both her and her partner. 

Then, she pointed to it. 

I sat. 

“Who hired you and what’s their interest?” she asked. 

Deciding to keep Dr. Kincade’s name out of things for the moment, I said, “One of my old grade-

school teachers, an elderly nun, now retired, seems to think that a little girl—” 

“The retarded kid,” B.J. said with a sigh. 

Taking up the cause for Sr. Perpetua, I replied, attempting to duplicate the nun’s indignation, 

“She’s a child with special needs, Beej.” 

Obviously a man after my own heart, his only response was an eye-roll. 

“We know about the break-in at the shrink’s office, Kate,” Ozzie said. “And about the reckless 

driver. It’s coincidence. Have you met the girl?” 

I shook my head. 

“I know it’s not politically correct to say it, but Beej is right on this one. That girl is retarded, with 

a capital-R. Sr. Joyce—and, yes I know the victim’s name without having to look it up because we’re 

working the case—dropped Janet Wagner off at her home that Friday evening at about a quarter to seven. 

The girl’s grandmother saw her, and they exchanged waves. The nun’s body was found some two hours 

later back at the convent, and the convent minivan was parked in front of St. Claire’s Home for Girls.” 
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“There’d be no reason for anyone to go after this kid,” B.J. said. “She doesn’t know squat. She 

barely knows her own name.” 

“Would either of you have a problem, then, if I just poked around a little? You know, just so that 

I could reassure this poor, little, old nun?” 

“Are you talking about Sr. Perpetua?” Ozzie asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“Poor, little, old nun, my ass, Kate!” B.J. said, coming out of his chair slightly. “That woman’s a 

dragon!” 

“Well…she’s an old dragon, Beej.” 

He looked over at Ozzie. His countenance registered his displeasure. 

After about a ten-second silence, during which Detective Osborn grimaced and scratched her 

closely shorn hair, she then raised a forefinger at me. “If—and it’s a big, unlikely if—you stumble across 

anything that you think pertains even remotely to this investigation, we want to hear about it first. Do you 

understand me?” 

Because my sister-in-law, Mary Grace, had raised four sons, she had become accustomed to 

tagging most of her directives with the ‘Do you understand me?’ phrase. Having heard it so many times 

from her, since she had raised me after Ma and Da passed away, and realizing the underlying threat that 

there would be consequences if the directive were not followed, I assumed that Ozzie’s use of that 

expression carried the same unstated warning. 

“You bet, Ozzie,” I replied, raising my arms in surrender. “Anything I find out that I think might 

be useful, I’ll run it by you.” 

She glanced at B.J. He shrugged his shoulders, leaving the decision up to her. 

After a moment, she said, somewhat reluctantly, “Okay. You know where to find us, Kate.” 

“Uh…just one more thing?” I asked, pushing my luck. “Would it be possible for me to get a copy 

of the case file?” 

B.J. put his head in his hand. “Don’t do it, Ozzie.” 

“Well it’s not like it’s doing us any good, Beej,” Ozzie reminded him. “We’ve got zilch on this 

case. Plus, we’ve got this black girl down by the Brookmeade Greenway trailhead, killed the same night 

as the nun, and the white guy in Brentwood killed three nights ago.” She gestured to two open files on her 

desk. “Drug deal gone bad and woman scorned, we think.” She pointed first to the girl then to the guy. 

“Busy month,” I remarked, glancing at the photographs paperclipped to the two manila folders. 
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Each file had two pictures attached to it—one of what the victim looked like in the morgue; the 

other, a yearbook or family photo showing how vibrant the person had been in life. 

“But I think, technically, the girl’s Hispanic,” I offered, reading the name as ‘Josefina Herrera.’ 

“Yeah, Dominican,” Ozzie replied. “But blacker than me, so ‘black girl’ it is.” With a frustrated 

shake of her head, she continued with, “Beej is right, though, Kate. I can’t just hand over police files to a 

civilian. However, I suppose there’s nothing wrong with me giving a copy to Sarge. What he chooses to 

do with it is up to him. Probably tomorrow.” 

Some years back, before transferring to Homicide, Ozzie had worked with Brother Pat in Robbery. 

She still always referred to him as ‘Sarge.’ 

“I’m sure he’d appreciate it, Ozzie.” 

As I turned to leave, Detective Osborn called after me, “Remember, Kate, anything at all, you call 

us. And try really hard not to get your client killed this time, okay? Dead nuns, even mean ones, aren’t 

good for the city’s image.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 5 

MONDAY - LATE AFTERNOON 

 

From Metro Police Headquarters, Mitzi and I made our way over to The Mall at Green Hills, on 

Abbott Martin Road. While seamstress Sr. Karla Conway had been confident that she could alter one of 

Sr. Susan Miller’s habits to fit me, she had not had any luck finding a nun at the convent with size ten-

and-a-half shoes. Although I did have a few black pumps in my personal wardrobe, they all had three- or 

four-inch heels—not suitable at all, or so I was told (complete with tongue cluck), for postulant nuns. 

At six-foot-one, you’re probably thinking that I’d be self-conscious about my height and have 

lower-heeled shoes to begin with. That train had left the station many, many years ago. As a one-hundred-

and-fifty-pound tenth-grader, I was already five-eleven by then. 

With almost two dozen stores at Green Hills that sold shoes, I felt certain that I could find 

something in a one- or one-and-a-half-inch heel that would look more nunerly without being spinsterish. 

Although, now that I think of it…naw, let’s not go there. 

We pulled into the Hillsboro Pike entrance, and the good Lord must have smiled on me because 

we were able to snag a spot at the east end of Macy’s. However, just as I slammed Mitzi’s door and hit 

the automatic lock on the remote, out of the corner of my eye I spotted a black jackassmobile turning into 

the lot from Hillsboro. I could have sworn that I had seen that same Dodge Charger when I had left Police 

Headquarters. I shook off the feeling, though, mentally doing the math on the approximate number of 

jackasses that probably reside in the greater Nashville Metro area. 

*     *     * 

You’ve probably seen various artistic renderings of the Big Bad Wolf, just before he chows down 

on Red Riding Hood’s grandmother. You know that nightgown that Granny wears in the pictures? Floor 

length and up to her neck? Well, in addition to the ‘sensible’ shoes, I also had to get one of those. I found 
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a cotton one with little flowers all over it. Thank God I didn’t have to also get a nightcap like the drawings 

show Granny wearing. 

As I pulled out of the mall’s parking lot, my paranoia kicked in and I checked for the presence of 

the Charger. Although I didn’t see it, still, I took precautions on the way home, making a series of right 

and then left turns while checking for a tail, just to be on the safe side. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 6 

MONDAY - EARLY EVENING 

 

After ditching my packages upstairs, I entered the pub to be greeted first by the aroma of Pork 

Ribs in Honey-Whiskey Sauce, then by Brother Seamus, Jimmy Tuohey, and Mickey Ryan. 

As I settled my tush on the end-stool at the bar, Jimmy called out, “Did you get the job, Katie?” 

“Yes, I did,” I called back, giving him a wink and a thumbs up. 

“I knew you would. I just knew it.” He elbowed Mickey and said, “See? Didn’t I tell you she’d get 

it?” 

“That you did, lad,” Mickey agreed. “That you did.” He then raised his schooner of Guinness to 

me and said, “Don’t you let Sr. Perpetua bully you, now, Katie. And should she try, you tell her she’ll 

answer to me for it. You hear?” 

“I do, Mr. Ryan. And I appreciate it.” 

Seamus and Jimmy and the few other patrons that had heard Mickey’s boast, all laughed, thinking 

it a fine joke from the old man. I, though, had been looking directly at him, and from what I saw on his 

face, he was deadly serious about it. Hmm, I wondered again. Is there more to old Mickey than meets the 

eye when it comes to the good sister? 

When the laughter had subsided, Brother Seamus said, “Well?” 

He doesn’t say much, but, after all these years, I understood his question to be, ‘Well, how did 

things go with Sr. Perpetua after you left here. And what does the job entail?’ 

“I’m going undercover for a while over at the convent as a postulant nun,” I told him. 

He smirked, raised an eyebrow, and I continued. “Got fitted for a habit this afternoon, and 

everything.” 
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“Ma and Da would be so proud, Katie. Their salvation will now be assured.” He snickered at his 

own joke. 

A standing belief of people my parents’ age and older was that you could strike a deal with the 

Almighty. That if you gave one of your children to the Church, your salvation would somehow be sort of 

purchased—signed, sealed, and delivered for all eternity. Since neither Seamus nor Pat had become priests 

or monks, and, of course, yours truly, despite all the pressure from the nuns at Immaculata High School, 

had not seen fit to enter the convent, that left poor Ma and Da to get through the pearly gates on their own 

merits. That, of course, and through the grace of their Lord and Savior. 

“Any danger,” he asked, getting serious mid-snicker. 

“I don’t think so. Get close to a little girl, establish rapport, find out what, if anything, she knows 

about a nun’s murder, and keep her safe.” 

“And is that the answer you’ll be giving Mary Grace when she asks?” 

I thought about that for a moment, then replied, “Let me rephrase. No. None whatsoever. I’m 

simply trying to establish rapport with a little retarded girl over at St. Claire’s to find out if she knows 

anything that might be of help to the police in a matter they’re investigating.” 

“Good lass. Smart lass,” he said. “What can I get you before you head over to the Y?” 

Although my professional playing days are behind me, with the aid of a knee brace I can still hold 

my own in both basketball and volleyball with high-school kids and also-rans at the college level. Our 

local YMCA has evening pick-up games of V-ball on Saturdays, Mondays, and Wednesdays, and B-ball 

on Sundays, Tuesdays, and Thursdays. This, being a Monday, was V-ball night. 

“How about those pork ribs I smell,” I said to my brother in answer to his question about dinner. 

“And if there’s any blackberry cobbler left over from lunch, I’ll have a small bowl of that, too.” 

“Nuked with a scoop of ice cream?” 

“Is there any other way?” 

It was good that I had had a chance to rehearse my answer to the ‘Any danger?’ question with 

Seamus. Sure enough, those were the first words out of Mary Grace’s mouth when I told her that I had 

gotten the job. Her second words were, “Thank the good Lord that we won’t have to see you moping about 

any longer.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 7 

MONDAY - EVENING 

 

On the drive over to the Y, I again thought about the black Charger and remembered something 

that Sr. Perpetua had said during lunch about the car that had almost hit Janet Wagner on Saturday: 

 

“Sped away. And no one got a good look at the driver or saw the license plate 

number. ‘A black sports car with dark-tinted windows,’ was the only description Mrs. Reid 

or anyone else could give.” 

 

Black sports car…black Dodge Charger…hmm? I wondered. 

With that in mind, I did my evasive-driving spymaster trick, but didn’t see any Charger following 

me, black or otherwise. 

When I arrived at the Y, there was a new wrinkle to team selection. 

Bobby Curtis greeted me with his standard, “Hey, babe!” Then followed up with, “Lookee, lookee 

at what we got us tonight.” He pointed to a group of enormous black and Hispanic kids sitting together on 

the third row of the bleachers. 

Bobby is the only person I let get away with calling me ‘babe.’ With him, it doesn’t mean anything 

of a sexual nature. To him, young, old, male, female, everyone is ‘babe.’ 

One of the kids I recognized—Creshaun Stripling. At six-foot-four, he played for Volunteer State. 

Each time he showed up here at the Y, I killed him in V-ball. 

“Hey, Cresh!” I said, giving him a wave. “Who’re your friends?” 

“Startin’ lineup. You up to the challenge, Old Chick?” 

“Didn’t your mama teach you to respect your elders, Cresh?” 

“Respect gotta be earned!” 
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“Okaaay!” Turning to Bobby, I said, “What we got tonight? Anything resembling a snowball’s 

chance in hell?” 

He smiled and whispered, “Better than that, babe. We got us some ringers.” He thumbed at the 

bleachers behind him. “DeAndre Williams, Zavion Tate, and Julius Johnson from the Nashville Tornado 

Youth V-ball Program. DeAndre goin’ to Illinois next year. Zavy goin’ to Kentucky, and J.J. on his way 

to SoCal. All on four-year V-ball free rides. The white kid? That be Hunter Austin, a junior at Brentwood. 

Master spiker. With you and me, we five can cover for whosomever we pick for the final spot.” 

“This is not going to be a friendly game by any means,” I told him. “Let’s get Jerry in here to play 

Wyatt Earp.” 

Jerry Lasky was the sports coordinator at the Y. He also refereed upon request. 

“It be taken care of, babe. He told me to give a shout-out when we’s ready.” 

“Well, Bobby, in words of your own language—We’s ready.” 

*     *     * 

I’ll have to admit, these kids from Volunteer State were good—really good. But with our ringers, 

we were just a tad bit better, taking two out of three games. 

After it was over, a six-foot-five, gangly Hispanic kid by the name of Hector Ramirez, whose 

spikes I had blocked all evening, came over and gave me a soft poke in the arm with his fist. “You damn 

good for a chica blanca,” he said with a nod. 

“Chica blanca?” 

“‘White chick.’ Rematch?” 

“Saturdays, Mondays, and Wednesdays every week.” 

“¡Hasta la vista, chica blanca!” 

He turned to go, and I called after him, “Hector?” When he turned back, I told him, “Not only am 

I damn good for a chica blanca. I’m damn good period.” 

He winked and laughed. 

Before leaving, I took Bobby Curtis aside and explained that because of the new job, I’d probably 

be unavailable for V-ball or B-ball for the foreseeable future. 

“Aw, babe, say it ain’t so,” he whined. “What if Cresh and Hector and crew come back? What’s I 

gonna do, then?” 

“Pray, my son,” I told him, getting into character for my ‘Sr. Mary Pat’ role. “Pray very, very 

hard.” 

Bobby’s one-word response of, “Sheeeet,” followed me as I crossed to the exit. 



 

CHAPTER 8 

MONDAY - NIGHT 

 

Since I hadn’t seen the black Charger on the way over to the Y, I kept my paranoia in check and 

didn’t bother with the spymaster routine on the way home. 

After parking Mitzi in her newly reconstructed garage stall in the alley behind Kehough’s, I entered 

the vestibule of the pub by the rear door and stuck my head through the second door to let Seamus know 

I was home and to see the size of our crowd. The sound of Chely Wright’s Single White Female greeted 

me from the Wurlitzer. I mentally, and sarcastically, thanked Chely for the reminder while I counted the 

patrons. Not good. I didn’t have to use my toes. But, after all, it was only a Monday. 

Monday-through-Thursday attendance is always somewhat limited. On those nights Kehough’s is 

simply another neighborhood bar, catering to a more-or-less local patronage—working people who have 

to get up early. The fifty-fifty mix of Country-Western and Irish on the Wurlitzer reflects the varying 

tastes of those weeknighters. 

Friday- and Saturday-night crowds at Kehough’s, on the other hand, are quite substantial. These 

two nights are ceili nights with an Irish band and dancers and poems and stories—the whole Hibernian 

works. Irish and would-be Irish from all over the Greater Nashville area flock to the pub to celebrate their 

heritage—genuine or would-be. 

Climbing the steps to my quarters, I stopped at the landing and glanced at a shadow that 

momentarily blocked the light coming from under my door. I always leave a lamp on for W.B., but unless 

my little Manx kitty had morphed into a panther while I had been away, that shadow wasn’t hers. 

When I had looked in the pub, Brother Pat, the cop, had been perched on his customary stool, 

second from the end of the bar. I debated with myself as to whether to go back downstairs and get him, 

just in case someone in my apartment needed to be shot. Deciding against it, I ascended the remaining 

steps and, figuring that whoever was in there probably hadn’t bothered relocking the door, I twisted the 

knob, quickly pushed the door open, and stood in the doorway, forcing myself into as large and menacing 

a form as I could manage. 

The effort paid off. The eyes of the little greaser sitting on my sofa widened twice their size, and 

he went rigid, letting out a, “Whoa!” before relaxing just a bit. Then looking from me—still dressed in 

shorts, knee brace, halter top, sports bra, and ponytail—to a surrealistic oil painting, then back to me again, 

he repeated himself. “Whoa! It really is you!” 
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Done in the style of the Brothers Hildebrandt, Allison Parisio’s painting showed W.B. as Puss ‘n’ 

Boots and a scantily clad me, with curves accentuated, fighting a wyvern, while a white unicorn Pegasus 

swept out of the sky to our aid. 

“Who are you and what the fuck are you doing in my apartment!” I asked, softly, narrowing my 

violet-blue eyes and giving the sentence a bit of a hiss for effect. I dropped my shoulder-bag to the floor, 

and, as I approached him, he stood and crossed to the back of the sofa, putting the piece of furniture 

between us. 

“I…I’m j…just here to deliver a m…message,” he said, quivering hand raised toward me. 

“I didn’t ask why you were here. I asked why you were in my apartment.” 

“I……didn’t w…want to be s…seen.” 

“By whom?” 

“B…by anyone. I was t…told to be d…discreet.” 

“By whom?” 

“I…I just t…told you—” 

“No, you moron,” I said, moving directly in front of the sofa. “Before I decide what to do with 

you, tell me who you are, who sent you here, and told you to be discreet.” 

His initial fear was beginning to wear off. Instead of an answer, he reached inside the lapel of his 

black suit coat. Unfortunately for him, he hadn’t calculated my wingspan and, consequently, didn’t step 

back as he did so. I reached over the sofa, grabbed his wrist and twisted. At the same time I grabbed his 

forearm with my other hand and pulled him toward me. He yelped as he tumbled over the sofa, landing 

on the needlepoint rug with me still holding on to him. A Beretta PX4 Storm Compact fell out of his 

jacket. 

I switched grips on his wrist and twisted again, as I reached down with my right hand and scooped 

up the .40 caliber pistol. 

This time he yelped louder and longer. 

“I’m still waiting for an answer,” I told him, looking first at the Beretta then at him. “Question 

number one: Who are you?” 

There was a hesitation on his part, so I twisted his wrist yet again. 

“Dom! Domenico Montali!” 

“Domenico?” 

“Yeah, yeah! Let up! You’re gonna break my fucking arm!” 

“Watch your mouth. You’re in the presence of a lady. Question two: Who sent you?” 
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This time there was no hesitation. “M…my great-uncle,” he whimpered. “Alfredo Trabachi.” 

Now it was my turn to say, “Whoa!” And I followed it up with, “The Iceman?” 

The previous summer I had had the occasion to engage in a little matter of mutual benefit with the 

ex-mobster. I had thought, and hoped, it to be a one-off relationship. 

“Yeah, that’s right! And he ain’t gonna like the way you’re treating me.” 

I let go of the wrist and stepped back. “Well pardon me all to pieces, Dom. Exactly what kind of 

message did Uncle Fredo send you over here to deliver?” 

Sitting up with his back against the sofa and rubbing his elbow, Dom said, “He wants to see you. 

Over at Café Ravetta. I’m supposed to bring you.” 

“So it’s not so much a message as an invitation?” I asked. 

“…Yeah.…I guess so.” 

“Well, shit, Dom, why didn’t you say that right off?” I stretched out an arm to assist him to his 

feet. “Come on, let’s go.” 

Although he looked warily at me, he did, nevertheless, take my hand and let me help him up. 

“What about my pistol?” he asked, pointing at the Beretta. 

“I’ll hold on to it for now. Come on.” I motioned him to the door, and as we crossed toward it, I 

followed up with, “By the way, Dom, what are you driving?” 

He gave me a puzzled look, and I said, “I’m a big girl. I need leg room.” 

“Dodge Challenger,” he replied. 

“Black?” 

“No. Silver.” 

So, I thought, not a Charger and not black. 

Letting him out first, I picked up my bag, closed and locked the door, then gestured him down the 

stairs. When we made the turn at the landing, I gave him a side-kick to the middle of his back, sending 

him tumbling down the staircase. 

As Domenico Montali lay there at the bottom, moaning in semi-consciousness, I stuck my head 

through the inner doorway to the pub and told my brothers I’d be going out for a while. Then, I headed 

down to the basement to get a couple of items I’d need. 
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