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CHAPTER 1 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 8 - VERY EARLY MORNING 

KINGSTON, NEW YORK 

 

“How much longer?” a voice whispered from the darkness behind him. 

Timmy Rafferty released the drill’s trigger, took the penlight from his mouth, expelled his breath 

audibly through his nose, and whispered back. “As long as it takes! And each time you interrupt me, ‘as 

long as it takes’ gets that much longer. Now shut the hell up, get back to that window, and let me do my 

job.” 

Frenchy LaCroix muttered an epithet and slunk back to his lookout post at the front window of 

Dunlavy’s Jewelers. 

Why did I agree to this harebrained scheme? Timmy thought, as he stuck the penlight back into 

his mouth and set the diamond bit to the hardened steel shell. Why? 

It was a purely rhetorical question. Timmy knew exactly why. In his mind’s eye he saw his wife, 

Colleen, and their two children, ten-year-old Ryan and eight-year-old Maureen. 
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Before returning his concentration to the safe, however, he snuck a quick glance over at Frenchy, 

just to make sure that his ‘lookout’ was looking out at the street and not at him. Frenchy knelt there behind 

an empty blue-velvetted showcase, sulking, but peering out into the January night. Timmy gave a 

frustrated shake of his head and squeezed the drill’s trigger. The oil-cooled bit squealed as it dug into the 

metal once again. 

The police were by far the lesser of Timmy’s worries. A prison sentence, however long, would be 

far better than the sentence he knew awaited them if they were caught. 

Christ! he thought. They’ll have us killed for sure. And even if we do pull this off, if they ever find 

out, we’re dead men. How did I ever get myself into this big of a mess? 

To this question, also, Timmy knew the answer—thousands of dollars in gambling debts that 

multiplied with each week that they remained unpaid. And because of the answers to these two questions, 

Timmy had returned to the ‘scene of the crime,’ as it were: 

 

The job for which he and Frenchy had been hired the previous summer had been 

most puzzling to Timmy. 

The late Giuseppe Triano and his younger brother, the also late Giancarlo, had 

run the show, but obviously on orders from someone else. Timmy, being the good soldier, 

hadn’t wanted to know who that someone might have been. In his business, too much 

knowledge could become a liability. However, with the Triano brothers’ close ties to some 

people of Sicilian descent who lived in a mansion up in Greene County, it didn’t take a 

whiz-kid to put the pieces together. 

The job had puzzled Timmy in a couple of ways. 

First, the hiring of Frenchy. Giancarlo was good at disabling alarm systems, not 

quite in Frenchy’s league, but good enough to have pulled off that job. Apparently the 

‘someone else’ had been taking no chances. They had opted for the best, rather than merely 

the very good. 

Secondly, while he and Frenchy had been well paid for their efforts, it had not been 

with their customary after-the-fact percentage of the take. Their fees had been paid up-

front, in cash. In fact there was no take, save for whatever was contained in a small, brown 

leather pouch. 

Giuseppe, who had remained in the car, had given them strict orders—absolutely 

nothing was to be taken from the safe at Dunlavy’s Jewelers except the pouch. 
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Frenchy had quickly done his job of circumventing the main alarm, and Timmy, in 

like fashion, had gotten them inside the building. As Frenchy went about the task of 

searching out and disabling all the inside alarms, Timmy and Giancarlo had waited 

patiently. From watching Giancarlo watch Frenchy and give an occasional smile and nod, 

Timmy had realized that Giancarlo was using the opportunity to learn and upgrade his 

own skills. 

When Timmy had started work on the safe, Giancarlo had observed him just as 

closely, while Frenchy had maintained surveillance on the street. 

The charges had detonated perfectly, and the sound-muffling material in front of 

the safe had worked as intended. The heavy door, blown off its hinges, had lain where it 

had landed on a pile of furniture blankets. 

Timmy had made a move toward the open safe, but a hand had touched his arm. 

Giancarlo had winked and motioned with his head in the opposite direction. Timmy had 

gotten the message and backed up about three paces, giving the other man an ‘it’s all 

yours’ gesture as he did so. 

Giancarlo’s penlight had revealed a mother-load. The first two rows of jewelry in 

each of the twenty-some trays had been visible, their gems sparkling siren-like to Timmy. 

Giancarlo hadn’t even bothered pulling the trays out to look at their contents. He had 

concentrated on a shelf midway up that contained a dozen or so black velvet bags—bags 

that Timmy knew contained the loose stones. 

“God damn!” had come a hoarse whisper from behind them. 

Both Giancarlo and Timmy had wheeled around. 

Frenchy had stood there behind Timmy, mouth agape and wide eyes glowing with 

greed. 

That look had quickly changed to one of fear as Giancarlo, in a split-second fluid 

motion, had drawn a Beretta 92F from his shoulder holster and had stuck the barrel of the 

9mm against Frenchy’s forehead. 

The supposed lookout had turned himself into an alabaster statue. 

“If your ass ain’t back at that window in three seconds,” Giancarlo had hissed, 

“Mr. Dunlavy will find your body in the middle of his showroom when he opens up in the 

morning. Capisce!? Now, move!” 
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Frenchy had scrambled back to his post, whimpering, “I’m sorry, Carlo. Honest, 

Carlo, I’m sorry.” 

Giancarlo Triano, after holstering his weapon, had then returned to the shelf and 

pawed through the bags of loose gems. 

“Gotcha,” he had whispered as he removed a brown leather pouch from behind 

the black velvet ones. After a brief look inside, he had winked again at Timmy and said, 

“Mission accomplished. Get your gear together and let’s go.” 

 

In this encore performance, Timmy finished drilling the last of the two dozen holes and reached 

into his kit for the pencil-thin sticks of C4 explosive. Dunlavy had upgraded the safe to a more formidable 

model, but to an expert safe cracker like Timmy, it just meant an extra hour or so of labor. 

From the front window area, Frenchy’s whispery whine cut through the sudden silence. “How 

much longer?” 

This time, rather than issue a rebuke, Timmy simply responded, “Five minutes, tops. But I’m 

getting ready to blow it, so keep your eyes on the street.” 

“Five minutes?” 

Timmy sighed. “Five minutes from whenever you let me get back to doing my job.” 

“Sorry, Timmy,” Frenchy whined as he again fixed his gaze on the street, watching for anyone 

who might be out and about to hear the muffled explosion that he hoped would be coming momentarily. 

At close to 2:30 on a Thursday morning, he saw no one out or about. And the Kingston Police weren’t 

due to make another pass down Demonbreun Avenue until about three o’clock, at which time they would 

pan the showroom with their spotlight as they crept by. 

Twice already the two burglars had themselves and their gear out of sight when the patrol car had 

come by on schedule at midnight and again at one-thirty. They had time to spare. By the next pass, Timmy 

and Frenchy would be long gone. 

Although the two men had worked together on numerous occasions, they were hardly friends. In 

truth, they didn’t much care for each other. Frenchy considered Timmy to be an arrogant suck-ass, always 

‘yes siring’ and ‘no siring’ whomever was running the operation, and thinking his box-skills so much 

more important than those of the guy who got him into the building undetected. Timmy thought Frenchy 

to be a sniveler and someone not to be trusted—an exception to the ‘honor among thieves’ adage. He just 

knew deep down inside that someday Frenchy would get everyone caught. 
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As Timmy affixed the last cap, he said a silent prayer that the someday wouldn’t turn out to be this 

day. 

Despite their mutual dislike for each other, the two men found themselves together at Dunlavy’s 

in the wee hours of a Thursday morning because of a mutual gambling habit and their mutual ineptitude 

at it. 

*     *     * 

Timmy had been correct in his assessment of Frenchy as being untrustworthy. At 

the first hint from Marco Torello of stronger means having to be applied in order to get 

Frenchy to come up with what he owed, Frenchy had begged for more time to hit the big 

score, and had told Marco about the stash in Dunlavy’s safe. 

The bookie-slash-loan shark, in turn, had told his boss, and before long the story 

had risen to the top of the food chain. 

Capo di tutti capi Silvio Centofonti was only too happy to get his hands on some 

untraceable loose gems in order to finance his various unsavory enterprises. From his 

home in Manhattan, the boss of all bosses passed the word back down the line. Not only 

would he spare Frenchy the grievous bodily harm due him for non-payment of his debts, 

but would wipe the gambling slate clean, as well, in return for the jewelry-store take. 

Unfortunately for Timmy Rafferty, he and Frenchy LaCroix also shared a mutual 

bookie—Marco Torello. Upon hearing Silvio Centofonti’s offer and realizing that he could 

not pull off the heist by himself, Frenchy had ratted out Timmy to Marco, resulting in Don 

Silvio’s offer being expanded to include Timmy as well. 

“What if I refuse to do it?” Timmy had asked, summoning as much false bravery 

as he could muster for his meeting with Marco in Forsyth Park. A second man, Enrico 

Paparella, had accompanied Marco, and, although the safe cracker didn’t know Enrico 

personally, he had no doubt as to why a man who looked like a middleweight boxer was 

there. Motioning with his head toward Enrico, Timmy had continued. “Go ahead, have 

him beat the living shit out of me. I don’t care. I’ll get the damn money I owe you, but not 

that way. If I got myself caught pulling that particular job, I’d be signing my own death 

warrant.” 

“Then you’d better not let yourself get caught, heh?” Marco had replied with a 

laugh as the threesome meandered along the park’s pathway. 
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“I’m not doing it, Marco. I know that you’re not gonna have your goon, here, whack 

me, because if I’m dead I don’t pay up, and whoever you work for wants his money. So go 

ahead, have this guy take his best shot. At least when I get out of the hospital I’ll still be 

alive.” 

Marco had been looking straight ahead during Timmy’s diatribe. When Timmy had 

finished, Marco had stopped walking. The other two men had done likewise. The bookie 

had slowly turned toward Timmy and, with a genuine sadness in his eyes, had said, “But 

Colleen and the kids won’t be able to visit you in the hospital.” 

“And why not?” 

“Because they’ll be dead. Timmy, if you d—” 

Timmy, although not a big man, had taken a threatening step toward Marco. “You 

wouldn’t dare touch—” 

Enrico, had thrown a hard right to Timmy’s midsection, and Timmy had crumpled 

into a heap on the snowy grass, straining for breath. 

Marco had put his hand gently under Timmy’s neck, lifted him to a sitting position, 

and had pressed his upper body forward. “Slowly, Timmy. Just try to breathe slowly at 

first.” 

When Timmy had finally managed to gulp in some air, Marco had dragged him 

woozily to his feet, brushed the snow off of him, and had sat him down on a nearby park 

bench. 

“Rico, I hear the hokey-pokey man over there. How’s about you getting us some 

ice cream, heh?” As Enrico had ambled away in the direction of the white, bell-ringing 

cycle-truck that had braved the winter day, Marco had called after him. “Get us a couple 

of them cones with the nuts…what do they call ’em…drumsticks.” He had then turned to 

Timmy. “You like drumsticks?” 

Timmy, who had been trying to recover his breath, hadn’t answered. 

Then Marco had called out to Rico again. “Yeah, get us some drumsticks.” 

As he sat down on the bench, Marco had put his arm around Timmy and said, “You 

do the job, your slate’s clean. You, Colleen, and the kids…what’s their names? Maureen 

and Bryan? 

“Ryan,” Timmy had managed. 
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“Yeah, Ryan. They got nothing to worry about. My word on it. Besides, I’m 

authorized to give you one percent of the take.” 

“But if I—” 

“No, no, Timmy. No buts.” Marco had taken Timmy’s face in his free hand and 

forced the other man to look him straight in the eye. “The people I work for, they’re like 

Rico over there. They are not nice people. If you refuse this, your family will die.” 

After about twenty seconds of silence—twenty seconds during which the two men 

had maintained the forced eye contact, Timmy had asked, softly, “My tab gets torn up?” 

“Like it never existed. And you get the one percent. Call it a finder’s fee.…But don’t 

say nothing about that to Frenchy. He’d sell out his own mother. Fuck Frenchy!” 

With the grip on his face released, Timmy had lowered his head into slumped 

shoulders. “Yeah. Fuck Frenchy.” 

“Good boy,” the bookie had replied, patting him on the back. 

*     *     * 

The blown door to Dunlavy’s safe had been a replay. There was no doubt in Timmy’s mind that 

the police would know it was done by the same person as before. He had thought about changing his 

technique to camouflage that fact, but, in the end, had opted not to monkey with what he knew to be a sure 

thing. 

His prime objective was to get in, get it done quickly, and get out without getting caught. And as 

long as he didn’t get caught, it didn’t much matter how many jobs looked the same. 

Timmy had already had to shoe Frenchy away from the open safe and back to the window once. 

Now as he sat on the floor placing the thirteen black velvet pouches of loose diamonds into a ten-pound 

Blue Bird flour sack, he had momentarily forgotten to check on his ‘lookout.’ 

An emerald ring dropped to the floor in front of him. Timmy glanced up to see Frenchy’s arms 

reaching over him, the man’s hands crammed with jewelry from the showcase trays. 

“What the fuck are you doing?!” he shouted in a hoarse whisper as he scrambled to his feet. 

“What’s it look like?!” 

Timmy knocked the jewelry out of Frenchy’s hands, then pushed him away from the safe. “Marco 

said only the loose gems.” 

“Fuck Marco! I’ll be goddamned if I’m going to take all the risk for hundreds of thousands of 

dollars’ worth of ice just to pay off a few grand in gambling debts. He can have the loose stuff. The rest 

is for us.” 
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“The rest will get us caught, you asshole!” Pointing to the rings and necklaces scattered on the 

floor, Timmy continued. “The set pieces are traceable. Loose stones aren’t.” 

“Then I’ll take the jewels out of the settings, but I ain’t passing up an opportunity like this.” 

Timmy stood in front of the open safe, barring the other man’s way. “I said no, Frenchy! We don’t 

fuck this job up!” 

Frenchy approached the safe, and Timmy, with visions of his wife and children in his mind, again 

pushed the other man away. “There’s too much at stake! Now get back to that window!” 

“You ain’t calling the shots, here, Timmy,” Frenchy said, pulling a Taurus Model 85 from the 

pocket of his jacket and once more advancing on the safe. “I am! Now get the fuck out of my way!” 

“You’re gonna get us caught!” Timmy said, trying to reason with the man holding the revolver. 

“And if you get us caught, you’re gonna get us killed! Now put that damn thing away and get back to the 

window!” For a third time, Timmy pushed the other man away from the safe. 

Whether on purpose or accidentally, due to the shove, the revolver discharged, and Timmy 

collapsed in front of the safe with a searing pain enveloping his chest. He momentarily lost consciousness, 

but as the room spun back into focus, there was Frenchy, bent over him and pulling jewelry trays from the 

safe. 

No! Timmy thought. You are not getting my family killed, you son of a bitch! 

Next to him lay the power drill. By moving his right hand just a few inches, Timmy was able to 

put his hand on the grip and his finger on the trigger. Summoning as much strength as he could muster, 

he rolled to his right, grabbed the front handle of the drill with his left hand and propelled it upward toward 

Frenchy’s head, squeezing the trigger with his right hand as he did so. 

There was just one short, horrible shriek from Frenchy as the quarter-inch diamond bit buried itself 

into the side of his skull. 

Timmy quickly looked at his watch. Quarter to three. Just fifteen short minutes until the police 

made their next drive-by. I’ve got to get out of here! he told himself. I’ve got to! 

He knew he was badly hurt, but couldn’t afford the time to assess exactly how badly. Cutting a 

piece out of one of the furniture pads that he had used for sound muffling and tearing off two lengths of 

duct tape, Timmy fashioned himself a compression bandage. Then he looked around. 

Miraculously, none of Frenchy’s blood had gotten on him. He didn’t think so, anyway, but it was 

hard to tell since his own blood had started to soak through the front of his jacket before he had wrapped 

himself. He still wore his surgical gloves, so he hadn’t left any latents on anything. As a precaution before 
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each job Timmy meticulously wiped down every piece of gear, so that, just in case he needed to make a 

hasty exit, none of his tools would contain any prints. 

Quickly Timmy tossed the remaining black velvet pouches into the flour sack, left everything else 

where it lay, except for his small pocket tools and Frenchy’s revolver, and exited into the alley. 

His car was two blocks down and around a corner on Greenkill Avenue. As he made his way to 

the end of the alley, he saw the patrol car pass by on Cedar Street. 

Christ! he thought. They’re early! 

Timmy knew that he had only minutes before the police spotted the mess. Hastily tossing the 

revolver into a storm sewer, he glanced over his shoulder toward Henry Street, but vetoed trying to make 

a run for it that way. In his condition, he knew he’d never make it in time and, besides, it was in the 

opposite direction from his car. 

Stopping at the back door to a shop some three doors down and on the opposite side of the alley 

from Dunlavy’s, he saw that there was only a rudimentary alarm system. In less than thirty seconds he 

had picked the lock on the alarm box, disabled it, opened the back door to the shop, entered, and relocked 

the door. 

Now all he had to do was wait out the police. 

His chest throbbed with pain. Stuyvesant Memorial Hospital was less than a five minute drive 

from where he had parked, and Timmy knew he would have to get medical attention—soon. 

Wait out the cops, get to my car, drive to the hospital, and tell them I was mugged, he mentally 

advised himself. Yeah, that’s what I’ll do.…But how much time have I got? 

Taking his penlight from a pocket, Timmy checked out his surroundings—a work room of some 

type or another. 

And I’ve got to hide the gems as well as get rid of my lock picks and this bandage. I can’t very well 

show up at the emergency ward with anything that can be traced back to the job. 

He could hear the sirens. The wait had begun. And so had the biggest gamble of Timmy Rafferty’s 

life. Could he keep from passing out until it was safe to leave? 

He sat down on a rolling stool and thought about his wife and kids in an attempt to fight off the 

increasing pain and light-headedness. 

No! he thought, opening his eyes in a panic. I’ve got to hide the gems now while I can still think. 

But where? 

Timmy again switched on his penlight and, fighting back the agony, made it to a door on the 

opposite side of the work room. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 8 - MID MORNING 

ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA 

 

The wind had begun to pick up, and, although only mid-morning, the leaden sky and blowing snow 

made it seem as if evening had settled upon the procession of mourners as they exited Arlington National 

Cemetery’s columbarium. 

At the entrance, a sextet of the bereaved stopped and formed a short reception line, thanking, first, 

the military chaplain assigned to the inurnment, then shaking hands, hugging, or exchanging the 

occasional cheek-kiss with the remainder of the guests as those others filed by, expressing their 

condolences before climbing into vehicles parked along Marshall Drive. 

With the memorial service for Oliver Blackwell, the former head of Black Kat Protective Services, 

now officially over, the handshakes, hugs, and kisses were repeated within the sextet, then they, too, 

headed toward the roadway—all, that is, except for a tall, young woman holding the folded American flag 

and a shorter, older, portly man with a closed, black umbrella under his arm. 

Without a word being spoken between them, the woman, looped her free arm through the free arm 

of the man and they set out together across Marshall Drive toward Section #60—the section where the 

casualties of the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan were laid to rest. 

Even in the sub-freezing temperature, a fair number of people were scattered among the headstones 

in Section #60, silently paying their respects to loved ones torn away from them. A few women sat there 

hugging the grave markers of husbands/boyfriends/brothers/fathers. Others, like the men who had come, 

simply knelt in the snow, heads bowed, hearts aching. 
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The young woman unlooped her arm from her companion in order to turn up the black, faux-fox 

fur on the collar of her black trench coat and tuck an errant wisp of her boy-cut, dark-brown hair under 

the band of her black earmuffs. 

“Do you think he came?” Roberta Katz asked, her voice betraying the hope that she felt. 

Roscoe Jarvis smiled warmly at her and nodded. “Oh, you can be sure of that, lass.” 

“I looked but I couldn’t spot him. Are you certain?” 

“Trust me, Bobbie. He’s here somewhere. And probably watching us right this very minute, no 

doubt.” Gesturing with his arm, Roscoe continued. “Could be any one of these people. Even one of the 

women. There’s no bloody way he’d not be here. Come, now, let’s pay our respects to your dear old dad 

and get out of this dreadful weather.” Before again offering his arm, he scrunched further down, turtle-

like, into the turned-up collar of his black, cashmere overcoat and tapped the black bowler more securely 

onto his bald head. 

They trudged along in silence until they stood before a white grave marker with a cross and the 

name JONATHAN ROBERT KATZ. 

The former head of Black Kat Protective Services’ International Protective Services Division, 

Bobbie’s father, had been a victim of an improvised explosive device while assessing Black Kat’s security 

arrangements for state department personnel in Baghdad. As a retired Second Lieutenant with the Air 

Force Special Operations Command, Jonathan was eligible for burial at Arlington. 

*     *     * 

About ninety yards away from Jonathan Katz’ grave, an unshaven man in dark-blue sweats and a 

matching Marino-wool hoodie knelt on one knee in front of a headstone that read: MICHAEL JOSEPH 

BOWES—COL—US AIR FORCE—AFGHANISTAN—OPERATION ENDURING FREEDOM. 

“Y’all got yourself some more company today, Mikey,” the man said. “I know Blackie came to 

your funeral about a month ago. The doings over there in the columbarium this morning were for him. 

Even though he did some real bad things, Mikey, he was as much a victim of this war as you. PTSD is 

what I reckon. To want us out so badly that he thought the ends justified the means. Y’all and Little Jon 

both make allowances for him, now, okay? Remember him for what he was back in the day. Not for what 

he became.” 

The big man glanced up from the headstone and watched as Roberta Katz and Roscoe Jarvis 

trudged, arm in arm, back to Bobbie’s SUV, parked on Marshall Drive. “I’m gonna take a walk over and 

pay my respects to Little Jon, now, Mikey,” he said, “then head on up to Blackie’s new digs in the 

columbarium. Y’all rest in peace, now, y’hear? Oh, and, Mikey, I don’t know when or even if I’m gonna 
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be back this way again. In case y’all hadn’t noticed, I’m sort of screwed up in the head. Especially after 

this business with Blackie and all. As I told a real nice lady not so long ago, I’ve been in this business too 

long. I’ve lost my soul. I truly believe that, Mikey, and I gotta do something to redeem my poor ol’ self. 

That’s why I gotta go away. Apparently there’s some awfully good folk who are in dire need of somebody 

like me. I surely don’t know why, but I’m told they are.” 

With that, Darren Corbett stretched out his right arm and, with a gloved forefinger, scrawled a 

capital-D in the snow at the base of Michael Bowes’ grave marker. 

*     *     * 

With the death of Oliver Blackwell, his stock, as well as that of her late father, Jonathan, had 

automatically transferred to Roberta Katz, making her the sole owner and head of the closely held Black 

Kat Protective Services. 

Using the remote to unlock the doors of the black Lincoln Navigator, Bobbie couldn’t help but 

think back a few weeks to something Blackie had said to her when she had questioned his choice of 

vehicles—at that time, a black Hummer H3: 

 

“That, Bobcat, is called image. That’s what that is. Image, pure and simple. You 

can’t have Black Kat Protective Services show up somewhere in a freakin’ pink Subaru.” 

 

Once ensconced in her ‘image’ with the engine started and the temperature turned up on the 

automatic climate control, Bobbie said, “You sure you won’t stay over, Porky? My meeting this afternoon 

shouldn’t last more than an hour. We can have dinner, talk, and I’ll drive you to the station in the morning.” 

Calling Roscoe by the moniker ‘Porky’ had not been an attempt on Bobbie’s part to disrespect the 

man. That nickname had been hung on Roscoe Jarvis at a very early age. Short and portly, he had a round 

body, round head, and little ears. It had stuck with him all through high school and his thirty-years in the 

Air Force. Now, completely bald, it seemed even more apropos—so much so that even he thought of 

himself as ‘Porky’ Jarvis and introduced himself by that name. His sister, Stephanie Henderson, and her 

son, Danny, were the only ones who never called him by his nickname. To them he was always ‘Roscoe,’ 

‘Roz,’ or ‘Uncle Roz.’ 

“I really must be getting back,” he replied. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t talk whenever you 

like. I’m only a phone call away. And as far as dinner, you’ll always have a place at my table, lass. No 

reservation required.” 
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The Plough & Whistle, owned and operated by Porky and his sister in downtown Peekamoose 

Heights, not only was an authentic English pub but ‘the finest dining establishment in the Catskills and 

one of the top five restaurants in New York State’—so wrote a critic in a national food magazine. That 

framed article occupied a prominent place on the wall of the pub. 

Porky reached over and patted Bobbie’s hand. “That is, of course if the new head of Black Kat 

Protective Services has any time to herself.” 

“That’s what the meeting this afternoon is about,” she said, making the turn out of the cemetery. 

“Marc and Gary have made me a very nice and fair offer for the firm.” 

The Marc and Gary of whom she spoke were Marc Gerrard, the late Oliver Blackwell’s second-

in-command of Black Kat’s Domestic Protective Services Division, and Gary Yorke, head of Black Kat’s 

International Protective Services Division. 

“Oh, my,” Porky replied. “What will you do, Bobbie?” 

“From Bobbie Katz, Protective Services Agent, back to Roberta Katz, Ph.D. I’ve received an offer 

from the University of Central Florida in Orlando to join their chemistry faculty.” 

“But I thought you disliked teaching…oh, what was it you called them…‘knuckleheads,’ I believe 

was the term you used.” 

“Down there, I’ll be teaching masters-level classes in biochemistry for forensic science students. 

Besides,” she gestured out at the snow drifts that lined the street, “I won’t have to put up with this 

anymore.” 

“There’s something to be said for that. But I expect to see you in Peekamoose Heights during your 

summer recesses.” 

“Every year, Porky. You can count on it.” Bobbie smiled inwardly. With her mother and father 

and now Oliver Blackwell dead, and Darren Corbett God knows where, the portly pubkeeper sitting next 

to her was the closest thing to family that she had left. 

Porky, too, smiled inwardly. With Bobbie’s father, Little Jon, and now Blackie both dead, and 

Big-D God knows where, the young woman sitting next to him was now his only connection to the old 

gang from his Air Force days. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 8 - EARLY AFTERNOON 

KINGSTON, NEW YORK 

 

At Stuyvesant Memorial Hospital, Claudio Vigliatti, a bouquet of flowers in his hand and his best 

little-boy-lost look on his face, made his way down a lower level hallway, having entered by one of the 

employee entrances. Phase one of his mission had already been completed—establishing Timmy 

Rafferty’s whereabouts: 

 

As soon as Claudio’s masters had learned of the burglary at Dunlavy’s and of 

Frenchy LaCroix’s body being found at the scene, they surmised the identity of the 

accomplice and had summoned their ‘fixer.’ 

A stakeout of Timmy’s residence by Claudio had finally garnered the information 

about the unfortunate ‘mugging incident’ that had left Timmy in critical condition from a 

bullet wound. 

“How he managed to drive himself to the hospital in that condition, I’ll never 

know,” Colleen Rafferty had told Timmy’s supposedly ‘old friend’ who had stopped by to 

say hello. “It’s a miracle, that’s what it is. A miracle.” 

After throwing on some clothes and racing to the hospital upon receipt of the call 

at five o’clock that morning, she had just come home at noon to take a quick shower, 

change, and put on some makeup before heading back. 

Claudio had expressed his sincerest regrets to Colleen, had promised to stop by the 

hospital, then had taken his leave. 
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Now in phase two of the operation—casing the hospital for alternate ways in and out—Claudio 

nodded and smiled pleasantly at two nurses. A priest, coming from the opposite direction, kept him from 

hitting on either or both of the women. As the two men neared each other, mutual recognition set in. 

“Which one turned around?” Claudio asked, as the two men momentarily stopped in the corridor. 

“They both did, you hound dog,” Marco Torello replied with a quiet laugh.” Then, gesturing with 

his bible toward the flowers, he followed up with, “Somebody up at Garibaldi House sick?” 

“Naw, I got a job to do. But, shit, I never thought about a priest’s get-up. Meet me in the coffee 

shop in about twenty minutes.” 

“Make it a half hour, after I ditch these duds.” 

“Bless me, Father, for I am about to sin,” Claudio intoned as he moved away. 

“Go in peace, my son,” Marco replied, waving a sign of the cross in the air. 

*     *     * 

Marco Torello, dressed in a nondescript suit and carrying a Whitman’s Sampler box, approached 

a table for two in the back corner of the hospital cafeteria. A cup of coffee and two danish awaited him. 

“What’s the job?” he asked softly, pulling out a chair across the table from Claudio Vigliatti. 

“Gotta make sure some guy don’t talk. How about you?” 

“Gotta make sure some guy does talk—to me before anybody else. When you gonna take care of 

your business?” He winked a thanks as he picked up one of the danish. 

“Don’t know,” Claudio answered. “He’s up in the ICU, still unconscious and surrounded by at 

least a half dozen nurses. I may have to go the priest route, too, in order to get to him before he wakes 

up.” 

Marco shook his head, washed a mouthful of sweet roll down with a swig of coffee, then said. 

“Houston, we have a problem.” 

“What? What problem?” 

“You’re talking about Timmy Rafferty, ain’t you?” 

“Yeah, how’d you know?” At the other man’s sigh, Claudio groaned. “Aw, shit! You, too?!” 

Marco nodded in the affirmative. 

“What kind of information do you need out of him?” 

Marco looked around, then lowered his voice even more. “About last night’s Dunlavy job? I can’t 

say no more. I’ve probably said too much already. Why do you want him silenced?” 

“Same reason, Marco. If the cops pin that job on him, he can finger others up at Garibaldi House 

for the last Dunlavy job. Can’t have that.” 
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Marco ran both hands through his thinning black hair, then massaged the back of his neck while 

he gathered his thoughts. Finally he said, “Okay, what we got us here is a dilemma. But look, Claudio, 

you know who I work for, and I know who you work for. We could kick this up topside and let the cane 

grossos sort it out, but then that don’t reflect so good on us, right?” 

Claudio mulled it over for a few seconds. “Maybe. What you got in mind?” 

“There’s a way you and me can work this out between ourselves.” 

“Marco, he’s gotta be terminated before he wakes up and talks to anybody.” 

“Hows about we wait until he talks to his confessor?” Marco said, pointing both thumbs at himself. 

“Then we terminate him before he can say anything to anybody else.” 

Claudio shook his head. “Too risky. Where he’s at, I won’t be able to get to him.” 

“There are nurses all over this place, Claudio. I got one of ours wandering around in here, and 

nobody knows the difference. Trust me on this. As soon as I get the information I need, poor Timmy’ll 

have himself a…what-do-you-call-it…a relapse.” 

“Your word?” 

“On my mother’s eyes. Guaranteed, Claudio.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 4 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 8 - MID AFTERNOON 

PEEKAMOOSE HEIGHTS, NEW YORK’S CATSKILLS 

 

“You get those skates, yet, Dan?” Bo Travers called out as the school bus passed the Stuyvesant 

Park bandstand on Irving Boulevard. 

“Supposed to be delivered today sometime,” Danny Henderson answered. “I’m hoping, anyway.” 

“What did you finally go with?” Bobby Friesen asked. “Bauer or CCM?” 

“CCMs. They were a little cheaper, and I was able to get new gloves, too.” 

“We still got decent light,” Bo said, pointing northeasterly. “We can get up a game on the pond 

for an hour or so, and you can take ’em for a shakedown cruise.” 

The bus had stopped for the red light at the southwestern end of the park, and, although the pines, 

hemlocks, and firs blocked the view from there, Stuyvesant Pond, to which Bo had referred, took up the 

better part of the northeast corner of the grounds. 

Danny had picked up his backpack and had gotten ready to exit as soon as the bus started up and 

crossed Vedder Street. An apartment above The Plough & Whistle Pub in downtown Peekamoose Heights 

on the northwestern corner of Irving and Vedder was home to the boy, his mom, and his uncle. 

“Pond’s off limits for a while,” he told his classmates. “Sandy and I were over there this morning 

before school. Got signs up all over the place. No skating until after the pre-trials.” 

“Oh man!” Bobby whined. “That sucks!” 

“The whole pond?” Bo asked. 

“Yep,” Danny answered. “The rest of this week and all of next. They’re conditioning the ice today 

and tomorrow. They start practicing Saturday afternoon right after the parade, and the prelims begin on 

Monday. Until after the medalists’ exhibition a week from this Saturday, we’re SOL.” 
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The bus had crossed Vedder and had stopped in front of the pub. As he exited, Danny said, “If the 

skates are here, I may just try ’em out over on Hendrick’s Brook or Wolf Brook. See ya.” 

“Don’t do it, dude.” Drew Bolten called after him. “Way too many rocks sticking up through the 

ice. You’ll snap one of those new blades for sure. Go on up to Hendrick’s Pond. Not enough time for all 

of us to get there, set up for hockey, and get in a game, but okay for what you want to do.” 

“Good point,” Danny yelled back over his shoulder, giving his friends a wave. 

“Later,” Bobby said, as he and Bo both returned half-hearted waves. 

Checking out the sidewalk before entering the pub, Danny decided that although the wind had 

blown some snow up onto it, there wasn’t enough to warrant breaking out either the snow blower or 

shovel. He’d change his clothes and just sweep the stretch of pavement in front of the pub on Irving 

Boulevard from the corner of Vedder Street all the way past the pub’s parking lot on the west side of the 

building, then the section of sidewalk on Vedder up to the alley behind the pub. 

“How was school?” Stephanie Henderson called to him from behind the bar, as Danny closed the 

door to the pub and stomped the snow from his boots onto the mat. 

“School’s school,” the boy replied with a typical teenage shrug. 

Stephanie let it pass and brought up a box from beneath the bar, setting it on the top surface. 

“Super!” Danny said, crossing to her, face beaming. 

As he grasped the box, his mother put a hand on top of it, holding it down. “I asked you, how 

school was.” 

“It’s school, you know, Mom. It is what it is.” He tugged at the box. Stephanie continued to hold 

it down. This time she drummed her fingers on it and smiled at him. 

Danny’s head drooped, and he let out a melodramatic sigh. “Got a B on the English test we took 

on Tuesday. Got a math quiz coming up next Monday. Book report due in three weeks. There! Is that 

enough to ransom my skates?” 

“Book report on what?” 

From the look in his mother’s brown eyes, the fourteen-year-old wisely decided against saying; 

‘A book,’ and, instead, gave her a proper answer. “The Pathfinder. I’ll need a ride over to the mall to pick 

up a CliffsNotes.” He tugged at the box again. 

Stephanie still maintained her hold on it. “No. You’ll need a ride over to the Olive Free Library to 

check out a copy of the book. Then you’ll read the book and write your report based on what you’ve read.” 

Danny tugged once more. 

His mother held on. “Understood?” 
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“Yes, ma’am. Check out book, read book, write report.” 

“And kiss your mother ‘hello’ when you get home from school.” 

He bent over the bar, gave her a peck on the cheek, grabbed his skate box, and headed toward the 

door marked PRIVATE at the rear of the pub. The door opened up onto a small vestibule with stairs going 

up to the living quarters, down to the basement, and to a back door that lead out into his uncle’s English 

garden. 

“She may be small, but our Stevie sure don’t take any crap,” Charlie Boudreau said to the other 

four retirees at his table. 

Weighing in at less than one-hundred pounds—all of it proportioned exceptionally well—with 

short, brown hair and cute, pixyish tomboy looks, no one called her Stephanie except for her brother when 

he was angry with her. 

“How long’s it been since you raised a teenager?” Stevie called over to him. 

“Been a while.” 

“Different times, now,” Johnny Biddles, one of the other retirees, said with a shake of his head. 

“That’s the honest-to-God’s truth,” Phillip McMannus added. 

The five of them had been sitting there since lunch time, solving the world’s problems while 

nursing a pitcher of St. James Pale Ale, one of the three specialty brews on tap year round from the 

Woodstock Brewery in Kingston. 

“You just keep on with what you’re doing, Stevie,” Doris Bradshaw told her from the other end of 

the bar. “That boy of yours is turning out okay.” 

“It’s called ‘tough love,’” Stevie said as she entered the kitchen behind the bar to start getting 

things ready for the dinner trade. 

With her brother up in Virginia for an old Air Force buddy’s memorial service, and not due back 

until that evening, Stevie had asked Doris, who ran the kitchen over at St. Mary’s-in-the-Hills Episcopal 

Church for all the church functions, to come in and help out for the evening. Doris had been there all day, 

mostly by herself, while Stevie had gone into Kingston on the second of the twice-weekly foraging trips 

for supplies. 

*     *     * 

“Well, Merry Christmas to me. Thanks, Dad,” Danny said as he climbed the stairs to the living 

quarters. 

The money he had used to purchase the new hockey skates and gloves had been a present from his 

dad, Skip Henderson. Skip had gone AWOL some years before with a twenty-two-year-old nymphet from 
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his office by the name of MacKenzie. At first it had bothered Danny that his dad sent him money instead 

of real presents for Christmas and his birthday. Now he preferred it. Hockey skates and gloves trumped 

sweaters any day. 

Opening the door to his and his mom’s apartment, Danny was greeted by whines and tail wags and 

the tongue of his Labrador retriever. 

“Oh, yes. Oh, yes. You thought I was never coming home, didn’t you, Sandy?” he said, tossing 

the box over the dog onto the floor and stooping down to pull her ears and nose and ruffle her yellow-

white fur. 

“How’s my pink-nosed, furry buddy, huh? Tough day sleeping on the couch? C’mon.” He stepped 

back out into the hall and started to lead the way down the stairs. As with all dogs, though, Sandy took 

over the lead after the first two steps and raced down the stairs, waiting for him at the back door, whining 

and panting. 

“There you go,” Danny told her, opening the door and checking the stockade fence to make sure 

the gates were closed to the parking lot and the alley. “You can hang out in the garden while I change 

clothes and sweep the pavement.” 

The dog bounded out, hunting for her favorite spot, while the boy returned to the apartment. 

*     *     * 

Danny was just finishing up sweeping the pavement clean of snow in front of The Plough & 

Whistle when a mint-condition 1987 metallic-brown Buick Skyhawk, coming down Irving Boulevard 

from the west, took the turnaround past the police station and pulled up in front of the pub. 

Brigid O’Seamus, skates in hand, hopped out of the passenger side and yelled back in to the man 

behind the wheel, “Thanks, Grandpa!” 

When only an infant, her mom and dad had been killed in a fire. Brigid had lived with Patrick 

Blackstone and his other daughter, Fionnuala, for most of her life. 

“You know, Hendrick’s Pond is a shorter walk from the Woodland Valley Campground than it is 

from here,” Patrick said. “I can give you kids a ride over there if you’d like.” 

“No thanks,” Brigid replied. “Danny’s dog needs the exercise.” 

“Ahh, his dog. Okay, then, have fun.” 

Brigid shut the car door and, as her grandfather drove away, he chuckled to himself and thought, 

And teenagers need their privacy, too. 

The girl turned to Danny, who had been standing there like a mute little statue. “Well, get the lead 

out and get the animal. Chop, chop. Let’s get going so it’s not, like, dark by the time we get back.” 
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Although the same age as Danny, Brigid had skipped the first grade and was a year ahead of him 

at school, a fact she made sure he never forgot. Even so, an attachment between them had started to form 

during the past year—sometimes confusing, sometimes annoying, oft times thrilling. 

Thankful for the unexpected company, Danny smiled and replied, “C’mon in. I just have to sweep 

off the stones out back and I’ll be right with you.” 

Flower-shaped, black marble stepping stones meandered from the back door of the pub to both 

gates in the cedar stockade fence. The side gate led to the pub’s parking lot. The rear one opened up onto 

the alley and afforded entry and egress to the guests at Babs’ B&B across the alley from The Plough. 

Danny’s snow-removal duties also included keeping the path clear through the alley and up to the back 

porch of The Bab, the name the locals used when referring to the B&B. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 5 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 8 - LATE AFTERNOON 

HENDRICK’S POND, NEW YORK’S CATSKILLS 

 

“Drew sure was right about these rocks,” Danny said, pointing with the snow shovel to the tips of 

stones that stuck up through the snow every three feet or so on the frozen surface of Hendrick’s Brook. 

“Even if you didn’t, like, ruin a blade,” Brigid replied, “there’s not enough empty space to get up 

any decent speed.” 

-From a distance, it would have appeared that the boy, dressed in bluejeans, a scarlet-black-and 

white Onteora Indians parka, a scarlet ski cap, and black boots, trudged along the stream bank by himself. 

The fair-skinned blond girl in her white boots, white jeans, white hooded-parka trimmed with white faux-

fur, and white leather faux-fur-lined gloves, and Sandy with her yellow-white fur, blended in perfectly 

with the snowy surroundings of the forest. 

“Son of a bitch!” a man’s voice cried from out of sight around a bend in the brook. “Son of a 

bitch!” 

Sandy pulled her muzzle out of a snowbank, looked toward the sound, then at Danny, ears perked 

and on the alert. At a hand signal from the boy, she sat, muscles tensed, waiting for another command. 

“You’re not getting the height!” a woman’s voice said from the same location as the man’s. “And 

you’ve still got a slight tilt on your takeaway. Get up, skate it off, and try it again.” 

Danny and Brigid had joined Sandy, and the three of them quietly approached the bend to see who 

belonged to the two voices. 

Danny could see that he needn’t have brought the shovel. The man and woman had already cleared 

Hendrick’s Pond. She stood to one side, dressed in loden-green slacks, brown high-heeled boots, brown 
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shearling coat with shearling collar and cuffs, brown gloves, and brown earmuffs over her flowing, long 

red hair. He, in black slacks, turtleneck, and gloves, skated in a circle, brushing snow from his backside. 

“It’s Dallas Conover,” Brigid whispered to Danny, as the boy, girl, and dog peered out from behind 

a hemlock. “Three-time National Champion.” 

“The guy that got hurt last summer?” 

“Tore ligaments during Skate Canada, flubbing the landing on a quad-Axel. There was talk that he 

wouldn’t be ready for the Nationals this year.” 

“Looks like the talk was right. Who’s the redhead with him?” 

“Robbie Renau. His coach. She was a skater, like a long time ago. A fairly good one. Two national 

titles, I think.” 

“Don’t trust her.” 

“Why, you moron. You didn’t even, like, know who she was.” 

“Ed says to never trust a redhead. That’s good enough for me.” 

“So if Chief McAvoy says it, that makes it gospel? Suppose my hair was red?” 

“Uh…then Ed would be…uh…wrong.” 

Brigid’s reply was a slow shake of her head and an eye roll. 

“Okay,” Robbie called out, “once more…with confidence.” 

Dallas skated round and round backwards in a counter clockwise direction to build up speed, 

turned, stepped forward with his left foot, and vaulted into the air, making his profile as slender as possible. 

He made three complete rotations before tilting slightly and losing his footing upon landing after four-

and-a-half revolutions, sprawling across the ice like Bambi, and screaming, “Goddamnit! Goddamnit! 

Goddamnit!” until he ended up in the snowbank surrounding the perimeter of the pond. 

His coach, gloved hands balled into fists, hung her head and said nothing. 

Pulling himself to a sitting position, Dallas raised his arms. “Why, Robbie? Why the damn Axel? 

Why can’t I substitute a quad-toe or a quad-Lutz instead?” 

 “Because Leaping Leo has a quad-toe, triple-toe, triple-loop combination in his program that he 

consistently lands, plus a quad-Lutz. You, on the other hand, can do only a quad-toe, triple-toe, double-

loop. The only way you’re going to beat him is to trump his quad-Lutz with the quad-Axel. Now quit your 

whining, get off your butt, and try it again.” 

The ‘Leaping Leo’ to whom she referred was Leo Liotti, a brash, up-and-coming skater from 

Paramus, New Jersey 
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“We’ve been driving over here from Hyde Park since Monday,” Dallas continued to protest. “Why 

can’t I practice on rink ice like everyone else? This shit has bumps and holes all over it.” 

“Because right now, even coming off the injury, you’re still the favorite. And as subjective as the 

judging is in this sport, I don’t want people to have an image in their minds of the reigning champion 

falling all over himself. And it’s not the ice. It’s your confidence. Even if it were the ice, think about this. 

If you can land it here, you can land it anywhere.” 

“New York, New York,” Dallas sang, with more than a trace of cynicism, getting to his feet and 

brushing himself off. 

Looking at the sun already behind the treetops, she said, “Come on. One more and we’ll call it a 

day. Besides, now that we’re at the local B&B tonight and for the duration, we won’t have far to drive 

these next couple of days until Stuyvesant Pond opens for practice.” 

“We might as well call it a day, too, Bridge,” Danny whispered. “We’ll try it again some other 

time. 

Brigid looped her arm through his and looked up into his eyes. “It was a nice walk, though, wasn’t 

it?” 

“A great walk,” he agreed, bending down slightly and kissing her lips. Then with two quiet clucks 

of his tongue to Sandy, the threesome set out for home, stopping every so often along the way to appreciate 

the privacy of the forest. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 6 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 8 - LATE AFTERNOON 

KINGSTON, NEW YORK 

 

Dwight Deavers left the northbound New York State Thruway at Exit #19 and steered his Dodge 

Dakota club cab 4x4 onto Colonel Chandler Drive. 

“You know, Porky,” he said, “if it’s ready, we can take it with us now instead of having to come 

back tomorrow morning.” 

Porky Jarvis smiled—slightly on the outside, much more so on the inside—realizing that Dwight 

was just being polite, and that the last thing in the world he really wanted to do was cheat himself out of 

a second chauffeuring fee that had been planned for the next day. 

As the handyman for the Village of Peekamoose Heights, Dwight’s jobs ranged from filling 

potholes in the spring, to tree and shrub trimming as well as other landscaping tasks in the spring, summer, 

and fall, to operating the village’s singular snowplow during the winter, and for maintaining and servicing 

all the municipal vehicles year-round. For the performance of these and other unspecified-duties, and the 

overtime that many of them necessitated, Dwight received a substantial paycheck. In addition, he was 

entitled to three-week’s annual vacation leave—none of which he ever took to go anywhere and have what 

others would consider ‘fun.’ All three letters in the word ‘fun,’ as far as Dwight was concerned, were 

spelled with the same symbol—a dollar sign. And because of this miserly trait, he would hoard his 

vacation and take it a day or a half-day at a time to work for other people and have even more ‘fun.’ 

Both this day and yesterday were excellent examples. Dwight had taken a half day vacation each 

day and hired himself out to drive into New York City’s Penn Station—Wednesday to drop Porky off so 

that he could attend a memorial service for an old Air Force friend at Arlington National Cemetery on 

Thursday morning, and again on Thursday afternoon to retrieve him when the Amtrak Northeast Regional 
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arrived from Washington, D.C. Dwight had also scheduled vacation for Friday morning in order to drive 

Porky into Kingston to pick up a food trailer that the pubkeeper had rented and would be operating at the 

Peekamoose Heights Winter Carnival for the next week. Completion of the prep work had been promised 

for Friday morning, but since they were in the neighborhood, Porky had wanted to check in and make sure 

things were progressing according to schedule. 

“That we could, lad,” Porky replied to Dwight’s politeness, thinking, Well, he did offer, after all. 

But then the portly pubkeeper tossed out a consolation prize. “But I will need your services later on in the 

day tomorrow to haul it over to the lot at the park. I don’t want to take up any of the pub’s spots on a 

Friday evening.” 

On Mondays through Thursdays, The Plough & Whistle catered to a more or less local crowd, but 

not so on Fridays and Saturdays. On the weekends, people would drive from Kingston and from as far 

away as Saugerties and New Paltz for a special dinner at the authentic English pub. Normally full by six 

o’clock, Porky’s tables would turn over at least three times during the course of those evenings. 

Should’ve kept my big mouth shut, Dwight thought. What he said was, “Whatever you decide, 

Porky, is all right by me. Who knows, it might not even be ready, yet.” He delivered the last sentence with 

a trace of hope in his voice. 

As the gray pickup approached Brainerd Avenue, Porky gestured toward the strip of yellow crime-

scene tape stretched across the entrance to the alley that ran behind Weiskopf & Sons, and said, “What’s 

that all about, do you suppose?” 

“Whatever happens in alleys,” Dwight answered, shaking his head in disgust. “Drugs, muggings, 

you name it.” He turned right onto Brainerd, made another right-hand turn about a quarter of the way 

down the block into the parking lot for Weiskopf & Sons Coachworks, then maneuvered the truck into a 

parking spot. 

Porky extricated himself from the pick-up truck while Dwight stayed in the Dakota with the heater 

going. Weiskopf’s overhead garage door cycled up, and Porky stood to one side, watching the 

coachwork’s foreman Walter Gentzle back the Chili Willie food truck out of the service area. 

Kurt Weiskopf and Willie Pickens—Chili Willie himself—exited the building following the truck, 

where they shook hands before Willie crossed to the driver’s door of his mobile kitchen. 

Seeing the pudgy pubkeeper, he smiled amiably and waved a greeting. “Hey! I understand you’re 

joining the brotherhood.” 

“Just for the week, lad,” Porky responded with a chuckle. “Just for the week. I didn’t see your 

name on the list. You aren’t going to be at the carnival this year, Willie?” 
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“Naw. Being from Delaware County, I’m in that third group. My name didn’t get drawn. Maybe 

next year.” 

“I’m so sorry. I sincerely hope that by throwing my hat into the ring this year didn’t result in you 

being excluded.” 

“Don’t worry about it, Porky. I’m going to be up in Highland at the Hudson Valley Rail Trail 

Depot for their WinterFest. There’re twenty of us competing for the Best of Fest prize in the chili cook-

off. Good luck with the carnival.” 

“Same to you, lad, with the cook-off.” 

As Willie climbed into his truck, he gave a little salute. “Those other nineteen guys? They don’t 

stand a chance.” 

Porky smiled and touched the brim of his bowler in return. 

After entering the coachworks and being warmly welcomed by Kurt Weiskopf, he broached the 

subject of the crime-scene tape. 

“Ach,” the old man started with a grimace. “Dunlavy’s over on Demonbreun vas robbed early dis 

morning.” 

“Good Lord! Again? Weren’t they just hit about six months or so ago?” 

“Ja, but dis time dere vas a killing.” 

“Not Dewey or Kathleen, I hope.” 

“Nein, nein,” Kurt said, seeing the concern on Porky’s face and putting a consoling hand on his 

arm. “Vun of der robbers. A falling out among tieves. No big loss to society.” 

The rental food trailer was indeed ready, and, as Kurt turned Porky over to Walter to review the 

operational particulars of the equipment, he moved off in the direction of the front door to greet Barbie Q. 

Bruskotter, another mobile food chef, for whom he was doing a retrofit on her food truck. Kurt anticipated 

an unpleasant conversation. Barbie’s truck, the Hog Heaven, although promised for that afternoon, had 

taken more time than estimated and wouldn’t be ready until late the following morning. 

*     *     * 

The orientation complete, Porky stood out in the parking lot admiring the appearance of his food 

trailer as Dwight and Walter hooked it up to the hitch on the Dodge Dakota. With this and all Kurt’s other 

rental trucks or trailers, the service included removable signage, hand-lettered to reflect each customer’s 

cuisine. With this one being an annex of sorts to The Plough & Whistle Pub, Kurt’s graphics people had 

lettered the words ‘The Penny Whistle’ and ‘Fish & Chips,’ and had included penny whistle images as 

well as Union Jacks on the large red, white, and blue nameplates. 
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Barbie Q. Bruskotter, exited the coachworks in a huff, with Kurt trailing in her wake, apologizing 

profusely for the unexpected delay in finishing her truck. The small, heavyset woman stopped, put her 

fists on her sizeable hips, and said, “Well! Isn’t it just dandy that you seem to get preferential treatment 

wherever you go.” 

Porky turned to her, a perplexed expression on his face, touched his bowler with the forefinger of 

his right hand, and replied, “I say, Barbara. I’m not sure exactly what you’re implying with that remark.” 

For almost thirty years, the now-retired Air Force Master Sergeant had been head chef to the senior 

officers’ wardroom with the 3rd Air Force Tactical Fighter Wing at the Upper Heyford NATO base near 

Ardley and Steeple Aston, in Oxfordshire, England. After that long a time in the Thames and Chilterns 

region of England, Porky had picked up quite a few British mannerisms—both in dress and speech. 

“Don’t play the innocent with me. You damn well do know, Porky. Here you are, picking up your 

trailer while I have to wait another day for my truck. And who gets the prime vendor spot in Stuyvesant 

Park? Hmm? Porky Jarvis. Brother of the police chief’s girlfriend. Coincidence? I think not.” 

“I make no apologies for my location in the park, Barbara. The rules for assigning the limited 

number of purveyor spaces are quite clear.” He waved away an objection he could see coming. “As they 

have been every year since the Winter Carnival began—way before I opened The Plough, I might add.” 

He raised a gloved hand and counted off the categories, starting with his thumb. “Preference is given first, 

to residents of Peekamoose Heights, secondly to residents of Ulster County, then to residents of New York 

State, and finally to all others. You, lass, with a residence in Greene County, are relegated to that third 

group—as you have been since you started coming to the Carnival. I have absolutely nothing to do with 

the selection lottery or the assignments for the winners.” 

“It sure doesn’t hurt being the only vendor from the village, though, does it?” 

Porky smiled slyly. “It surely doesn’t.” With that, he turned his back on Barbie, waddled over to 

the passenger side of Dwight’s pickup truck, and hoisted himself in. 

“It surely doesn’t,” Barbie mocked, trying for a British accent and failing miserably at it, then 

stomped away to a black Ford Explorer with a boar’s head graphic on both front doors and the name 

BARBIE-Q-BRUSKOTTER encircling it. The boar’s head bore an uncanny resemblance to Barbie herself, 

sans tusks. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 7 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 8 - EARLY EVENING 

PEEKAMOOSE HEIGHTS, NEW YORK’S CATSKILLS 

 

Patrick Blackstone, Brigid O’Seamus’ grandfather, had been a professional magician, performing 

under the name of The Renowned Blackstone for years. Now retired, he owned a magician’s supply house 

called Gandalf’s Cave on the corner of Vanderdonk Street and Gardenier Avenue in Peekamoose Heights, 

where he sold magic supplies and created illusions for other magicians. The workshop and retail space 

took up the basement and first floor of the old Victorian house, while the upper two floors served as living 

quarters for Patrick, his daughter, Fionnuala, and his granddaughter. 

After walking Brigid home from their non-skating excursion, Danny Henderson and Sandy the 

dog trudged the two blocks north and two blocks east to The Plough & Whistle Pub. There he doffed his 

parka, ski cap, and boots, and put his new and still-unused CCM skates back in their box. Then he made 

sure that Sandy had food and fresh water in her dishes and went downstairs to begin his nightly chores in 

the pub. 

The boy’s assigned pre-dinner responsibilities included respreading the blue-and-white checkered 

tablecloths, setting out the water glasses and stainless-steel place settings, refilling salt and pepper shakers 

and other condiment containers, and making tulips out of the blue-and-white checkered napkins to go into 

the glasses. With it being a Thursday evening, he then entered the kitchen behind the bar to eat his dinner. 

Afterward, he’d retreat to the living quarters to study and complete his homework. Had it been a Friday 

or Saturday, however, Danny’s duties would have also included remaining in the pub and helping with 

the dinner trade by refilling the water glasses, bringing fresh rolls and butter, and bussing and resetting 

the tables. 
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“What looks good to you tonight, Dan?” Doris Bradshaw asked, turning from the sixty-inch Viking 

range. 

Although in her fifties, Doris had maintained the cheerleader body and bubbliness that had 

attracted Mr. Bradshaw to her those many, many years ago. Danny, with his early teen age awakening 

hormones, wisely refrained from giving the answer that had rushed to the front and center of his brain as 

he observed her bending over and placing a pan of his uncle’s Spicy Meatloaf into one of the double 

ovens. 

“I see you’ve got Dijon/Rosemary Chicken on the board,” he replied. “And a scone if we still have 

some.” 

The pub didn’t have menus. Twice weekly, on Monday and Thursday mornings, Porky Jarvis—or 

as was the case that day, his sister, Stevie Henderson—would go to market in Kingston and buy the best 

ingredients to be found at sensible prices. Each day’s menu depended on what they had been able to 

procure on those days. A blackboard listed the daily specials, and when an item was sold out, it was erased 

from the board. 

“There’s a fresh batch that’ll be ready in about three minutes,” Doris told him. “Go fetch your 

milk, and I’ll bring the chicken and scone over.” 

As Danny headed toward the enormous Sub-Zero refrigerator/freezer, Doris added, “Would you 

like the Herb-Roasted Potatoes with that or would you like me to fix you a green salad, instead?” 

“Neither, Doris. I’ll just have the scone, please.” 

The woman cupped one hand to the side of her mouth, stood on her tiptoes, and whispered toward 

the open door to the pub, “Oh, Stevie? What would you like Danny to have with his—” 

“Okay, okay,” he relented. “Make it the potatoes. Jeez, do you guys have some sort of moms’ 

union, or what?” 

“Card-carrying members,” Doris replied, bringing his food, a napkin, and flatware over to one of 

the counters where a stool sat waiting for him. “With Trish, it was the other way around. She was so afraid 

she’d gain an ounce or two, I almost had to force-feed her so she’d eat something other than salads.” 

Danny, glass of milk in hand, sat on the stool as an image of Trish Bradshaw, a teller over at the 

Peekamoose Heights branch of Mountain Valley Bank & Trust, flooded his mind. 

Man, oh man, the apple certainly didn’t fall far from this tree, he thought appreciatively, 

considering how much mother and daughter looked alike. 

*     *     * 
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Dwight Deavers stood at the bar at The Plough & Whistle lamenting the fact that no new snow 

had fallen during the day, nor was any forecast for the following week—excellent news for the Winter 

Carnival folks, but not so much for him. Not only wouldn’t he get any overtime operating the village 

snowplow during the night-time hours, he also wouldn’t have any ‘fun’ plowing out driveways and 

parking lots with the very expensive The BOSS super-duty snowplow he had had installed on his pickup 

truck. Lifting his mug of Big Indian Porter, he toasted his reflection in the gold-veined mirror behind the 

bar, nevertheless, thinking, At least I’ll be getting overtime for running the Zamboni over at the pond this 

weekend. 

After parking The Penny Whistle food trailer next to the stockade fence in The Plough’s parking 

lot, Dwight and Porky had entered the pub through the rear door. While Porky had gone directly up to his 

apartment to change out of his funereal clothes, Dwight had headed for the bar to have dinner—a dinner 

the pubkeeper had told him would be on the house. Looking over the list of offerings scrawled on the 

blackboard, Dwight had selected the most expensive ones—Shellfish Stew, Roasted Prime Rib with 

Thyme & Marsala, and a Lemon & White-Chocolate Pot de Crème. 

As the pudgy pubkeeper entered through the rear door and made his way toward the bar, he stopped 

at various tables to chat for a moment or two to make certain that all of his patrons were being well taken 

care of. 

He had just finished talking with a group who had all come over from Babs’ B&B together—Babs 

Wysocki herself, Robbie Renau and Dallas Conover, and pairs skaters Gwendolyn and Lee Binneveld, 

with their coach Cal Holden. As Porky turned away from their table, he stopped and raised an eyebrow as 

he noticed that the table for four by the dartboard had one empty place at it. 

The Thursday-night dart game had become a ritual at The Plough & Whistle for Police Chief Ed 

McAvoy, Dr. Benjamin Krider, Dr. John Desmond, and Ulster County Sheriff’s Deputy Sergeant Martin 

Bassett. The foursome would have dinner together, then play darts over a pitcher or two of Hudson Lager, 

with the loser picking up the combined tab. But on this particular Thursday night, the foursome had been 

reduced to a threesome. 

As Porky’s sister came by on her way with dinners for the Douglass and MacPherson table, Porky 

put out a hand to stop her, “I say, Stevie, where’s Ed tonight? It’s not like him to miss the dart tournament.” 

“Don’t know. He wasn’t here for lunch, either. Must have something to do with carnival 

arrangements. When I get a free minute, I’ll give him a call.” 

She started to resume her delivery route when Robbie Renau spoke up. “Are you talking about Ed 

McAvoy? Lucille told me he’d probably be here tonight.” 
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“Indeed, ma’am,” Porky answered. “Have you met our chief of police?” 

“You might say that,” she replied with a smile. “I’m his ex.” 

Danny came by at that precise moment on his way upstairs to study. Catching his wide-eyed 

mother’s tray as she tipped it to one side saved him from having to clean up a royal mess from the floor. 

“Who’s ex,” he said, having heard only the last bit of the conversation. 

“Apparently Ms. Renau, here, is Ed’s…um…former wife, lad,” his uncle responded. “She was just 

curious as to his whereabouts.” 

Seeing his mother’s eyes narrow to slits, Danny thought, Somewhere in a galaxy far, far away, if 

he knows what’s good for him. What he said was, “Here, Mom, I’ll take this. Which table?” He lifted the 

tray from Stevie’s hand. 

“MacPhersons and Douglasses,” she told him, letting him take the dinners, as she pulled a chair 

around from an adjoining table for four that had only Steve and Sharon Briers at it, and wedged herself in 

at the B&B crowd’s table of six. Forcing a smile in Robbie’s direction she asked, pleasantly, “So. How 

long were you and Ed married?” 

Porky decided to make himself scarce and hurriedly continued on his schmoozing rounds. 

As Danny delivered the dinners, he couldn’t help but think, So this is why we don’t trust redheads. 
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