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PROLOGUE 

JULY, 1943 - SICILY 

 

A six-wheeled Mercedes convertible sat parked atop a hillock near the city of Gela. From a 

standing position in the driver’s side of the vehicle, Oberstleutnant Karl Meitner slowly lowered his field 

glasses, letting them dangle from the strap around his neck. He removed the leather glove from his left 

hand and massaged his eyes with the thumb and second finger, then slowly shook his head and sighed 

with equal parts frustration, sorrow, and resignation. 

Over a quarter-million soldiers had been deployed to defend the island against an inevitable Allied 

invasion. However, of the thirteen divisions, only four were German. And although those four included 

the crack 15th Panzer Grenadiers and the Hermann Goering Panzer Division, they would not be able to 

repulse the attack alone. 

The question had always been: ‘Would the Italians fight?’ 

The Abwehr, German Counterintelligence, had sent Lieutenant-Colonel Karl Meitner to Sicily to 

answer that question. 

*     *     * 
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He had had his doubts from the first day of his arrival a month earlier. Oh, the battle plans had 

been splendidly drawn—on paper. And General Alfredo Guzzoni felt very secure in his Italian Sixth Army 

Headquarters near Enna, in the center of the island. In fact, the general teemed with braggadocio about 

the battle-worthiness of his troops, whom, he boasted, would fight to the last man if Il Duce so ordered. 

Lieutenant-Colonel Meitner had snorted contemptuously to himself when he had heard that bold 

pronouncement. Fight, indeed, he had thought. Fight to the last German, no doubt. 

It had been the little things. The look of defeat had already settled into the Italian soldiers’ eyes. 

But what really bothered him, above all else, was the fact that the soldiers didn’t seem the least bit shamed. 

If one looked deeper into their eyes, and Karl Meitner was practiced at doing precisely that, behind the 

look of defeat, he detected relief. 

Moreover, the Italians’ handling of the partisan problem could only be described as halfhearted at 

best. Oh, to be sure, perpetrators of blatant acts of sabotage found themselves imprisoned in the garrison, 

if caught in the act; but nothing of a preventive nature was being effected. However, the Italians declined 

to conduct mass reprisals similar to those that the Germans levied on the French, Poles, and Slavs. No 

lessons were being taught to other would-be terrorists except that the price of getting caught was a prison 

cot and three meals per day. War or no war, Sicilian partisan action was viewed as a dispute between 

cousins; and the Italian Army adamantly refused to participate in genocide against its own. 

The dinner party that the Lieutenant-Colonel had attended three nights prior to the invasion had 

been a confirmation of all his doubts. ‘Dinner party’—he found it a poor choice of words. It had been a 

lavish grand ball. Held at Il Castello Rimini, a medieval fortress on the northern slope of Busambra 

Mountain overlooking the town of Villafrati, it had been hosted by la Contessa Sophia Campi, the young 

widow of Conte Pietro Campi. And the German officer had remembered it well: 

 

Meitner had watched, horrified, as high-ranking Italian officers, decked out in full-

dress uniforms with braid and medals—medals bought rather than won, he suspected—

had fawned over la Contessa. With their tongues loosened by glass upon glass of wine, 

they had discussed the most sensitive of military preparations with the countess as if she 

were either a trusted advisor or merely a naïve, unworldly hausfrau. 

From closely observing her at the festivities, the Lieutenant-Colonel judged the 

noblewoman to be neither naïve nor unworldly, nor, most certainly, a woman to be trusted. 

Dressed in a brocade formal gown, the radiant and beautiful Sophia had flitted 

about like a white-and-gold butterfly. Around her neck, she had worn a single twenty-five-
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karat, rose-colored diamond, the famed Isabela Pendant, as her only jewelry. Held in a 

frame of eighteen-karat hammered gold and suspended from an eighteen-karat gold curb-

link chain, the necklace had been a gift from His Royal Highness, Umberto, Crown Prince 

of Piedmont—for services rendered in the bedroom, or so the story went. 

Although the countess’ voice and actions had made her appear to be laughing and 

joking and flirting with all of the officers in turn, her dark-brown eyes, nevertheless, had 

not laughed nor joked nor flirted. It was those eyes that had most interested Karl Meitner 

as he silently watched the near-orgy take place. The eyes never lie. And that night, la 

Contessa Sophia Campi’s eyes had told the Abwehr Lieutenant-Colonel that here at Il 

Castello Rimini he would find a headquarters, if not the headquarters, of the entire Sicilian 

resistance movement. 

Karl had filed his suspicions away. His Italian brothers-in-arms would never have 

believed him. 

But there will come a time, he had thought, when acts of treachery will be repaid 

in full measure. 

 

Karl Meitner removed the strap of his field glasses from around his neck and rudely tossed the 

binoculars onto the passenger seat of the staff car. He slid behind the steering wheel, regloved his hand, 

and resignedly started the engine. He had seen enough. 

Patton’s Seventh Army had come ashore from the Gulf of Gela on the southern coast of the island. 

Part of those forces had been engaged east of the city by the German Hermann Goering Division and the 

Italian Livorno Division. The German tanks were pushing toward the coast road about one mile from the 

sea. However, the Livorno Division had been repulsed almost immediately and now retreated in tatters 

toward Vizzini. Some of the troops, officers and enlisted men alike, doffed their uniform jackets and hats 

as they ran, disappearing into the countryside. 

The question had been answered. No matter how valiantly the German divisions fought, Sicily 

could not be held. 

Even though the high ground around the Ponto Olivo Airfield near Gela had been taken by the 

American 82nd Airborne Division, the airfield itself was still in Axis hands. Meitner could have safely 

taken off in a small plane, but he had made alternate travel arrangements. The time had come for treachery 

to be repaid in full. He headed the Mercedes in the direction of another airfield, this one in Palermo where 
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his Focke-Wulf FW190A fighter stood prepped and waiting. The route he chose would take him through 

the town of Villafrati. 

*     *     * 

All the lights from Il Castello Rimini were ablaze, like beacons in the night. As Lieutenant-Colonel 

Meitner braked the staff car to a stop in front of the main entrance, he could sense a festive atmosphere 

inside. Laughter could be heard coming through the open windows on this hot July night. 

His pale-blue eyes narrowed to mere slits as he thought of the German boys some sixty miles to 

the south who were dying far from the Fatherland while these Sicilian aristocrats partied. He pounded the 

folded wire butt of his MP-38 three times on the massive hand-carved front door, then let the machine 

pistol hang down at his side from its shoulder strap. 

A quivering old man who answered the door led the officer into the dining room. The gathering 

was a small, intimate affair attended by only a dozen or so of the countess’ closest friends. La Contessa, 

bedecked in the white-and-gold brocade gown as she had been the last time Karl had seen her, once again 

wore the Isabela Pendant about her neck. 

Lieutenant-Colonel Meitner smiled icily at the merry band of collaborators as he accepted a glass 

of wine. “Alla salute!” he said, raising the glass for a toast and clicking the heels of his highly polished 

boots together. 

The others returned the salutation. 

“Have you heard about the invasion?” he asked them, casually sipping the wine while watching 

their eyes. 

“No, no,” they replied, feigning surprise. “Terrible, terrible,” they said, wringing their hands and 

clucking their tongues. 

The countess rose from her chair at the head of the table and offered a toast of her own, to swift 

and total victory. The entire company stood and repeated the toast. 

Karl Meitner carefully set his glass on the end of the table, took three quick steps backward, raised 

the MP-38 to its firing position, clicked his heels together again, then pulled the trigger back, holding it 

there until the entire magazine had been expended. 

Everything had happened so swiftly there were very few cries from the partygoers, just 

astonishment on their faces as they died. Meitner bitterly tossed the machine pistol onto the table, 

unholstered his Walther PPK and walked the length of the room, turning over bodies with his foot and 

dispensing the occasional coup de grâce where warranted. 
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La Contessa Sophia Campi, severely wounded but still conscious when the Lieutenant-Colonel 

reached her, did not allow her face to register fear, only disdain. She spat at him, the spittle mixed with 

blood hitting his highly polished boots. 

Meitner looked down at the noblewoman with contempt of his own but, as he slowly wiped the 

boots on her gown, he noticed that her throat was bare. He looked around on the floor in the vicinity of 

the woman. 

Nothing. 

As his gaze came to rest on her closed fist, sheltered under an overturned chair, the countess’ dark-

brown eyes betrayed her sense of alarm. 

He righted the chair, put the sole of one boot on the woman’s outstretched wrist, and shifted more 

of his weight to that foot. Her hand involuntarily opened and the rose-colored pendant spilled out onto the 

floor. 

The last two things la Contessa Sophia Campi’s traitorous eyes saw were Lieutenant-Colonel Karl 

Meitner pocketing the diamond pendant with one hand and aiming the Walther PPK at her forehead with 

the other. 

*     *     * 

Recklessly pushing his motorcycle to the limit, Vittorio Gianelli raced to bring firsthand news of 

the invasion to his sister and her inner-circle of advisors. Leaving the main road and starting up the 

mountainside, he almost collided with a German Army staff car hurrying down from the opposite 

direction. He made an offensive gesture behind him at the disappearing tail lights and laughed. The days 

of German occupation of his beloved island were numbered. 

Vittorio saw the lights of Il Castello Rimini at least a quarter mile before he arrived at the ancient 

fortress. He hoped that he had not missed too much of the festivities, though if he had, he thought his news 

would resurrect the merriment. 

As soon as he shut off the motorcycle’s engine, however, he sensed that something was amiss. 

Although the windows and the front door were open, no sounds issued forth from the building. The 

oppressive silence caused the hairs on the back of the resistance fighter’s neck to prickle. He instinctively 

drew his Beretta and cautiously approached the entrance, straining to hear any noise, however faint. 

Once inside, he stopped and stood immobile in the marble entry hall, listening and watching. Thirty 

seconds went by during which he neither heard nor saw anything. Flattening himself against the wall, he 

overturned one of the large bronze braziers that flanked the entrance, kicking it and sending it skidding 
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noisily across the marble floor. It was then that he heard a bare gasp and a stifled whimper from across 

the entry hall behind the closed cloakroom door. 

Vittorio covered the distance in three swift leaps and roughly kicked the door open. He crouched, 

leveling his pistol and furtively sweeping it from side to side, watching for any movement that would 

present him with a target. 

A frail old man huddled in the corner, quivering and crying. The astringent smell of urine 

permeated the room. 

Vittorio Gianelli holstered his weapon as he crossed toward the man. “Paulo, Paulo,” he said softly, 

gently shaking him by the shoulder. “It’s Vittorio. It’s all right now. I’m here. Everything will be all right.” 

The old man broke down, convulsing with sobs, repeating over and over again, “I’m sorry, Master 

Vittorio. I’m sorry.” 

Vittorio put his arms around the man and tried to comfort him. “No, no, Paulo. It’s all right. Tell 

me what happened. Where is Sophia?…Where is the countess?” 

But all the old man could do was quiver and sob. “I heard the shots and I hid. I was afraid, Master 

Vittorio. I was so afraid, and I did nothing to help the countess. I’m sorry, Master Vittorio. I know I am a 

coward, but please do not kill me. I am so sorry.” 

The image of the German Army staff car flashed into Vittorio’s mind’s eye; and even though he 

guessed at the sorrow that awaited him in the dining room, the young partisan held his fury in check. This 

gentle old retainer, filled with fear and remorse, could not be faulted for what had happened, and should 

not be subjected to the young man’s rage. 

He gently helped the other man to his feet. “Go to your room, Paulo. Clean yourself up and then 

come down and we will talk. I want you to tell me everything that you remember.” He affectionately 

squeezed the old man’s shoulder, then turned and headed down the hallway in the direction of the dining 

room. 

As a partisan, Vittorio had seen death many times, but the death of valiant warriors fallen in battle, 

the result of a firefight. The scene in his sister’s dining room was carnage—a massacre. As Vittorio slowly 

walked the length of the room surveying the butchery, the tears welled up in his smoldering obsidian eyes. 

These were men and women whom he had grown up knowing and loving, an extended family of surrogate 

aunts and uncles. 

When he reached the end of the table, he knelt down, sat back on his heels, and tenderly cradled 

the body of his older sister in his arms. Only then did the tears finally come. A young Vittorio Gianelli 

stroked his dead sister’s hair and, while weeping uncontrollably, swore a vendetta. 
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*     *     * 

Following the evacuation of German and Italian forces from Sicily in August of 1943, after only 

thirty-eight days of fighting, the Allies did something that would have a profound effect on Sicily, on 

America, and on Vittorio Gianelli personally. Not wanting to occupy the island, the Armed forces turned 

over administration of Sicilian affairs to Americans who spoke fluent Italian. Sicilian expatriates living in 

the States could not believe their good fortune. 

Where once Il Duce had all but crushed it in its birthplace, the Allies, in effect, although 

unwittingly, reimposed Mafia rule in Sicily. And as the new mafiosi sought out new recruits, they naturally 

looked to those young men who had fought so bravely in the Resistance. 

Vittorio Gianelli was one of the first inducted as a giovani d’onore—an honorable youth. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 1 

TUESDAY, AUGUST 12 - LATE MORNING 

OLIVEREA - NEW YORK’S CATSKILLS 

 

With his eyes closed, it seemed to Danny Henderson as if he were part of the forest itself. The 

sounds became so much clearer and sharper. Somewhere to his left, a woodpecker hammered a territorial 

warning. Among the birches, pines, and poplars that lined the banks of the Esopus Creek, crows gossiped. 

The stream gurgled and splashed over the rocks on its journey down the mountainside toward the Ashokan 

Reservoir. 

The teenager sat there on the cool ground of the stream bank, leaning back on his elbows and 

resting his back and head against a giant pudding-stone boulder. The aroma of pine needles, mingling with 

the smell of damp, loamy soil, filled his nostrils. 

Another scent, though, blended with those of nature. This one made his stomach rumble audibly 

and his mouth water freely. In his imagination he could visualize those hunks of bread, meat and cheese 

that were wrapped in a blue-and-white checkered napkin, the plowman’s lunch his Uncle Roz had fixed 

for him. 

A wicker hamper sat on the ground next to the boulder. Although he couldn’t smell them, he could 

also envision the Ziploc bag of double-fudge chocolate chip cookies that he knew were tucked away in 

the hamper next to the linen towel. His stomach rumbled again, this time quite loudly. 

From beneath the peak of his scarlet-black-and-white Onteora Indians baseball cap, the boy opened 

his eyes ever-so-slightly and peered out through his lashes. The shafts of noontime sunlight on this August 

day, broken up by the overhanging branches, appeared as sparkling pools of diamonds dancing on the 

water’s surface. 
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Suddenly, among the other forest noises, one particular sound commanded his attention—a 

snuffling from somewhere behind him that grew closer and closer. No longer was his the only nose aware 

of the plowman’s lunch in the hamper. 

Without opening his eyes or changing the position of his body, the boy spoke in a soft but firm 

voice. “Don’t even think about it!” 

The snuffling stopped abruptly with a bit of a snort. Danny opened his eyes and turned his head, 

looking over his left shoulder. With the end of its pink nose just inches away from the brown wicker 

hamper, a yellow Labrador retriever had dropped to her belly and lay with her head in her paws, tongue 

lolling out of the side of her mouth, grinning back at him. Her expressive chestnut-brown eyes asked, 

‘Who? Me?’ 

“Yeah, you,” the boy answered the unspoken question, taking one of the dog’s velvety ears in his 

hand and affectionately tugging on it. 

Requiring no more encouragement than that, the Lab rolled over on her back and panted. Danny 

could interpret the pants with no difficulty at all. They said, ‘Pet me, pet me, pet me.’ He stroked the pink 

tummy, causing one of the animal’s hind legs to involuntary scratch at the air. 

From about fifty feet downstream an elderly gentleman in a white Panama hat and green waders 

with Magnum inflatable suspenders called out. “You gonna play with that dog or you gonna fish?” 

“Play with the dog,” the boy called back as he gave the Lab one last pat. Then sliding the baseball 

cap further back on his head in order to get a better view of the older gentleman in the creek, he shifted 

his position so that he could reach down into the stream. “Unless you want me to get arrested,” he added, 

proudly raising a string of fish from the water for the elderly man to see. 

A second man, roughly the same age as the one in the waders, groaned from a camp stool on the 

opposite bank. “You can’t have caught your limit already.” The man had on a brown Donegal tweed hat 

pulled down over his ears with about every kind of trout fly imaginable stuck to it. 

“Hey, you two may be retired but I got a living to make. I can’t take all day. Besides, Uncle Roz 

already has Baked Stuffed Trout Almondine written on the blackboard as the catch-of-the-day. Let’s see, 

now,”—the boy made a big show of examining the string of fish—“six browns and four rainbows. Yep, 

that’s the limit all right.” He giggled as he eased the fish back into the water. 

“The only thing worse than a smart-ass is a young smart-ass,” the old man in the waders grumbled 

to his comrade in the tweed hat. 
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“Of course that doesn’t count the seven brookies I had to release,” Danny said. “Uncle Roz doesn’t 

think brookies are big enough to make a decent meal. Umm, how have you more-experienced fishermen 

done so far?” 

The boy’s blue eyes twinkled. He knew he was being a smart-ass; nevertheless, he deliberately 

drew out the words ‘more-experienced,’ remembering the first day he had run into Matt and Harvey: 

 

Almost every single night for the three months since Christmas, Danny Henderson 

had practiced casting with the new fly rod and reel that his mom’s boyfriend, Ed McAvoy, 

had given him. He would stand out back of The Plough & Whistle Pub and use the little 

area his uncle had set aside for an English garden, and pretend it was a pond. Come the 

first of April, he was going to be ready. Not only mailmen went about their appointed 

rounds in the snow, the sleet, and the sub-zero temperatures. Danny managed at least a 

half hour of practice each night. 

Unfortunately the opening day of the trout season fell on a school day; however, 

the following Saturday he and McAvoy had a standing date to go fishing. 

*     *     * 

The Plough & Whistle, in downtown Peekamoose Heights, deep in New York’s 

Catskills, was home to Danny. He lived in an apartment above the pub with his mother. 

Although christened ‘Stephanie,’ everyone called her ‘Stevie,’ due to her small, slight 

build, short brown hair, and pixyish tomboy looks. In addition to being the barmaid, she 

was the co-owner of the pub. 

Her brother, retired Air Force Master Sergeant Roscoe Jarvis, was her partner as 

well as the cook and bartender. He also had an apartment above the pub. Because of 

Roscoe’s round body, round head, and little ears, everyone called him Porky—except 

Stevie and Danny. They always referred to him as Roz and Uncle Roz, respectively. 

As the start of the trout season grew nearer, Danny had honed his skill with a fly 

rod until he had become deadly accurate. He could hit the frozen water in the cast crushed-

stone birdbath, fifty paces away, twenty-three of twenty-five times. The brass sundial, at a 

mere thirty paces, and the hand-cast, reinforced concrete sculpture of Peter Rabbit, at 

twenty, no longer offered any challenge at all to the aspiring young angler. 

One night each week, McAvoy would come over and give him personalized 

instructions. In three short months, the boy had learned the forward cast, the roll cast, the 
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side cast, the roll-cast pickup, and had also learned to false cast and shoot line. In addition, 

McAvoy had taught the boy how to tie the various knots he would need, how to read a trout 

stream so that he could discover where the fish feed and live, and, most important, how to 

tie his own flies—even the secret ingredient for the McSuperfly. 

By the start of trout season, Danny was ready. Ready with a capital-R. 

*     *     * 

Bright and early on April fifth, the fourteen-year-old happily walked directly across 

Irving Boulevard from The Plough & Whistle to the Peekamoose Heights police station, 

his yellow dog trotting along at his side. Danny carried his gift rod from McAvoy and a 

tackle box in one hand, and a wicker hamper in the other. He had the strap of a wicker 

creel slung over one shoulder and a landing net clipped to his belt. 

The creel and net he had bought himself, with money his father had sent him for 

Christmas. Skip Henderson always sent money, never an honest-to-goodness present. It 

used to bother Danny, but, as he got older, he actually preferred the money. That way he 

could buy what he wanted. Sometimes, though, he wished that his dad would make the 

effort to get him something, even if it turned out to be something lame. 

On this fifth day of April, Danny was ready to fish. What he got was disappointment. 

He hadn’t been ready for that. 

As soon as he opened the door to the police station Danny sensed it coming. Lucille 

McAvoy, the police dispatcher and office manager, as well as Ed McAvoy’s sister-in-law, 

barked orders to someone on the police radio. Her earsplitting, piercing, grating, buzzsaw 

of a voice filled the entire station. 

As the boy entered, he caught the word ‘roadblock’ and his heart began to sink into 

his shoe tops. Lucille gave him a quick wave and pointed to the row of wooden chairs along 

the wall. He stood his rod in a corner, set the creel and hamper down next to it, and sat 

where he had been directed, shoulders slumped and hands folded in his lap. 

The yellow Lab lay at his feet with her head in her paws. Even the dog sensed the 

coming let-down. 

Through the glass into Chief McAvoy’s office, the boy watched as McAvoy, Officer 

Larry Parker, and Sergeant Jim Culpepper stood with their backs to him, facing the large 

detailed map of Ulster County on the wall behind the desk. McAvoy did the talking as he 
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pointed to the map, and the other two police officers nodded and made entries into small 

spiral notebooks. None of the three was smiling. 

Although the door to the chief’s office stood open, with Lucille screeching so loudly 

into the radio microphone in the outer office, Danny couldn’t make out what McAvoy was 

saying. It hardly mattered, though. He knew that whatever was being said would translate 

into ‘No fishing today.’ 

The threesome turned from the map, exited the chief’s office, came through the gate 

in the counter that separated the operations area from the waiting area, and hurriedly 

headed for the main door. 

McAvoy noticed the boy and the dog, and his gray eyes softened as he paused only 

long enough to bend down, tousle Danny’s straw-colored hair and offer an apology. 

“Sorry, Danny. One of those things. I’ll catch you later.” 

The chief grabbed his red parka from the hall tree by the door and followed the two 

officers outside. 

The dog lifted her head inquisitively. Her large chestnut-brown eyes asked, ‘Aren’t 

we going, too?’ 

The boy tugged on one of the velvety ears, reading her thoughts. “Not this time, 

Sandy,” he told her. 

Then, after a brief pause, Danny smiled, not that his loss was less bitter, but because 

he realized that he could live with it. This hadn’t been a personal rejection. It was just one 

of those things. He smiled because he recalled how many times in the three years that his 

mother had been seeing McAvoy that he had heard the chief break a date with Stevie using 

almost those exact words: ‘Sorry, Honey. One of those things. I’ll call you later.’ 

“Come on, Sandy,” Danny said, rising and crossing to retrieve his fishing gear. 

“No reason why we can’t go by ourselves.” 

The Lab instantly sprang to her feet, tail wagging with anticipation. Danny waved 

a good-bye to Lucille, which she acknowledged with a nod and a wink; and he and his four-

footed pal returned to The Plough & Whistle to beg a ride from his mom. 

*     *     * 

Some ten minutes later Stevie dropped the pair off at Maben Hollow Road, just 

before the town of Oliverea on County Road #47. It was a sparsely populated spot that 

Danny had preselected after months of studying the large county map in McAvoy’s office. 
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“Do you have your cell phone?” she asked in that motherly tone of voice before 

Danny could close the door of the white Honda minivan. 

“Yes, Mom.” He stood impatiently with his hand on the door handle and shifted his 

weight from foot to foot. 

“And you’ll call me by when?” 

“No later than two o’clock, Mom.” He started to close the door. 

“And where will you call from?” 

“From right here, Mom.” Then hastily added, “And I’ll try not to get my shoes wet, 

I’ll keep my jacket buttoned up, and I’ll remember to eat my lunch, okay? Good-bye.” With 

that, he slammed the door and set off down Maben Hollow Road toward the Esopus Creek, 

the yellow Lab leading the way, exploring every nook and cranny of the underbrush. 

The months of anticipation hadn’t even come close to preparing the boy for the 

actual pleasure of fly fishing. In that small stretch of the Esopus Creek, thick with pine, 

birch, poplar, and undergrowth that completely screened the rill from all telltale signs of 

civilization, Danny Henderson had found his secret spot. For three hours he had been 

transported to another world where just he, a yellow dog, forest creatures, and trout lived. 

*     *     * 

McAvoy’s expert tutoring had paid off handsomely. By twelve-thirty Danny had a 

string of four brownies, three brookies, and three of the most beautiful rainbows 

imaginable—the daily creel limit. Sandy hadn’t done too badly either. Danny had seen her 

hunt up and eat two frogs and a chipmunk. God knew what else might be resting peacefully 

in the dog’s belly. Danny certainly didn’t want to know, especially while he sat there eating 

his lunch. 

Then, to his dismay, the boy discovered that his secret spot wasn’t really all that 

secret, nor was it all his. 

Because of the thick foliage, he couldn’t see them coming, but he certainly could 

hear them. There were at least two, he thought, maybe three, coming down the slope into 

the river valley. One of them had to have been the clumsiest oaf in the forest, stepping on 

every twig and tripping over every root all the way down to the creek. As they appeared 

through the underbrush, Danny put a hand on Sandy and stifled a laugh. 

There were three men, two somewhat older in their mid- to late-sixties and a 

younger man in his mid-thirties. One of the older men, a big man with a flushed face and 
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a nose full of broken blood vessels, had on green waders, a white ski parka, and a big white 

Panama hat. Danny imagined it to have been he who had tripped over everything on the 

way down. Why he hadn’t waited until he reached the creek to put on the waders mystified 

the youngster. 

The other older man had a slight build and a face that carried a perpetually amused 

expression on it. He wore perfectly pressed tan chinos tucked into the tops of his hiking 

boots, and, underneath an unzipped tan windbreaker, he had on a royal-blue fishing vest 

that sported over two dozen pockets. Trout flies of all sizes and varieties covered every 

inch of his brown Donegal-tweed hat. All in all, he looked as if he had just stepped off the 

cover of Field & Stream. The only item he carried that had no visible purpose for fishing 

was a gnarled hickory cane. 

The youngest of the trio had sandy-colored hair, a friendly sort of face, and the 

build of an athlete—an all-American-boy type. But although he looked as if he enjoyed 

sports, it was obvious from the manner in which he dressed that fishing was not one of 

them. He wore a blue Harris-tweed sport coat over a cream-colored cable-knit sweater, a 

pair of blue jeans, and brown Hushpuppy ankle boots. He carried the old man’s fly rod 

and tackle box and two camp chairs, one of which he propped up against a tree at the edge 

of the woods as he made his way down to the stream. After depositing the rod and tackle 

box on a large piece of shale that protruded into the water, he proceeded to set up the 

second chair and assist the man in the tweed hat over to it. 

As the elderly man sat, laid his cane beside the chair, and picked up the fly rod, 

Danny recognized the effects of arthritis. He had observed Mrs. Winthrop often enough, 

with her scrimshawed-handled cane, walk and sit in the same manner. The old man did not 

seem quite as debilitated as Mrs. Winthrop, but the disease had progressed to the point 

where he had difficulty standing or walking without the assistance of the younger man’s 

arm or the cane. 

The fly rods that both men carried were top-of-the-line Orvis Bighorn Specials with 

Battenkill reels worth, Danny remembered from three months of reading fishing 

magazines, over four hundred dollars apiece. He took a quick glance at his own gear, 

which he knew McAvoy had purchased at the Sears store at the Hudson Valley Mall in 

Kingston, and was momentarily envious. 
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But hey, he thought, I caught the creel limit in a little over two hours. How much 

better can they do? 

The two elderly fishermen busied themselves with the preparations of tying flies to 

their leader lines. It surprised Danny how fast the man with the arthritic condition worked 

with the aid of a brass knot-tying tool. The younger man retreated the eight yards or so to 

the edge of the woods, retrieved the other camp chair, and set it up beneath a large clump 

of birch. Taking a paperback book from the rear pocket of his jeans, he began to survey 

the area. As his eyes scanned the stream, they suddenly came to a stop on the boy and his 

dog. 

Danny could see that the man was somewhat taken aback so he waved and called 

out. “Hi. How you guys doing?” 

The two older men looked up, somewhat startled to find that they had company. The 

man in the tweed hat glanced quickly at the young man by the birches then, just as quickly, 

returned his gaze to Danny. Then he smiled. 

“Didn’t mean to surprise you,” Danny offered by way of an apology. 

“Just didn’t think anyone else knew about our private spot,” the man in the waders 

said, somewhat tersely. 

“No problem, boy,” the man in the tweed hat said with a grin. “I’m Matt.” Then 

he pointed to his fishing buddy, “And this curmudgeonly old coot is Harvey. Up there,”—

he gestured to the young man by the birch trees—“is my nephew Lenny.” 

Lenny smiled warmly and waved, then sat on the camp stool. 

“I’m Danny,” the boy replied. “And this, here, is Sandy.” 

“Hope he don’t scare all the fish away,” Harvey mumbled as he finished tying a 

nymph on his leader and stepped out into the stream. 

“No, sir,” Danny said, somewhat defensively. “She’s real quiet. She won’t bother 

anyone.” The thought that he wisely left unspoken was, If a clumsy oaf like you doesn’t 

scare them away, stomping around in the creek like a water buffalo, my dog certainly won’t 

do any harm. 

“I’m sure she won’t, Danny,” Matt said, his grin cracking into a genuine smile. 

“Looks like a fine dog. Harvey here is just one of those no-nonsense fisherman. In fact, 

Harvey here is one of those no-nonsense anythings.” He continued, ignoring the oh-tell-

me-about-it glowers from the other man. “Cards, horseshoes, you name it. Old Harvey is 
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out for blood. Pay his grumbles no mind.” From his sitting position, Matt fluidly cast his 

streamer into the creek. 

Danny thought that Harvey ought to get together with Ulster County Sheriff’s 

Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett if he really wanted to see someone who went out for blood 

in a game, but kept the thought to himself and just nodded. 

“There’s fishing and then there’s playing at fishing,” Harvey said in an attempt to 

defend his grumpiness. “We more-experienced fishermen tend to take the sport a bit more 

seriously. No offense, son.” He drew out the phrase ‘more-experienced’ so that it came out 

very condescending and was, in fact, very much intended to offend. 

“None taken,” the youngster replied as he finished his lunch and closed up the 

hamper. “It was nice meeting all three of you.” He stood and walked over to the water’s 

edge. “But I’ve got to be getting home now. Good luck with the trout.” 

“It’s skill, son, not luck that separates the fishermen from the would-be fisherman,” 

Harvey pontificated. 

“But a little luck would be nice,” Matt added. “Harvey and I fished this part of the 

creek every day last season and I don’t think we ever caught the limit between us.” 

“This is the hardest area there is,” Harvey grumbled. “If you wanted to dip ’em 

out by the dozens, you should be down by The Portal. This part of the creek is for real 

fishermen.” 

As Danny pulled his string of ten fish from the stream and deposited them into his 

creel he could tell that the two older men had stopped what they were doing to watch. He 

didn’t look up at them. He didn’t have to. The silence said it all as he made a big production 

out of opening the creel, lowering the string of fish, closing the creel, and picking up the 

rest of his gear. Only then did he look at the two more-experienced fishermen and shoot 

them a wink and a grin. 

Matt Christiansen erupted with laughter. Harvey DuMont grumbled something 

about beginner’s luck and waded away further downstream. 

“Where do you live, Danny?” Matt asked, between wheezes. 

“Over in Peekamoose Heights,” the boy replied, now smiling broadly at the 

situation. 

“That’s a long hike,” he said, making another expert cast. 
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“My mom dropped me off. I’m going to call her, and she’ll pick me up at Maben 

Hollow Road. “Is it okay if I come back here to fish?” Danny asked. “It sure is a nice 

spot.” 

“Come back anytime, Danny,” Matt replied. “Anybody who can catch the creel 

limit belongs here.” He looked in Harvey’s direction and continued in a loud voice. “Isn’t 

that so, Mr. Real Fisherman?” 

Harvey’s grumbled “Yeah, what the hell,” was almost drowned out by Matt’s 

laughter. 

*     *     * 

So it had been since that first Saturday in April. In the four months Danny had been 

coming to the creek, on those days when he was allowed to go fishing, he had drastically 

reduced the trout community, catching the creel limit every single day. And Sandy had all 

but wiped out the frog and chipmunk population in that stretch of the Esopus, as well as 

putting a sizable dent in the snake clan. 

During the school year, the boy could only come to the stream on Saturdays. Since 

the end of the term, though, he managed to be there three days each and every week. His 

mother had been a bit difficult to convince, but once he had gotten his Uncle Roz on his 

side, Stevie soon relented. 

*     *     * 

Ex-master sergeant Roscoe Jarvis had been the chief cook with the 3rd Air Force 

Tactical Fighter Wing at the Upper Heyford NATO base near Ardley and Steeple Aston, in 

Oxfordshire, England. And an excellent cook he was. People would drive from as far away 

as Kingston and Saugerties for a special dinner at the authentic English pub in 

Peekamoose Heights. 

One day Porky had innocently wandered into the dispute between Danny and Stevie 

about all the time the boy was spending at the creek and not helping with the lunch trade 

at the pub. All Danny had to say was, “Catch-of-the-day?” and Porky’s little round face 

had lit up like a Jack-o-lantern. 

“I say, Stevie.” After thirty years in the Thames and Chilterns region of England, 

Porky had picked up quite a few British speech mannerisms. “The lad’s allowance could 

just as easily be based on the number of fish caught and cleaned as the number of tables 
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waited, eh what?” Then he had turned his gaze on Danny and continued. “Notice the words 

‘and cleaned,’ lad?” 

“Yes, sir,” the boy had answered. 

Porky had rubbed his hand over his bald, round head as he came to a decision. 

“I’ll pay you the same per pound that I now pay Gilland’s Fish Market, but that’s per 

pound cleaned. And no brook trout, mind you. They’re not big enough to be bothered with.” 

The boy had glanced over at his mother who looked at her brother’s innocent, 

smiling, cherub-like face and reluctantly nodded her assent. She did it, though, with a 

raised finger of caution as she added, “Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays only. You’ve 

still got chores to do around here. And, you ride your bike. I’m not chauffeuring you to and 

from the stream three days a week.” 

Danny had been about to protest but catching his uncle’s wink and slight nod, 

looked at his mom and simply said, “Done.” 

 

On this particular Tuesday in August, as Danny Henderson’s stomach rumbled again, the long-

awaited words rang down from the slope from Harvey’s house. “Lunch time, boys!” 

Sandy was off in a flash, through the stream, across the bank, and into the woods in the direction 

of the voice, tail wagging. ‘Lunch’ was one of her favorite words in a very substantial vocabulary. 

Harvey DuMont waded over to the outcropping of shale, waddled out of the stream and removed 

his waders. Matt Christiansen set his fly rod on the rock and turned toward the crackling of the underbrush 

in the direction of the voice. Danny reached behind him and dragged his wicker hamper over to his side. 

A threesome emerged from the woods in the same order as they always did. Sandy first, followed 

by Cynthia DuMont, with Lenny Damien bringing up the rear and carrying an enormous picnic basket 

that contained the men’s lunches. 

Early on in their acquaintanceship, Mrs. DuMont had wanted to fix Danny’s lunch as well on those 

days when he was at the stream with the men. While that arrangement would have been all right by him, 

his Uncle Roz would not hear of it. 

“Mrs. DuMont will fix your lunch?” Porky had intoned rhetorically. “DuMont? Sounds French.” 

He let out a derisive snort through his nose. “No nephew of mine will be eating frog food when he can get 

good substantial English fare. I’ll pack your hamper as always, lad.” 

That had been that. 
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Cynthia DuMont was a good twenty years younger than her husband and in excellent shape for 

her forty-some years. Danny Henderson, at fourteen, was just beginning to notice things about women 

that he hadn’t thought much about heretofore. On this hot August day, the tight pink-and-white shorts and 

matching, and equally-tight, halter top that Cynthia wore didn’t require him to tax his imagination too 

much. 

The woman reminded Danny of Lucille McAvoy, but with two big differences. The first, of course, 

lay in their voices. Where Lucille’s sounded like an unmuffled, gasoline-powered weedwacker, Cynthia’s 

was low and sultry. The second had to do with their features. While both women had long, shapely legs, 

nice hips, and generously endowed tops, Cynthia DuMont had a very beautiful face to complete the 

package. Lucille McAvoy, on the other hand, had a face like an English bulldog. People in Peekamoose 

Heights often joked, out of Lucille’s earshot of course, that Lucille McAvoy was the best looking woman 

in New York State—from the neck down. 

Cynthia held on to a big, floppy straw hat with one hand as she directed Lenny where to set the 

basket and spread the orange-and-brown checkered tablecloth on the outcropping of shale. The men ate 

in the same spot every day, where Matt’s chair sat. But still, Cynthia always directed Lenny as if he were 

the village halfwit. Each time, though, Lenny wordlessly and genially complied, spreading the cloth as 

instructed. 

Danny had picked up his hamper, crossed the stepping-stone bridge, and joined the foursome on 

the other side of the creek. He tried to be inconspicuous about sneaking glances at Mrs. DuMont’s straining 

halter as he set out his lunch. When the woman suddenly addressed him, he quickly averted his eyes to 

look at her face, but he felt his cheeks go flush as Cynthia smiled knowingly. 

“I hope you have room for some of my fudge brownies, Danny. I baked them fresh this morning.” 

“A…a…always, M…M…Mrs. DuMont. Always r…r…room for brownies.” He looked away 

from the woman and nervously routed in his hamper for Sandy’s biscuits, gave them to the dog, and 

shooed the Lab away from the picnic area. 

*     *     * 

The after-lunch ritual never changed. Cynthia DuMont would stand and say, “Well, I’ll just leave 

you men to your fish stories,” then she’d head up the slope toward the house. Lenny would gather up the 

refuse and follow her. Matt and Harvey would swap lies, and Danny would listen to them. Eventually one 

or the other of the older men would get around to asking the same question of the boy. On that particular 

day it was Matt. 

“Okay, Danny. Badger. What about badger?” 
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The boy smiled and shook his head. “Nope. Why don’t you just pay me the ten bucks and I’ll tell 

you.” 

“Lemme look at it again,” Harvey said. “This is getting ridiculous.” 

Danny reached into his shirt pocket and handed over a McSuperfly. 

“McSuperfly, my ass,” Harvey continued as he studied the fly for perhaps the twenty-fifth time, 

turning it over and over in his hand. “It’s a White Wulff!…Sort of.” 

“Now, now,” Matt Christiansen said, gesturing with his head toward Danny. 

“Now, now, what? The boy’s in junior high school. You don’t think he’s heard the word ass 

before?” Harvey tossed the fly back to Danny and dug in his pocket and pulled out a ten-spot. “Now, Matt, 

here, just guessed badger. We’ve exhausted all the animals there are—fox, weasel, rabbit…all of ’em.” 

Danny pocketed the ten-dollar bill and nodded again. “Not quite all.” 

For the past month the two men had been trying to figure out the one ingredient of Ed McAvoy’s 

McSuperfly that wasn’t readily apparent, but with no luck. Finally, Danny had given them a week and bet 

them ten dollars each that they’d never guess. Today was pay-up time. 

Matt Christiansen beckoned to Lenny, who had returned from the house. “Pay the boy ten dollars. 

I can’t figure it out, and I thought I knew every fly there was.” 

The young angler safely stowed the second ten-dollar bill in his shirt pocket. “The answer’s been 

so close to you, Mr. Christiansen, I thought for sure you were going to get it. I really did.” 

“Well?” Harvey grumbled. “Apparently close ain’t quite good enough. What the hell is it?” 

“It’s dog down, Mr. DuMont.” Harvey and Matt looked at each other in disbelief. The boy 

continued. “When I brush Sandy, there’s a downy underfur that comes out in the brush with the hair. 

That’s the secret ingredient of the McSuperfly—dog down.” He reached into his pocket again, took out a 

second McSuperfly, and then tossed one to each of the older men. “Here. God knows you two more-

experienced fishermen can use all the help you can get.” 

The boy snickered as he stood up and looked around for his dog. 

Matt Christiansen laughed out loud as he placed the McSuperfly in a prominent spot on his tweed 

hat. 

Harvey DuMont grumbled, “Dog down. Shit!” and tossed the fly into his open tackle box. 

In response to Danny’s whistle, the yellow Lab came out from the underbrush in the direction of 

the DuMont house, proudly carrying something in her mouth. 
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“What the hell’s it eating now?” Harvey grumbled. “Damn. You’re going to have to start feeding 

that animal more, boy. And don’t let it bring the damned thing down here. We just finished lunch, for 

God’s sake.” 

“Drop it! Sandy, drop it!” Danny commanded. The dog sat on her haunches at the edge of the 

woods and deposited something small and brown on the stones by her front paws. She wagged her tail 

with pride as the boy approached. 

“Looks like the chipmunk population just went down another notch,” Matt said as he leaned over 

and picked up his fly rod. 

The youngster had collected a branch from the stream bank with which to fling the carcass away, 

but upon arriving at his panting, tail-wagging friend, he discarded the twig, knelt and picked up the dog’s 

prize with his hand. 

“It’s not a chipmunk, it’s a bag,” Danny called out as he sat on the ground next to the Lab and 

attempted to open the small, dirt-covered, brown leather pouch. 

“What kind of bag?” Matt asked, trading his rod for the hickory cane and hobbling over. 

As always, Harvey took a negative tack. “That dog better not be tearing up the trash,” he growled 

as he pulled on his green waders. 

“No, no, Mr. DuMont,” Danny defended his pal as he brushed the dirt from the pouch. “She didn’t 

get this from the trash. It looks like she dug it up out of the ground or something.” Danny was still 

struggling with the drawstring on the pouch when Matt Christiansen and Lenny reached his side. “The 

cord’s knotted so tight, I can’t get it loose.” 

Lenny reached into a pocket of his jeans and extracted a birchwood-handled Buck folding knife. 

“Here, just cut the knot and let’s see what you’ve got.” He handed the knife to the boy. 

Danny severed the knot, loosened the drawstring, and poured the contents of the pouch onto a 

saucer-shaped piece of shale. Rays of noontime sun streaming through the trees broke into a rainbow of 

colors as they refracted through the rose-colored, pear-shaped diamond. The stone was held in a frame of 

hammered gold, and suspended from a gold curb-link chain. Danny could only look up at Matt and Lenny 

with his mouth wide open in amazement. 

Sandy, hoping that it was edible, lay down to give the jewel a sniff. 

“Well, now,” Matt said, as he pulled off his tweed hat and scratched his head. 

“Well, now, indeed,” Lenny echoed, reclaiming the knife and returning it to his pocket. 



22                                                                                                            STACKHOUSE 

 

 

Harvey clomped over to the trio, his curiosity having gotten the better of him. “What the hell are 

you guys staring—” Just then he saw for himself. “Kee-rist!” Harvey made one attempt to kneel, but found 

that the waders restricted his movement. “Lemme have it! Hold it up here!” 

Danny placed the pendant in Harvey’s outstretched trembling hand. “Why would someone bury 

something like this?” the boy asked. 

Harvey DuMont was almost salivating. “I’ll…uh…take this into a jewelry store and see what they 

have to say about it. In the meantime, let’s just keep this between the four of us, okay?” 

“Excuse me?” Matt Christiansen reached over and plucked the bauble from his friend’s hand and 

returned it to the leather pouch. 

“It was found on my property,” Harvey protested. 

“By the boy’s dog,” Matt said. 

“But still—” 

“But still nothing.” Matt handed the pouch to Danny, who had been just sitting there with his 

mouth open. “Better call your friend McAvoy, son. Nobody buries a rock like this in the woods unless 

there’s something funny going on. I’m pretty sure the chief will want to take a good hard look into this.” 

“But, Matt,” Harvey continued to whine. 

“But, nothing. Is it yours?” Matt looked at his friend and there was silence. “Then what kind of 

example is that to set for the boy?” 

Harvey DuMont grumbled something inaudible as he clomped over to the outcropping of shale 

and sat down to remove his waders. 

Matt looked down at Danny again and winked. “Make the call, son.” 

*     *     * 

When Lucille put through Danny’s call, the chief definitely became intrigued. However, the area 

where the jewel had been found lay well outside the Peekamoose Heights police jurisdiction. He asked 

Lucille to notify the Ulster County Sheriff’s office, and then he hopped into his Jeep and headed out 

toward County Road #47 to see the necklace for himself. 

He always asked Lucille—for anything, even though he was the boss. Unwritten Rule #1: The only 

member of the Peekamoose Heights Police Force who told people what to do was Lucille herself. The 

sooner new members of the department realized this, the better off they were. Lucille could be a dragon 

without much effort at all. 
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As the blue-and-white Jeep Cherokee pulled into Harvey DuMont’s driveway, McAvoy smiled 

when he saw the number 73 stenciled on the rear of the white Ford Explorer already parked there. The 

chief braked to a stop next to the Ulster County Sheriff’s patrol vehicle. 

Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett had just extricated his six-foot-four-inch, one-hundred-ninety-

five-pound frame from the SUV and was adjusting his dark-brown, Smokey Bear-style trooper’s hat. 

Martin cut a fine figure in his uniform. The bluegray trousers with the dark-blue stripe down the 

sides had been pressed with knife-edge creases, and the black shirt had been laundered with just enough 

starch to preclude casual wrinkling. A gold-plated tie tack in the shape of sergeant’s stripes held his 

bluegray tie in place. Martin’s distinguished looks commanded respect. He thought so anyway. 

“Hey, Deputy Dawg,” McAvoy shouted, as he hopped out of the Cherokee. “This must be a mighty 

important case for them to assign someone of your stature to it.” 

So much for respect. 

The contrast between the two police officers was remarkable. McAvoy, at six-foot-two and two-

hundred-twenty pounds, his tummy just beginning to overlap his belt, only dressed in a uniform on 

ceremonial occasions. Otherwise, he opted for civvies. On this particular day, in his blue chinos, a navy-

and-blue tattersall sport shirt, open at the neck, a tan poplin sport coat, and tan chukka boots, he looked 

like a vacationing stockbroker. The chief worked hard to cultivate a relaxed image. People were more at 

ease with him dressed that way, and McAvoy liked people to be at ease with him. 

The village of Peekamoose Heights, tucked into the valley where three of the Catskills’ 

mountains—Slide, Wildcat, and Hemlock—all came together, was a community comprised mostly of 

second homes, some of them quite grand. The wealthy part-time residents seemed to prefer the low-profile 

look of their police chief to the storm-trooper image. Although all the other eight officers on the 

Peekamoose Heights police force dressed in standard dark-blue uniforms, McAvoy’s personal 

interviewing process screened out any applicants with storm-trooper mentalities. 

TO SERVE AND PROTECT was more than just a slogan stenciled on the front fenders of the 

Peekamoose Heights police vehicles. It was a mission that the entire department took to heart. 

“Up yours,” Martin growled in response to the chief’s verbal jab. “I just happened to be nearby in 

Winnisook when the call came in.” 

“Grand opening of a new Dunkin’ Donuts?” 

“You gonna be a smart-ass or what? What’s your interest in this, anyway?” 

The two men crossed toward the front door, the Ulster County Deputy walking a bit slower than 

usual to allow his friend with the slight limp to keep pace. 
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“Danny Henderson is the one who called it in.” 

“Ahh,” was all that Deputy Bassett said. It’s all he needed to say. No other explanation was 

necessary. The Deputy, and, in fact, all those who knew McAvoy reasonably well, also knew that the chief 

and Stevie Henderson were ‘an item.’ 

After the introductions had been made and the story told and retold by each of the two fishermen, 

Lenny, and the boy, in turn, over Cynthia DuMont’s recently-baked fudge brownies and freshly brewed 

coffee, the entire company set out down the path through the woods to the stream and the scene of the 

find. 

While Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett conducted his official investigation, with Lenny acting as 

tour guide, Danny took Sandy to their usual spot by the pudding-stone boulder on the opposite stream 

bank to keep her out of everyone’s way. 

Cynthia DuMont had Harvey carry Lenny’s camp stool down from the shade of the birches to the 

sunny stream bank. She sat there, leaning back and closing her eyes under the brim of the floppy straw 

hat, and stretched her exquisite legs out in front of her to work on her tan. 

The image of the woman in the tight pink-and-white shorts and halter was not lost on McAvoy, 

but, as he surreptitiously glanced at Cynthia, he spotted something that interested him a bit more. He 

headed straight for the pair of Orvis Bighorn Specials that were setting on the outcropping of shale. 

Sighing with envy, McAvoy gazed at the rods with their Battenkill reels. 

“Go ahead, Chief, give it one try,” Matt Christiansen said as he hobbled up behind McAvoy. He 

pointed to one of the poles with his cane. “It’s a good all-purpose combination rod.” 

McAvoy picked up the Bighorn Special as if it were the Holy Grail. He looked it over lovingly for 

a few moments then flicked his wrist and watched as the Kaufmann’s Royal Stimulator attached to the 

leader sailed precisely to where he had aimed it. 

He remembered when he had first come to the Catskills after being compelled to take a medical 

retirement from the Detroit Police Force. The former detective captain, with a left tibia shattered by a drug 

dealer’s bullet, had moved into a little cottage on the bank of Deer Shanty Brook where he wiled away his 

time tying trout flies and fishing. 

The offer of the chief’s job in Peekamoose Heights had come in the nick of time. As much as he 

loved trout fishing, McAvoy had been on the verge of going stir crazy. Aside from fishing, the only thing 

he had to occupy his time was directing one show each year at Mountain Gap Repertory, the local 

community theater, and although he enjoyed doing it, it wasn’t enough. 
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Now, as he thought back to those days, he missed the fishing. Since becoming chief, he rarely had 

time, and although he had been promising all season long to go with Danny, he still hadn’t, not even once. 

The Bighorn Special impressed even a longtime fisherman like McAvoy. “Smooth, real smooth,” 

was about all he could say as he repeatedly propelled the fly at various mental targets in the stream. “Great 

action.” 

“Why don’t you play hooky and join us, Ed?” Matt said, leaning on his hickory cane and beaming 

with pride. “I’m sure crime won’t run rampant over in the Heights if you’re away for one day.” 

“I guess I’m just going to have to make the time. I’ve been promising Danny for almost four 

months now and have never gotten around to going with him.” 

“You and the boy’s mom serious?” Matt asked. “Anything imminent? Not that it’s any of my 

business, mind you. It’s just that Danny talks about you quite a bit. We’ve sort of gotten to know you 

through him.” 

“It’s no big secret,” McAvoy said. 

He had draped his sport coat over Matt’s camp stool and continued to cast. A .38 caliber Smith 

and Wesson Model 37, Chief’s Special Airweight sat holstered on his left hip with the butt pointing 

forward in the crossdraw position. For people who still thought that the big man was a vacationing 

stockbroker, this might have been a tip-off that they were wrong. 

“We’re”—McAvoy chose his words carefully—“serious about being serious, if that explains 

anything.” He laughed self-consciously. Although generally outgoing, McAvoy liked to keep his personal 

life very private. 

Matt sensed the invisible wall go up and backed off slightly. “Well, when or if you decide to take 

the plunge, you couldn’t ask for a better stepson.” He nodded toward the opposite side of the stream where 

Danny sat, back up against the pudding-stone boulder with his furry buddy’s head in his lap. 

“Yeah, I know.” McAvoy’s gray eyes moistened slightly as he felt a small pang of guilt for not 

making the time to take Danny fishing. “Couldn’t ask for any better.” 

“Why don’t you come with him this Thursday? Cynthia fixes a great lunch, and besides,”—he 

looked over his shoulder at the woman sunbathing, then back at McAvoy—“you get to watch her serve 

it.” He winked and grinned as the chief snuck another glance at Cynthia’s attributes. 

Deputy Sergeant Martin Bassett broke the mood. “Hey! Can I tear you away from your games for 

a few minutes?” 
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“It’s your case. I’m just along for the ride.” McAvoy nodded a thanks to Matt Christiansen as he 

handed the Bighorn Special to him, retrieved the sport coat from the camp stool, and ambled over to the 

deputy. 

“Yeah, but I thought you might have some sort of professional curiosity about this.” 

What Martin meant was, ‘Now that I’ve taken statements from everyone, I haven’t the slightest 

idea what to do next. What would you suggest?’ He’d never say that outright, but, nevertheless, that’s 

what he meant, and McAvoy knew it. 

“You found where the dog dug it up.” McAvoy phrased it as a statement; however, it was a polite 

way of asking a question. 

“Mr.”—the deputy referred to his notebook—“Leonard Damien and I found a freshly dug hole 

with paw prints all around it.” 

“Anything else in the hole?” 

“No, and the ground beside it is fairly hard. We poked around a bit with a stick.” The second 

sentence was in response to a McAvoy ‘Are you sure?’ look. 

“Then I guess I’d tape off about thirty yards or so around the probable site.” McAvoy shrugged 

his shoulders and stuck one arm into the sport coat, then stopped. “But before calling in the Wenceslas 

Brigade, I’d have Dunlavy’s Jewelers in Kingston tell you for sure what the piece is and then check the 

hot-sheet. There’s no law against burying jewelry in the woods. We don’t really know, yet, if there’s a 

crime to investigate.” 

Deputy Sergeant Stanley Jurocik and his rookie sidekick Deputy Tom Lapinski comprised the 

Ulster County Sheriff’s Department’s forensic team, hence the moniker ‘Wenceslas Brigade.’ 

“But why else would someone bury it?” Martin asked. 

“Domestic dispute? Who knows?” McAvoy turned his attention to Danny and shouted across the 

stream to the boy. “If you’re ready to go, toss your bike in the Jeep and I’ll give you a ride.” 

The youngster sprang to his feet, collected his gear, hopped across the boulders in the stream, said 

his good-byes, and started up the path through the woods to the DuMont house. 

Sandy, as usual, took the direct route through the water and raced up the embankment ahead of 

him. 

McAvoy called after the boy. “Make sure that animal’s paws are clean and that she shakes herself 

off again before she gets into my car.” 
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As Martin Bassett and Lenny went to get the yellow SHERIFF’S LINE—DO NOT CROSS tape from 

the Explorer, the chief took his leave of Matt Christiansen and the DuMonts. He snuck one last lingering 

glance at Cynthia, though, then headed up the path toward the Cherokee. 

Just before he entered the woods, Matt called after him, “Hey, Chief, what about Thursday?” 

McAvoy stopped and thought for a half second, then grinned and shouted back over his shoulder, 

“Count me in.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2 

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 13 - LATE MORNING 

WEST SHOKAN, OLIVEREA, & KINGSTON, NEW YORK 

 

The Ashokan Register, which publishes weekly on Wednesdays in the hamlet of West Shokan, had 

carried a picture of the necklace with the caption: DOG DIGS UP DIAMOND. At press time, no determination 

had yet been made as to how the jewel had come to be buried on the banks of the Esopus Creek or if, 

indeed, it had been stolen. 

The Register had also reported that because Dewey Dunlavy had flown to Amsterdam on a buying 

trip and would not return until Friday, the jewel had remained unidentified. However, as a personal favor 

to the Ulster County Sheriff, Dewey’s wife Kathleen had agreed to keep the pendant in Dunlavy Jewelers’ 

formidable safe rather than have it stored in the sheriff’s property locker. 

In addition to the particulars regarding the find, the newspaper article had also contained the 

general location of the DuMonts’ home. 

*     *     * 

Harvey DuMont was furious. Waving the newspaper in one hand and pacing back and forth, he 

screamed into his cell phone at Bill Brinkmire, the managing editor of the Register. “The public doesn’t 

have the right to know shit! What about my right to privacy?! Do you have any idea what this is going to 

do?! Do you?! The woods around here will be crawling with bozos!” 

Bill found himself at a complete loss for words. The Register was strictly a local newspaper, with 

little coverage of happenings outside Ulster County. Most people in the area not only loved seeing their 

own names in print but also relished reading all the gossip about their neighbors. 
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Bill didn’t need too many words. An irate Harvey DuMont made a reference to something he 

assumed the newspaper man did with his mother, then unceremoniously disconnected before Bill could 

attempt either an explanation or an apology. 

As he hung up his telephone receiver, the managing editor was very glad that he had neglected to 

mention putting the story on the wire, and that several other papers in the state had picked it up. 

*     *     * 

Within an hour after the Register hit the streets, the switchboard at the Ulster County Sheriff’s 

office lit up like a theater marquee. Calls ranged from would-be treasure hunters who wanted to know if 

the necklace had been found on public or private land to those who were sure that it had once belonged to 

their great-aunt Sadie, Hilde, or Myrtle, and wanted to know how to claim the jewel. 

The Sheriff took a bottle of Maalox tablets from his desk drawer and buzzed Deputy Sergeant 

Bassett. “Martin, better get a couple of people over to the DuMonts’ place to keep the crazies out of the 

site until we know for sure what we’re dealing with.” 

He hung up the phone and popped four of the lemon-creme tablets into his mouth, thinking, I really 

needed this. Would all you drug dealers, burglars, murders, and rapists kindly take it easy for today? My 

deputies’ve got to baby-sit a hole that some kid’s dog dug. Jesus H. Christ! 

He swallowed, put a hand to his chest and smiled as a welcome belch relieved some of his 

heartburn. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 3 

THURSDAY, AUGUST 14 - EARLY EVENING 

GREENE COUNTY, NEW YORK 

 

On the northwestern slope of Balsam Mountain, overlooking Deep Notch in Greene County, the 

county just to the north of Ulster County, stood a two-hundred-and-seventy-five-room chateau. Built in 

the nineteenth century by a railroad magnate and christened Winchester House, the four-story European-

style building, with its white stone walls, blue slate roof, and four five-story turrets, resembled an Alpine 

castle. 

The one-hundred-and-ninety acres of woods and formal gardens were surrounded by a sixteen-

foot-high, electrified, Cyclone security fence, topped with a coil of razor wire. Armed guards, dressed in 

casual slacks and blazers, manned the entrance gate and also patrolled the perimeter with German 

Shepherds and Dobermans. These security measures had not been part of the original design of Winchester 

House, but were added in the 1950s when the ownership of the chateau changed hands and was 

rechristened Garibaldi House. 

It was Thursday evening and a grandfatherly figure sat with his wheelchair pulled up to a white 

wrought-iron umbrella table on the terrace of the chateau. The old man ate his dinner in silence as he 

surveyed the three acres of manicured lawn beneath him. Although it was a warm summer evening, a 

charcoal cashmere overcoat with a sable collar hung from his frail shoulders. On his head rested a black 

fedora. The chateau’s maitre d’, dressed completely in white, hovered approximately six feet behind the 

man at the table, trying his best to anticipate what the next request might be. 

Groups of other old men played bocce in the half-dozen long, narrow, sand pitches that had been 

meticulously set into the lawn. The laughter of the players and some of the boisterous shouts in both 
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English and Italian drifted up to the man on the terrace. Occasionally he would smile and acknowledge a 

particularly good shot with a wave. 

Only one of the other fifteen tables had its umbrella raised, and that at the rear of the terrace where 

a stone staircase from ground level joined it. There, a man young enough to be the old man’s grandson, 

but in reality his eldest son, sat with two friends. Having just completed a round of golf on the estate’s 

executive nine-hole course, Antonio Gianelli sipped a frosted schooner of Genny Light. 

On Tony’s left, and dressed nearly identically to him in jeans and a sport shirt, Giancarlo Triano, 

nursing his own schooner of light beer, had recently finished tallying up the two men’s scores—for the 

third time. With the crumpled-up score card in front of him, Giancarlo had begun a discourse on a topic 

at which he felt a good deal more proficient—the relative sexual proclivities of foreign versus domestic 

women. 

From his clothes, it was obvious that the third member of the trio, a short, swarthy, middle-aged 

man sitting to Tony’s right, had not been out on the course with the other two. Wearing a charcoal silk 

suit, black shirt, and cream-colored tie, Giuseppe Triano sat there gazing lovingly at a glass of Donnaz as 

he swirled the smooth, full-bodied red wine to release its bouquet. 

Although he had been listening politely to the storyteller, Tony, who considered himself to be a 

ladies-man without peer, let just a trace of skepticism show on his face. Giancarlo’s older brother 

Giuseppe, however, didn’t even attempt to disguise his own cynicism. As the younger Triano extolled the 

virtues of French women, Giuseppe set his wine glass on the pale-yellow linen placemat and nudged Tony 

with his elbow. 

“Pay attention, Tony. Carlo, here, he knows this subject only too well. You see, he has given his 

right hand a name. It is ‘Babette.’” 

With that, Giuseppe made a pumping motion with his own right hand toward his crotch. Tony 

broke out in a raucous laugh. Giancarlo merely raised a middle finger at his brother. 

“And tell us, brother Joey, when was the last time you had a woman? Heh? Heh?” 

“A gentleman like myself, he no kiss and tell.” 

“He no kiss at all,” Giancarlo said to Tony, mimicking his brother’s still-lingering Northern Italian 

accent. 

As Giancarlo continued with his dissertation, Tony became distracted by the appearance of another 

man on the terrace. 
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A sturdy, bald, middle-aged man had entered at the French doors from the chateau and quickly 

made his way to the maitre d’. He was impeccably dressed in a gray pinstripe suit. In his hand he carried 

a copy of the Greene County Gazette, a weekly published in the city of Catskill every Thursday afternoon. 

Making eye contact with the maitre d’, the consigliere to Vittorio Gianelli motioned with his bald 

head toward Tony’s father, a signal which the other man interpreted as an unspoken, ‘How is he this 

evening?’ 

The man in white gave a small shrug and a pained expression—a silent ‘As well as can be 

expected.’ 

The bald man approached and stood silently at the elderly man’s side, fidgeting slightly. 

“Come va, Salvatore?” Tony heard his father say, as he completely tuned out Giancarlo in order 

to concentrate on what was happening at the other table. 

“Join me for dinner?” Vittorio Gianelli asked, daubing at his lips with a pale-yellow linen napkin 

and smiling warmly at the bald man. 

“No, grazie, Padrone. I’ve just come from the dining room.” The capo subordinato continued to 

fidget. 

“Sit, sit. Have some Valpolicella and tell me what makes you frown so. It is not like you, mio 

amico. Sit and talk, Salvatore. And remember, I can take any news, good or bad. It is only lack of 

information which is dangerous, heh?” He turned slightly and called to the man in white. “Bruno! Il 

bicchiere da vino.” 

Sal gestured at the maitre d’ to forget the glass as he sat in the chair opposite the other man and 

slid the newspaper across the table. 

The old man read in silence, looking up only once to fix his obsidian eyes into an icy stare on the 

messenger across from him. Sal fidgeted even more, unconsciously knotting the linen napkin in front of 

him. 

As Tony watched the scene at the other table, he, too, became uneasy as a memory that he had 

fought so very hard to suppress engulfed him. In his mind he was transported back four years to an office 

in Detroit, shortly before his father’s stoke: 

 

It had been a Monday and Sal Merlino had returned late the night before from a 

weekend ‘family’ meeting in New York City with don of dons, Silvio Centofonti. 

Tony had been lounging in his father’s office, long legs draped over the arm of one 

of the twin button-tufted, cordovan leather chairs, his black Armani suit coat tossed 
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carelessly over the back of the matching sofa. While leafing through a Sports Illustrated 

and running a comb through his longish, jet-black hair, he only half listened to the 

conversation at the desk. 

The consigliere to Vittorio Gianelli was reporting on what had transpired over the 

weekend. He had been fidgety all during the discussion but became extremely so as the talk 

came to an end and the older man dismissed him. Instead of taking his leave, though, Sal 

just stood at the side of the desk while Tony’s father went back to his paperwork. 

After a silence of some fifteen seconds, he slid The New York Times Sunday edition 

across the desk. It was folded open to one of the back sections. “Scusi, Padrone, but there 

is something here I think you should read.” 

The old man looked up from his paperwork and barked, “Mi lasci in pace! Can’t 

you see I’m busy, mio amico?” 

The capo subordinato remained standing there, but with a pained expression on his 

face. 

Tony’s father sighed and resignedly shook his full head of snow white hair, then 

softened his voice. “So? I no have time for newspapers, Salvatore. If it so damned 

important, tell me what it say!” 

Sal simply placed a well-manicured fingernail next to a photograph in the middle 

of the page and said quietly, “This is something I feel you should read for yourself, 

Padrone.” 

Vittorio Gianelli looked to where the underboss’ somewhat trembling finger 

pointed, and the blood drained from his face. “Il Ciondolo Isabela! Madre Dio! Can it be? 

After all these years? Can it truly be?” He picked up the newspaper, grasping it in both 

hands, leaned back in his chair and read the entire article, suddenly feeling the strain of 

the years since he had last seen the Isabela Pendant around his sister’s neck. 

The accompanying article told about the semiannual three-day regional jewelry 

show that would be held at the Plaza the following weekend. All the jewelry manufacturers 

would be displaying their wares for the thousands of Jewelry Association retail members 

to view and, one hoped, to order. 

The article explained that the highlight of this particular show would be the 

presence of a small, but trusted, Brazilian cutter-importer-wholesaler. In addition to 

having a large collection of graded stones for sale, the wholesaler, a Guilherme Meitner 
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who had recently taken the reins of the company after the death of his father Karl, would 

have on display the famed Isabela Pendant. 

The article went on to give a brief history of the pendant—a twenty-five-karat, rose-

colored, pear-shaped diamond, held in a frame of eighteen-karat hammered gold and 

suspended from an eighteen-karat gold curb-link chain. 

Originally, the pendant had been a thirteenth-century wedding gift from Frederick 

II, Holy Roman Emperor and King of Germany, Sicily, and Jerusalem, to his third wife 

Isabel, daughter of King John of England. It had remained in Sicily for the next six-hundred 

years, passing from ruling family to ruling family until it was looted by the adventurer 

Giuseppe Garibaldi when he and his one thousand redshirts captured Palermo in 1860. 

Subsequently, the pendant had been given as a peace offering by Garibaldi to Victor 

Emmanuel I when Victor was proclaimed King of Italy in 1861. 

As to how the pendant wound up in Brazil, the newspaper only ventured an 

educated guess that it had arrived, as had so many other Italian treasures, by way of 

Germany in the closing days of World War II. 

Tony had never witnessed his father in such a distressed state. This was a capo 

supremo. This man had smilingly and unflinchingly opened the car door for Jimmy Hoffa 

in the parking lot of the Machus Red Fox back in July of 1975 and had climbed in beside 

the ex-union boss. This man had taken the helm of the Detroit crime family after the death 

of Joseph Zerilli and had held it together, calling the shots for organized crime in 

Southeastern Michigan. But now, this same man, after reading a simple newspaper article, 

had been transformed from a fearsome Godfather into a frail old grandfather. 

“Papa?” Tony asked softly as he uncurled himself from the chair and put his feet 

on the floor. 

His father didn’t answer, continuing to hold the paper in front of him, rereading 

the article. 

Tony tried again, a bit louder this time. “Papa? What is it?” 

But Sal Merlino shot him a stern look and gave the boy an admonishing waggle of 

his finger. Both men remained silent at their stations—Salvatore Merlino, standing 

motionless by the side of the desk, and Antonio Gianelli, sitting on the edge of his chair. 

When Vittorio finally finished reading and brought the newspaper down from his 

face, he did not even acknowledge the other two men’s presence, acting as if he were alone 
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in his office. He simply withdrew a pair of scissors from the center desk drawer, slowly cut 

the article from the newspaper, then proceeded to smooth it out in front of him on the desk 

blotter. 

Only when he had finished did Vittorio Gianelli look up at his consigliere, then over 

at his son. And as the old man turned his icy gaze from one to the other he tapped the 

newspaper clipping with his forefinger and hissed out one solitary word. “Vendetta!” 

*     *     * 

The plan had been set into motion that very night. There would be no hired help, 

no wiseguys. Vittorio had insisted. This was to be a family matter. Although Sal Merlino 

would advise, the operation would be carried out by Antonio, with assistance from his 

younger brothers Giovanni and Julio. 

They had almost three weeks to plan. After New York, the jewelry show would travel 

to Atlanta where the Southern Jewelry Association would meet, then on to Detroit for the 

Great Lakes Jewelry Association convention. 

The Detroit site was to be the ballroom of the new St. Aubin Towers, built on the 

riverfront between the Renaissance Center and the MacArthur bridge which connected 

Belle Isle to the mainland. 

*     *     * 

After two weeks of reconnaissance trips to both the New York and Atlanta shows, 

forged credentials in hand, the brothers Gianelli sat down with their father and Sal Merlino 

to discuss their plan. 

For a small gratuity, underpaid room-service and housekeeping personnel had 

provided a wealth of information on procedures that could not be directly observed by the 

trio. In New York and Atlanta, Guilherme Meitner had followed nearly the identical 

routine. He had spent the night in the hotel where the jewelry show was being held, in a 

penthouse suite that was accessible only by a private elevator that operated with a special 

key. 

A total of six, four uniformed and two plain clothes, armed guards had been on duty 

at all times. Two of the uniformed guards had been stationed by the elevator on the exhibit 

floor. The other two uniformed guards had maintained their watch in the penthouse, always 

in sight of the elevator. The two plain-clothes guards had never strayed from the 

Brazilian’s side. Moreover, all three pair had maintained radio contact with each other. 
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The Gianelli plan was daring but simple. Tony and Johnny would take a room on 

the fourteenth floor of the St. Aubin Towers, registering under assumed names and paying 

cash in advance. 

The private elevator that serviced the penthouse suite was the end car in a bank of 

six elevators. After the jewelry show on Saturday evening, the two Gianelli brothers would 

take the fifth elevator and stop it between the fourteenth and fifteenth floors. Fortunately, 

the emergency stop and the alarm were controlled by separate buttons so no quick rewiring 

job would have to be performed. 

Tony would climb through the access panel on the roof of the fifth car and wait 

until the private car made its unmanned assent to the penthouse with the dinner trolley. 

Then he would jump onto the roof of elevator number six as it passed and spend the night 

on top of the car. 

Johnny would return the fifth elevator to active service, get a good night’s sleep, 

and again commandeer that same elevator in the morning. 

The boys originally planned on having Tony make his leap during the assent of the 

private elevator with the breakfast trolley; however, Sal convinced them that going the 

night before would be better. If something went amiss, he explained, they would still have 

the breakfast run to fall back on. 

 

There on the Garibaldi House terrace, Tony remembered that fateful morning as if it had been only 

yesterday: 

 

He had been sitting on the roof of the private elevator car since about six o’clock 

the evening before and his legs had begun to cramp. Pulling the glove down just slightly 

on his left hand, he looked at his Breitling Chronomat—again. Five minutes before eight 

and just three minutes since he had last checked the stainless steel-and-gold timepiece. He 

had had no sleep. There had been the constant fear of dozing off and rolling from the top 

of the car into the shaft below. 

Except for the breakfast run, an hour-and-a-half earlier, the elevator car had 

remained on the twenty-fifth floor all night long. Soon, Tony knew, it would begin its second 

and then, finally, its third descent to the exhibit hall twenty-one floors below. A small 
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measure of revenge would then be exacted for his family—especially for his father—but a 

little bit for himself, too. 

As he sat there kneading his leg muscles and waiting, Tony’s thoughts were of Rosa, 

and he smiled. Once this is over, he thought. Rosa will respect me. 

It bothered him, though, that it mattered. He knew he could have Rosa Costello’s 

body almost any time he wanted it. Why should he care if he had her respect as well? But 

Tony did care. It gnawed at him that he cared. 

*     *     * 

‘Wiseguy’—that’s what Rosa had called him Three nights earlier, she had laughed 

at him when he had told her that he was going to be rich. 

“How’s a wiseguy like you gonna get rich, huh, Tony?” she had teased him, 

kneeling there on the couch in her bra and panties. “Your papa gonna raise your 

allowance, or what?” 

He had seen that she was impressed when he told her a little about the plan. The 

girl’s eyes had widened in amazement. And it must have excited her, too, because their 

lovemaking had been more passionate than ever. 

In retrospect, Tony wondered if he had said too much, but, then, shook off his 

doubts. A smart girl like Rosa knows what side of the bread’s got the butter on it, he 

reasoned. 

*     *     * 

He had impressed Rosa with his talk. He knew that. Once he pulled-off this job, she 

would respect him, also. This job would make many people respect him. Thank God for 

this job, he thought. Thank God! 

Tony tensed as he heard the elevator door open and the voices of the guards as they 

loaded the used breakfast trolley and the dinner trolley from the night before into the car. 

This is it, he told himself. Finally. 

The car began its descent. Tony fought the almost overwhelming urge to lift the 

access panel and peek. 

They’ve followed the same routine on every day in every hotel. They wouldn’t 

change it now, he reassured himself. 

As the car passed the fifteenth floor, elevator number five had already been 

immobilized, the access panel lay to one side and Johnny’s smiling face poked out through 
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the top of the car. The younger Gianelli sported a wide grin as his brother went by. Tony 

flashed him a thumbs-up sign and returned the grin. 

At the fourth floor, the exhibit hall floor, the trolleys were unloaded. The plain-

clothes guard exchanged pleasantries with his uniformed counterparts, radioed the all-

clear to the penthouse and the car began its assent back up to the twenty-fifth floor. 

For perhaps the dozenth time, Tony checked his Ruger Mark II with its custom-

made silencer, this time chambering a round and flicking the safety to the ON position. 

Back at the penthouse suite, the second plain-clothes guard and the Brazilian joined 

the first guard in the elevator. As the car began moving, Tony positioned himself by the 

access panel, lying on his belly, Ruger in his right hand and panel handle in his left. He 

took a slow, deep breath, then cautiously raised the panel about a quarter of an inch and 

peeked down into the car while at the same time sliding the Ruger’s safety to the OFF 

position. 

The men were in perfect placement. In less than five seconds, all three lay in a 

crumpled heap on the bottom of the car with .22 caliber bullets in their heads. 

The guard carrying the walkie-talkie had been the first target. He took his bullet in 

the back of the skull. The second guard started to turn in the direction of the ‘pffft’ sound 

from the silenced Ruger and went down with one to the temple. Guilherme Meitner, who 

had turned completely around to look up as the second guard fell, had a hole in his 

forehead. 

Ten seconds later, Tony had joined them in the car, tan briefcase on the floor and 

free hand poised above the emergency stop button. His eyes moved back and forth from the 

LED floor indicator to his victims as he shot each one twice more in the head for good 

measure. 

The LED indicator changed from eighteen to seventeen to sixteen, each floor about 

six seconds apart, then to fifteen. Tony counted off two seconds, then hit the emergency 

stop button. The car lurched to a halt. 

He opened the black sample case and looked into it. It was filled with more than 

fifty small, black velvet pouches, each containing ten graded stones. In addition, there was 

one slightly larger brown, leather pouch. He quickly opened the leather pouch and, just 

like the picture, only more dazzling, the Isabela Pendant sparkled back at him. 
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“Vendetta,” he whispered as he poured the contents from the sample case into the 

tan briefcase. “Vendetta and respect.” 

As Tony climbed back through the access panel with the briefcase, less than a 

minute had elapsed since the car had been halted. His timing of the emergency stop had 

been perfect, also. The top of car number five lay just three feet below him. 

Johnny stood in the center of elevator car number five, anxiously looking up 

through the access panel with his hand on the emergency stop button. As soon as his older 

brother jumped onto the roof of the car, Johnny pulled out the button and the car resumed 

its downward passage. Tony tossed the briefcase through the opening to him, swung 

himself down into the car, pulled the panel shut, and removed his gloves. 

No sooner had he gotten himself into position, the car stopped at the eighth floor 

to take on two passengers, each carrying a briefcase, suitcase, and a clothing bag. 

Tony leaned relaxed in one corner, engrossed in the morning Free Press, courtesy 

of his brother. Johnny stood coolly, businesslike, in the other corner, tan briefcase in hand 

and staring vacantly at the floor indicator above the door. 

The two men voiced a greeting. Tony responded with a smile and a nod. The 

businessmen then joined Johnny in watching the floor indicator as the car made its way 

down to the main level. 

In the lobby, the businessmen headed for the checkout desk. Tony nonchalantly 

made his way to the main entrance and walked out to the parking lot to reclaim his candy-

apple-red Mazda Miata. 

According to plan, Johnny and the briefcase had remained in the elevator to 

descend one more floor to the river level. Lobbies of hotels such as the St. Aubin were 

routinely, although irregularly, staked out by the authorities to discover who was meeting, 

or sleeping, with whom. If this day turned out to be one of those irregular days, Tony, the 

older and more notorious of the pair, by using the main lobby exit, would command the 

attention of any watchers, allowing Johnny to slip out unnoticed through the riverside exit 

with the diamonds. From there, Johnny was to casually stroll across the promenade and 

down to the dock where Julie waited in the Sophia IV, a forty-four-foot Tollycraft motor 

yacht, to take him to the rendezvous point at the Detroit Yacht Club on Belle Isle. 

*     *     * 
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Tony cautiously drove the Miata eastward along Jefferson Avenue, obeying all the 

traffic laws. He crossed the MacArthur bridge and smiled as he spotted the Sophia IV about 

midway between the St. Aubin and the island. After making a left-hand turn onto Riverbank, 

he drove the length of the island and pulled into the parking lot of the Yacht Club. Easing 

the car into a space next to a black stretch-limousine with darkened windows, he shut off 

the engine and got out. 

The front passenger door of the limo opened and Tony slid in beside Salvatore 

Merlino, pulling the door shut behind him. Vittorio Gianelli sat in the rear seat, an eyebrow 

raised in an unspoken question. Tony gave his father a big grin, a wink, and a thumbs-up 

sign. Vittorio smiled in reply and patted him on the shoulder. 

From their position in the parking lot, the trio could see the empty slip that 

belonged to the Sophia IV. 

“They were about half way to the island when I crossed the bridge,” Tony said. 

“Julie’s taking it cool. You know, like a sightseer. He’s not gonna take a chance of getting 

stopped by the river pigs with the cargo he’s carrying.” 

The older men nodded but said nothing. After another twenty minutes, though, Sal 

Merlino nervously started the engine and drove back the length of the island and onto the 

MacArthur bridge. As the car slowly crossed the bridge, both Gianellis scanned the river 

for the Tollycraft. They could see the St. Aubin Towers on one side and the Yacht Club on 

the other, but there were no boats the size of the Sophia IV in either direction. Turning the 

car around by Gabriel Richard Park to cross back over the bridge, Sal had to wait as two 

police cars and an ambulance, sirens blaring, made the turn off of Jefferson Avenue and 

sped onto the island. 

Again, the ever-hopeful Tony offered an explanation for his brothers’ tardiness. 

“Maybe they’re taking the long way around the other side of the island? You know, so 

nobody sees them coming directly from the hotel to the club?” 

The capo supremo and his underboss exchanged skeptical looks. The old man gave 

a slight shrug of his shoulders, acknowledging that the boy could be correct. 

Sal turned the limousine onto the bridge and again made the island-long trip to the 

parking lot of the Yacht Club. The Sophia IV’s slip still sat empty. All three men looked at 

their watches. Over an hour had passed from the time Tony had driven out of the St. Aubin’s 

parking lot. 
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Sal pressed the speaker-phone button on his cellular phone and placed a shore-to-

ship call. 

A voice that Tony didn’t recognize answered the phone on the Sophia IV. “Hello?” 

“Giovanni? Julio?” Sal asked. 

“May I ask who this is, sir?” the voice replied. 

“This is Salvatore Merlino. I’d like to speak with either Giovanni or Julio Gianelli. 

Who is this, please?” 

“Are you related to the Gianellis, sir?” 

“I am employed by their father,” Sal replied. “He is here with me. Who is this?” 

“This is Lieutenant-Commander James Enright, sir. U.S. Coast Guard. I’m afraid 

there’s been an…an incident.” 

*     *     * 

The three men maintained their silence all the way to the U.S. Coast Guard Station 

on the southeastern tip of Belle Isle. As Sal drove the limousine through the gates and 

headed it in the direction of the docks, they glimpsed the command bridge of the Sophia IV 

sticking up above the deck of the cutter moored in front of it. Two police cars and an 

ambulance sat parked by the side of the pier. 

Sal maneuvered the limo into a space next to one of the patrol cars. Noticing the 

lack of urgency in everyone’s movements, Tony’s mouth went dry at that implication. He 

turned to look at his father and read the sorrow on the old man’s face. Vittorio had made 

the same dreadful inference. The word ‘incident’ had been a deliberate understatement. 

At the foot of the gangway leading to the Sophia IV, two men stood deep in 

conversation. The younger man wore a Coast Guard uniform, bearing Lieutenant-

Commander’s insignia. His companion, a middle-aged black man, had on a wrinkled, 

brown Sears suit. Sal and the Gianellis knew the black man. 

As Sal opened his door to exit the limousine, Tony also opened the passenger door. 

The underboss shook his head and put a restraining hand on the boy’s arm. “Just stay put. 

I’ll handle this,” he said in a soft but firm voice. 

Tony shook off the other man’s hand. “Those are my brothers,” he said, fighting 

back the tears as he put one leg out of the open car door. 

A commanding voice from the back seat stopped Tony cold. “Antonio! You will do 

as you are told.” 
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“But Papa!” the boy said, turning around. 

“Silenzio!” 

Tony pulled his leg back into the car, slammed the door and turned in his seat, 

again facing the front of the limo. 

“That is better, mio figlio. There will be time for rage. Now is time for clearer 

heads. Capisce?” Vittorio turned his moist eyes on the capo subordinato. “Go, Salvatore. 

See if there is anything you can learn from Sergeant Gardner.” 

As Sal Merlino approached the gangway and the Lieutenant-Commander took his 

leave, Tony lowered his window so that he could at least hear what he had not been 

permitted to be a part of. 

Detective Sergeant Jerome Gardner of the Detroit Police Force cocked his head at 

the impeccably dressed bald man and clucked his tongue. “Tch, tch, tch, tch. The wages of 

sin, Consigliere. The wages of sin.” 

“What happened, Sergeant? May I go on board?” 

“The answer to the second question is no, not until the lab boys officially tell me 

what you and I both already know, that there’s no physical evidence. As to the first 

question,”—he pulled a notebook from his pocket and recited in an official monotone—

“we have two white males, tentatively identified as Julio and Giovanni Gianelli, the former 

with his throat slit, the latter blown damn near in half by two shotgun blasts at close 

range.” 

Sergeant Gardner replaced the notebook in his pocket. “And I’ll also answer your 

unasked question. No, there’s nary a trace of what they were transporting. Just an empty 

tan briefcase.” 

The two men stepped aside as four paramedics carefully wheeled two sheet-covered 

stretchers down the gangway and headed toward the ambulance. Jerome Gardner whistled 

for them to stop. “You want to save yourself a trip down to the morgue and make the 

identification here?” 

Before Sal could answer, the back door of the limousine opened and Vittorio 

emerged. Holding up a cautionary finger to Tony in the front seat, he said, “Now you come, 

Antonio. But not a word do you say.” 

Sal met them at the stretchers and put his hand on the old man’s arm. “This isn’t 

necessary, Padrone. I can make the identification.” 
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Patting the younger man’s hand, Vittorio said softly, “It necessary, Salvatore. 

Famiglia.” 

Sal simply nodded, then gently pulled the sheets down part way on each of the 

bodies. 

Tony bit his lip to stem the tears that had begun to flow. How could this have 

happened, he wondered. But then he suddenly went pale and cold as the realization set in. 

Rosa! he thought, fighting the wave of nausea that had swept over him. Oh, no! Oh, God, 

no! This is all my fault! And as he stood there beside his father looking at the lifeless faces 

of his two younger brothers, Antonio Gianelli sobbed uncontrollably. 

Although the capo supremo, too, had tears in his smoldering obsidian eyes, he did 

not weep. He stood there stroking his dead sons’ hair and, through a clenched jaw, uttered 

only one barely audible word. “Vendetta.” 

 

A nudge from Giuseppe Triano’s elbow brought Tony back to the present, and a nod directed his 

attention toward the other table where Vittorio Gianelli’s gnarled finger beckoned him. 

As he approached, Tony saw that the paper Sal had brought, which now sat in front of his father, 

had been folded open to a picture of the Isabela Pendant and a reprint of Bill Brinkmire’s article from the 

Ashokan Register. The hairs raised on the back of his neck. My God, can it be? he asked himself. 

“Dov’è il Oliverea?” Vittorio inquired of Sal. 

“Just a few miles south of here, Don Vittorio. In Ulster County.” 

“Papa, is it—” Tony started, but his father cut him off with a snap of his finger and pointed him 

into the adjacent chair. Tony sat in silence. 

Glancing at the byline of the newspaper article, Vittorio Gianelli’s lips curled into a menacing 

smile. “Grazie, Signor Brinkmire. Tante grazie!” 
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