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The Virginia Park Boys








Irina and Bruno were waiting for Fain when he was released from DeHoCo. He was wearing the same suit he wore in court. When he was let out of the main gate he saw the two standing there and then Irina slowly approached him. She took him in her arms and in Russian said “Nikki! Dis nightmare finally over!” “Hi ma. I really missed you!” Irina backed up a little and observed him “You feel bigger.” He was. Not taller but more muscular. Fain and JJ didn’t just play chess all of the time during their exercise period but also lifted weights on a regular basis. During the ride back to the old neighborhood they were able to catch up on things. Nothing had changed much at the bar but Irina mentioned that Bruno had quit smoking. “Good for you Bruno! Must have been tough though. I know how much you liked your Lucky Strikes.” Bruno shrugged “Yeah but fifty years of puffin on them weeds is enough. Tryin to cut back on the booze too cause all it does is make me wanna smoke.” It seemed to Fain that Bruno, who was now in his early seventies, had aged even though it had only been four months since he had seen him last. Irina had visited Fain on a regular basis but, because she didn’t drive, she would hook a ride with Gina, Vernon Taylor and even Simon. Fain told them about JJ and how they had become friends. He reminded them of the fight in elementary school and how Jerome had come to his aid. Irina and Bruno remembered the incident and how they had to meet with the principal. “Yeah, was a long time ago. We didn’t recognize each other at first but he figured it out after I told him I was born in Russia. If you think I’m bigger you should see Jerome. He’s 6ft 6 and not fat. He was a boxer for awhile and trained at the Kronk Gym.” “How he get in trouble Nikki?” Irina asked. Fain hesitated now not wanting to reveal everything. “He was involved in a car accident with these two Italian guys. He told me they threatened him so he, well, didn’t take kindly to it.” Bruno looked at Fain in the rear view mirror “So what did he do?” “Uh, he kinda beat em up. Pretty good too. They wound up in the hospital. So they got a lawyer and had the police charge him with assault. He got nine months but his lawyer got them to knock off a coupla months for good behavior. He should be out In early July.” Irina and Bruno were looking at each other. Fain knew what they were thinking. “Look, he ain’t no criminal or anything. He just got caught in a bad situation. If anything those Italian guys are the criminals. When he gets out I told him to come to the bar. He would be an excellent bouncer. I know Stick is capable but not like Jerome. Besides, seems like you want Stick to do more bartending.” The two were silent for awhile then Irina mentioned “Ok, we talk to heem but not promise anyting.” “Yeah, that’s fine. He’s actually very good natured and not one to look for trouble. You’ll see. Anyway, I guess I’ll have to go see the fat man about a job soon.” “Oh you stop Nikki! You not work for dat fat criminal. You have same job at bar.” Fain was smiling “I know mom. The place couldn’t operate without me anyway.” This made Irina slightly angry. She turned around and started with the finger waving “What you tink we do when you in jail? Close down?” Bruno started laughing which was interrupted by a short coughing spell. “Think I need a cigarette.” Irina then turned her anger toward Bruno “Yeah, like hole in head meester.” Fain was now chuckling. He really missed his mother and she hadn’t changed one bit. 

When they arrived back at the bar he was warmly greeted by all. Even the unemotional Stick looked happy. As he stuck out his hand “Hey man, we sure missed ya! Come on Fain, bring it buddy” as Stick pulled him for a man hug. The slightly embarrassed Fain remarked “Missed you too Vern but don’t think about kissin me!” Stick laughed as he pushed him away. Then Gina had a go “Well I’m gunna kiss ya” as she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him on the cheek. “Hi Gina, missed you too!” as they clung together. Seems Fain didn’t mind her embracing him. Gina was feeling his arms “Where did those muscles come from handsome?” “Not much to do in prison except sling weights around.” “Gina like!” as she was smiling at him. Fain was looking about at them all as his face turned a bit serious “Anybody seen Yvette?” Irina frowned “No, forget her Nikki. I tink maybe she move away or someting.” Fain shrugged “Eh, whaddya ya gunna do?” “If I was fifteen years younger I know what I’d do” a smiling Gina retorted. Fain laughed “What would you do Gina?” Everyone was looking at her as she started to blush. Fain picked her up in his arms like cradling a baby “Let’s go up to my apartment and figure it out!” Everyone started laughing except Irina “Nikki! What you do! Put Gina down meester!” Fain gently put her down. Now Gina’s face was flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and titillation. “We’re just havin a little fun mom, relax.” As Fain looked around at everyone he declared “It sure is good to be back. I really missed this place!” 

Before JJ plea bargained his sentence he had to face his parents. They had become used to him being gone for long stretches of time. After his Electra 225 was repaired he went home to give them the distressing news. His father was sarcastic when he showed up. “Well well, looky here. It be de return of the prodigal son.” JJ didn’t know what that meant. “Hey mom, hey dad. I got a little bad news.” “How much money you be needin?” his dad asked. “Not about money.” He then proceeded to tell them the story leaving out a lot of details they didn’t need to know about. His mother looked worried but his dad was angry. “What de hell wrong wif you boy? You jus can’t stay outta trouble. We neva had any problem wif yo sister. It’s always you gettin in trouble and givin us worries. You go ahead n do your time but we don want no ex-con hangin round here!” JJ’s mother started arguing with his dad about being unreasonable. As the two were in the midst of a heated argument JJ slipped away and left. He was already depressed about the impending prison time he was about to face and didn’t want to hear it from them. It would be quite sometime before he would see them again. 

Consequently, upon his release, there was no happy homecoming like that of Fain. It was Flanagan and Claire who were waiting for him. Fain would have been there but he was not aware of his release date which was July 5th. During the car ride from DeHoCo Flanagan could sense that JJ was not that pleased to see them so remained mostly silent. Claire did most of the talking. “Jerome, you know I feel responsible for all this. I can’t imagine how horrible that place must of been.” She was going on and on about it while the other two were mostly silent. Finally Flanagan asked “So where we going?” “Gotta pick up my car. It’s at my folks place. You got any jumper cables Flanagan? No doubt the battery be dead. “No but we can buy some on the way.” They did this then proceeded to JJ’s parents to retrieve the car. It was out front and filthy but appeared undamaged. They managed to get it started as JJ thanked them for picking him up and got into his car. “Aren’t you going to talk to your parents?” Claire asked. “Nope.” “Where are you going Jerome?” “That ain’t none o your concern Claire.” Then he shut the car door and started to drive away leaving Claire and Flanagan standing in the street. “Fuck! I guess he hates me now!” Claire exclaimed. Flanagan didn’t reply to this but just said “Well, come on Claire. I’ll take you home.”

JJ actually had no idea where to go except the bar where Fain was at. He found it easily enough, parked the car and went in. It was 2PM so the place was practically empty. He walked up and sat down at the bar encountering Stick. “Hey there. What can I get for ya.” JJ noticed they had Pabst Blue Ribbon on tap and as he didn’t have a lot of money on him he ordered a mug of that beer which he knew would be cheap. Stick nodded and fetched the beer for him. “Fifty cents.” JJ fished in his pocket and pulled out a dollar “Keep de change.” Stick nodded “Thanks Buddy.” “No problem. Uh, is Fain here?” Stick looked a little surprised but said “No, not yet but he’s probably upstairs in his apartment. I can call him if you want.” “I’d appreciate dat.” “Who should I say is here waitin?” “Jerome Jenkins.” “Oh, ok. He’s talked about you. Hang on a second.” Jerome nodded “Much obliged.” Stick walked to the end of the bar and picked up a telephone. After a brief conversation he returned “He’ll be right down.” A few minutes later Fain appeared from the rear of the bar. As he walked up to JJ “Well I’ll be damned! Jerome! How long you been out man?” JJ smiled for the first time he left DeHeCo. “Jus got out. How ya doin Fain. You’s a sight fo sore eyes.” They shook hands and were smiling at each other. “Stick, this is Jerome, my buddy I was in DeHoCo with.” “Yeah, he told me about you. Pleased to meet ya” as he stuck out his hand. As they shook hands JJ said “Likewise. Fain talked bout you a bit.” Stick was smiling looking back and forth at the two “Well, I ain’t as bad as what he probably told ya.” Fain and JJ laughed then Fain remarked “Yeah you are.” The smiling Stick just shrugged his shoulders. “You want somethin ta drink Fain.” “Coffee.” “Eh, Goddamnit. I’ll have ta make some. I’ll let you two catch up” as he left the two. “So how’s it feel to be out man?” “Better now. Claire was waitin for me with this guy named Flanagan. He’s a private eye dat work for Shapiro.” “I didn’t know exactly when you were gettin out. So was she glad to see ya?” “Yeah, I guess but I wasn’t so glad to see her.” “Yeah, I get it.” JJ looked at Fain “Any word about Yvette?” “Naw, no one’s heard anything. I think she mighta left town.” “Well dat sucks, sorry to hear it.” “Yeah, it’s a mystery. I’m kinda over it now. So you got any plans?” “Not really. I went n fetched my car at my folks house but didn’t go in. My dad tol me he didn’t want no ex-cons hangin around before I went in da joint. I probably could stay dere but I really don’t wanna hear his shit.” Fain was looking at him “You need a place to stay?” “Naw, I got plenty o money in de bank from before. At least Claire payed me good. I can stay at a motel but I gotta find somthin to do, like a job I guess” “You could stay with her but you don’t want to, right?” JJ nodded “You got it. She got a nice place at de Lafayette Towers but I ain’t sure I wanna be back in her claws again. She frustratin. Her an dat damn lawyer. Don’t get me wrong, Shapiro know what he be doin. Got me out early. But they both like a coupla hustlers or somethin.” “Listen Jerome. My mother and stepdad will be here soon so I’m gunna see about getting you some work here. At least on the weekends. Like maybe a few days a week. This place gets crazy crowded at night and on the weekends. Stick works the door sometimes, checkin ID’s and stuff and that skinny son of a bitch is pretty damn tough too. I’ve seen him throw out some scary dudes. My mom was the main bartender but she don’t wanna work all those crazy hours anymore. She trained Stick to bartend and he’s pretty good at it. I think we could use someone to work the door. I’ll talk to em when they get here.” “Why you call em Stick?” “There’s some pool hustlers that come in here during the day and one of em gave him that nickname cause he’s a a pool hustler himself.” JJ looked at the tall, lanky Southerner. As Fain was telling him this JJ noticed a lady with long black hair walk in from the rear of the bar. It was Irina. She walked behind the bar up to where they were. “Who your friend Nikki?” as she was suspiciously eyeing JJ. “Hi mom. This is Jerome, the guy I was telling you about that was at DeHoCo with me. “Uh huh” was all she said. JJ stood up and said “Pleased ta meet ya ma’am. Fain was always talkin bout you when we was in dat place.” Irina’s eyes widened as she had to look upwards at the giant. She said something in Russian to Fain and he laughed. “She says you look like some guy that would play for the Pistons.” JJ chuckled “I ain’t so good at basketball ma’am. I did used to box a bit.” “Box, like dis?” as she punched Fain lightly in his shoulder. This made JJ laugh “Yes ma’am, like dat.” “Oyesh! You probably good with de box I tink.” She was cracking JJ up with her bad English and mannerisms. “I can see now why he miss you so much when we was in prison” the smiling JJ remarked. “Oh, dis one talk too much. I very angry wit heem for doing stupid ting he did” as Irina was waving her finger at her son. Fain frowned at this. “So I think Jerome would be a great bouncer. Like maybe on the weekends. I really trust him. We got to know each other pretty good in prison. He’s the guy who stood up for me way back in school when I got in that fight with Butowski’s son.” Irina was observing JJ “Uh huh. Dat damn Butowski. Hees faudder dirty police. I tink I would like Jerrome box heem!” as she punched Fain again. JJ was laughing as Fain was rolling his eyes. “Listen mom, JJ needs a place to stay for awhile cause he just got out today. I told him he could sleep on my couch.” JJ looked at him “You did?” Irina shrugged “Is up to you. I doan care. But you two behave! No girls, no pardies, jus sleep watch tv” as she was pointing at both of them. I talk to Bruno about job. I no promees anyting meester Jarrome!” JJ smiled “Fair enough mrs. uh.....what do I call you?” “Irina Anauskaya Valentina Janavich!” JJ replied “What?” Irina now started laughing “Irina gud Jarrome.” JJ was looking back and forth at the two “Uh, ok Irina.”

Initially Irina was somewhat impressed with JJ. Even though he was scary looking he was polite. She could visualize him being a bouncer. A little later when Bruno was sitting at the end of the bar with his newspaper Irina brought up the subject. As Irina stated her opinion of JJ Bruno was looking back and forth at JJ and Irina. “Well, if Fain thinks he’s ok maybe we should try em out. Fain’s a good kid. I trust his judgment.” Bruno realized, at his age, he was pretty much useless as far as any crowd control problems were concerned. He believed that they could use some help with that issue. Irina’s was a fairly safe place compared to most bars on Michigan Avenue. They were mostly all just neighborhood street bars where violence sparked up on a regular basis. The combination of lower middle class working people and alcohol was sometimes volatile. Irina’s was definitely one of the better places but it was still a bar. Irina was a bit surprised that Bruno had agreed so readily. She just replied “Ok, you da boss.” He was now looking at her with a faint smile “I used to be but I think this place has a new boss now.” They just gazed at each other for a short time then Irina stroked his hair “You still boss honey.” A strange love had developed between the two. It was one of mutual respect. Irina knew she never could have learned that business without Bruno guiding her. Life was exponentially better than in Russia and she was grateful. 

So they gave JJ a shot a being a doorman/bouncer. It worked out well. His appearance alone was enough to quench any alcohol fueled fires that sprung up. Nobody wanted to mess with JJ. Stick was capable at ejecting unwanted nuisances but was not nearly as intimidating as JJ. They gave him three days on the weekend and pay wasn’t bad but JJ also got a job at the Bronx Bar doing the same thing. The Bronx was actually busier during the week with Wayne State students. The weekends were mostly Cass Corridor type drunks who were to feeble to cause much trouble. He also returned to the Kronk gym to do some sparring for extra money and keep in shape. Eventually JJ got to know Simon who informed him there was a flat for rent in the building he resided at on Trumbull and JJ took it. It was closer to Irina’s but kinda of midway between the two bars.

Elaine Shapiro found out about a big party that was going to happen toward the end of July. It was at a house on the corner of Virginia Park and Woodward directly south of the Algiers motel. It was quite a large place with three stories and a basement, six bedrooms and three bathrooms. The place had formally been a blind pig with a a gambling set up in the basement. It had been busted by the cops and because of it’s notoriety, partially run down interior and location directly across the street from the notorious Algiers Motel, was unsalable. The mortgage company that owned the property retained some lawyer to rent it out. Some young white guys, mostly suburban, rented it for a ridiculously low monthly rate. They were veteran Detroit garage band characters who would mostly do their own crazy versions of cover songs. They weren’t that good but had a small following of potheads that would come around. They we’re basically lazy and we’re more into partying than practicing their music so they devised a scheme. Instead of packing all the gear and going to some suburban venue that paid $100 or so why not just do it in that big house? The place had a huge living room with and big brick fireplace and an adjoining large dinning room? Get a keg of cheap beer and charge $5 for all the beer they could drink and bad rock music. What could go wrong? They could get almost one hundred people crowded in to their insane parties. The problem was they were unorganized and usually stoned so most of the people payed nothing. As it attracted a lot of young women and there was an abundance of pot, cocaine and booze they really didn’t give a fuck. It was mostly about the party. 

Elaine Shapiro, her brother and Veri got to know JJ a little as they would frequent the Bronx occasionally. Elaine was trying to get Veri to go to this party but she was hesitant. Veri was not as adventurous as Elaine and could imagine the possibility of all sorts of weird stuff occurring at something like that. One evening Elaine had an idea that she proposed to Veri. “What if we paid Jerome a little to come with us? Nobody would mess with us with him around.” Veri was still hesitant now imagining a huge brawl breaking out with the police showing up etc. Elaine kept working on her though because she thought straight laced Veri needed to get out more. Veri eventually caved and agreed to it but was apprehensive. JJ agreed to it also. $50 and a coupla pretty white chics, what the hell? He talked Fain into accompanying them to the bash. Fain was of the same opinion. “Why not?” It was on a Saturday evening so Fain make up some false excuse why he couldn’t work that night at Irina’s and they went to the thing in JJ’s Buick Electra. 

When they arrived at 10PM or so the thing was already out of control with stoned and drunk kids spilling out of the house onto the huge covered front porch. When JJ and Fain drove by the place they were a bit astonished at the craziness going on. The closest parking space they could find was a couple of blocks away. When the two walked up onto the front porch a lot of these suburban kids were alarmed. They murmured that the party was being invaded by some Detroit street criminals. Indeed the two were a bit of a contrast to these suburbanite kids. JJ was huge and Fain, who was 6ft 2, didn’t appear at all like the rest. It was a shoulder to shoulder struggle to go in the house and get a beer but most of the people gave way to these two intimidating thugs that nobody seemed to know. At last JJ and Fain encountered Elaine and Veri on the crowded front porch. “Jesus Elaine! Woulda charged more if I knew dere was gunna be a riot!” Elaine was relived that he had shown up and being a little drunk gave JJ a hug as she laughed. “Well I’m glad you made it. Who’s your friend?” “That’s Fain. Just met him at de liquor store on de way.” This sent Elaine into another fit of laughter. “No you didn’t Jerome you fibber! You know my friend” as she grabbed the terrified Veri by the hand forcing her to encounter the two. “Hi Jerome” as she demurely shook hands with the two. She looked at Fain and announced “I’m Veri.” As Fain was regarding her he asked “Very what? Drunk or stoned?” Fain was smiling so the intimidation kind of subsided with Veri and she laughed at this strange introduction. “It’s my name. It’s short for Verience.” JJ commented “Well ain’t dat a purty name. What you think Fain?” As he was staring at her he replied “Uh, yeah. Don’t think I ever heard that name before.” “Well I never heard the name Fain so we’re even” the smiling Veri replied. It was a little dark on the porch but the two were regarding each other. Even though at first Veri was a little scared she found Fain to be rather handsome. He didn’t look at all like the other suburban boys that were there. He had on jeans and a tight fitting black tee shirt that exposed his newly developed DeHoCo muscles. Fain was a little mesmerized himself. She looked a bit like Yvette. Veri was a little taller, used hardly any makeup and her hair was shorter with a Prince Valiant style cut but it was jet black and she had a slender figure as well. These two young people from very different backgrounds could feel a mutual attraction. Elaine talked JJ into going in with her for more beer and they left Veri and Fain alone for awhile. At first there was a bit of an awkward silence. Veri had practically no experience with this mutual attraction thing that was going on. Finally she asked “You want to go sit on the steps? Less crowded there.” “Sure. This party’s getting a little crazy.” The front steps were huge and they were able to get away from the crowd a bit. They sat down on the steps and Veri scooched a little closer to Fain. As he looked at her he asked “You seem a little scared.” “I am but not of you. It’s this place. Elaine told me that motel across the street is full of drugs and prostitutes.” Fain glanced over at the Algiers “Oh yeah? Want me to go check it out?” Veri laughed at this odd reply “I dunno. If that’s what you wanna do.” It was almost a full moon out so the two were basking in it. Fain looked at Veri “Naw, I’m fine right here.” Veri then did something very uncharacteristic of herself. She laid her head on Fain’s shoulder. “Are you ok” Fain asked her. Veri lifted her head off of his shoulder “Oh, sorry, it was just like a reflex or something.” Fain was regarding her in the moonlight “It’s ok.”He put his arm around her shoulders pulling her closer and as she smiled she put her head on his shoulder again. There was now a silence between the two but they had quickly become comfortable with each other. Veri was regarding the sky as she started philosophizing “When I look up there it’s almost like all this stuff around us, the crazy kids in the house and the hookers across the street, don’t exist. I mean, I know they exist but, sitting here with you it doesn’t bother me.” Fain was touched by what she said but didn’t know how to respond. After a short silence he asked her “So where do you live Veri?” “With Elaine in a flat on Canfield. I’m going to start at Wayne State in the fall.” “Wow, you two seem so different.” “Yeah, we are. She’s very outgoing and I’m more of an introvert but I love her. I don’t even have to pay rent. All I have to do is clean the place up a bit. Her father is quite wealthy, apparently, so he pays for the flat.” “Sounds like a good arrangement. What does her father do?” “He’s an attorney in Birmingham. He’s a very nice man. I’ve been to their house. She has an older brother who’s very funny. And her mother is very sweet. I think they think I might be a good influence on Elaine. She likes things a little bit on the wild side.” This made Fain chuckle “A wild one huh?” “Yeah, don’t you ever tell her I said this but I think her and her brother Jerry were a little spoiled as kids. My dad works at the Highland Park Chrysler plant. Our backgrounds couldn’t be more different. They’re Jewish but she’s not religious. She doesn’t talk about it anyway. Even though her family is wealthy she’s not at all a snobbish.” “What religion are you Veri?” “Well, Catholic I guess. When I was young we lived in Hamtramck and sometimes my mother would make my two brothers and I go to mass. I hated it.” Fain started laughing a little. Veri perked up her head “Are you making fun of me!” “No. I’m not religious at all. I think they’re all kind of ridiculous. I mean, if it helps someone I’m fine with that but it just doesn’t work for me.” Veri was just gazing at him a little bit starry eyed and abruptly changed the subject. “You smell good.” Fain was caught of guard by this strange remark “Well, I guess it was a good idea to take a shower earlier.” “Yeah, but you don’t use cologne or any thing. You know, like Aqua Velva. That stuff makes me nauseous.” “Naw, that stuff’s for old men.” Again Veri put her head on his shoulder and the two were just enjoying each other on that summer evening. Fain was starting to think about it though. He was instantly taken with Veri and why not? She was pretty, smart and affectionate. But he was thinking long term there could be a lot of problems. He just got out of prison, was brought up in a bar, born in Russia. He would  eventually have to explain all this to her. The elation he was feeling was beginning to dissipate. “Listen Veri. I like you a lot. I mean, I don’t really know you but you seem very nice to me. I would like to get to know you better but it might not be a good idea. I’m kinda like, well, one of those guys from the other side of the tracks.” Fain had a little of that bad boy aura about him that many young women found irresistible including Veri. She looked slightly angry now. “So, you’re trying to get rid of me already? Come on man. I didn’t ask you to marry me. Relax!” Fain couldn’t help but laugh at her remark which made her even angrier. Fain attempted to explain “No, you don’t understand. You’re almost like perfect. But if it didn’t work out it would be......” Veri interrupted “What’s her name?” “What? Who?” Veri was not smiling now but was starring into Fain’s eyes in the moonlight. Then she pointed to a tattoo on his bicep that was peeking out from under his short sleeve tee shirt. It was the typical heart with an arrow through it. “Someone hurt you. What’s her name.” Fain couldn’t believe how perceptive this young woman was. “Jesus” as he put his hands on his forehead. “Yvette, ok?” “Yvette. Wow, that’s a pretty name. Was she French or something?” Fain was now getting aggravated with this conversation “No, she’s not French.” Veri backed off. “Fain, I don’t know what happened but I’m not her. I mean, what’s the worst that could happen here? We could become friends? I don’t have much experience with the boyfriend girlfriend thing but you sure seemed to cave in quickly. Am I coming on too strong or something? If I did I guess I’m sorry but I was drawn to you. There’s probably forty or fifty guys in that house but it’s highly unlikely that I could find one that was the least bit interesting.” Fain was becoming more and more amazed with this thing called Verience. As he was looking down he softly said “You have a very pretty name, Verience.” “Thank you Fain.” He looked at her and she looked back with a smile. “Can I tell you something Fain?” “You wanna  marry me?” Veri laughed. “No, not just yet anyway. I can tell you have depth. I mean you’ve been through a lot. Consequently you have this bad boy thing going on. I like it but it also tells me something. You might be a very sensitive person underneath the facade.” “Oh Jesus! What are going to college for? To be a psychiatrist of something?” Veri thought it might be a good time to stop with the probing. “I dunno. Haven’t figured it out yet.” “Oh, so you’re the indecisive type. Ya know, I saw that the first time I looked at you. Should I be at this party, should I talk to this guy, should I just run like hell to avoid the situation?” Fain was gesticulating with his hands. Veri was smiling at his retribution and she took one of those gesticulating hands into hers. “Ok, ok. I get your point. Maybe I was being a little to, something, I don't know what the word is” Fain looked at her “You were being to correct. Seems like you can see right through me. It kind of freaked me out.” Now Veri was touched. She took her hand and stroked his cheek as he turned to look at her. “Oh my God! You are so handsome in the moonlight. There’s moonbeams reflecting off your hair. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t talk that way.” Fain was a little embarrassed “Come on. It’s just infatuation.” “I know but it’s fun!” Veri replied. Fain asked “So where did you get your shiny black hair from?” Veri pursed her lips thinking “Probably my grandfather. He’s French Canadian mixed with Algonquin Indian. My dad and my brothers all have black hair. What about you?” Fain hesitated “My mother is half Gypsy.” Veri gasped “Wow! Really? That’s kind of mysterious!” Fain thought she was making fun of him now and she could detect it. “No! I mean it. It’s fascinating to me Fain” then she gasped again “Is Fain a Gypsy name?” Now Veri felt foolish “Can we just not talk for awhile and sit here?” Fain nodded. She laid her head on his shoulder again looking at the sky. At least for a moment everything seemed in sync to them. They were young and together under the moon and stars on a beautiful summer night. What they were not aware of was Pic the calico cat was across the street on her perch at the top of the Algiers sign. She was staring with curiosity at the commotion across the street. She had investigated that house and decided she was not that fond of it or the inhabitants that lived there. They were crazy. Always making strange loud noises and having rowdy people over there. They were not normal like the people at the Algiers. Pic did notice two people on the porch steps that seemed oblivious the the chaos.

After a bit Elaine came back out and found the two on the steps. Holding her red plastic cup of beer she was obviously a bit drunk. “Well well. Looks like someone’s hitting it off out here” as she started swilling beer with some spilling out onto the cement. Veri was shaking her head. “We’ve only been here an hour and your drunk already Shapiro!” “So? Least I ain’t cavorting with some stud!” When Fain heard the name Shapiro he started putting two and two together. Her dad’s a wealthy attorney in Birmingham. He looked up suspiciously at Elaine. “Where’s Jerome?” Veri asked. “He’s still in there. The band’s about to start up and he wants to hear em I guess. I heard they suck” as Elaine swilled some more beer. Indeed they could hear and electric guitar tuning up and some drums bashing. “Never heard that song before” Elaine sneered and then hiccuped. Veri started laughing “They’re just tuning up dummy!” “Who you calling dummy? You’re a square so you got no right calling me names!” Fain looked a Veri smiling and raised his eye brows “Wow!” Veri smiled and just shrugged it off. Then the band started up very loudly with the song Wild Thing. The kids started yelling and singing along. “Wild thing, you make my heart sing!” Elaine was now laughing “Well, guess I’ll go back in and find Jerome. Some of them kids dared him to drink directly from the spout on the keg.” Veri looked alarmed. Fain noticed and told her “Don’t worry, I’ll drive his drunk ass home.” Elaine was stumbling back into the mad house. Fain could see that Veri was not enjoying the mayhem so he suggested “Hey, why don’t we take a little walk?” She nodded and Fain grabbed her hand as they proceeded west on Virginia Park. Veri mentioned “There’s Elaine’s car” as they past the turquoise Thunderbird with the top down. “I’ll probably have to drive too.” “Wow, nice car.” Fain remarked. “Yeah, it is. I have an old VW Beatle but it’s gets me around anyway.” As they got a block or so away form the party and the Algiers things started to seem far away. At that time Virginia Park was a very nice street with big old brick and stone houses but a bit in decline. Detroit was kind of a schizophrenic city where you could be in a very dangerous place but a few blocks away everything was fine. At first Veri was a little nervous and clung on to Fain’s arm. After a block or so she felt better. She glanced at Fain “How tall are you?” “Six two” he replied. “That’s a good height.” “Why’s that a good height?” “Cause I said so.” “Oh, I see. Because you say so it makes it so then?” “Uh huh.” Fain was shaking his head and chuckling “Ok Verience, if you say so.” “The only other person that calls me Verience is my mother. And that’s only when she’s angry with me.” “Well maybe I’m angry with you too.” Veri stopped walking and Fain turned toward her. Veri threw her arms around his neck putting her cheek in his chest. He instinctively embraced her. She asked “Still angry with me?” “Yeah” “Oh good, then I’m not letting go.” When they finally detached they continued on a ways then Fain mentioned “Maybe we should go back and make sure the place isn’t burning down or something.” Veri seemed reluctant but didn’t protest. When they arrived back at the party house it was still pretty much mayhem. They saw Elaine emerge onto the porch “Hey! Come on you guys. Ya gotta see this!” Veri didn’t want to enter the fray but Fain reassured her. They squeezed through a bunch of people into the living room to encounter JJ having a philosophical argument with the bands guitarist. The guy was sort of yelling “Yeah, I agree. Hendrix is a great guitarist but not the best!” “Oh yeah! Den who be de best?” “Well, there’s Eric Clapton, Jeff Beck and.....” JJ cut him off “Ah bullshit! Hendrix be the best damnit!” JJ was very drunk having spilled beer down his gullet directly from the keg. There were some other kids egging him on “Yeah, you tell em! Hendrix is a God!” JJ was teetering around and yelled at the band “Ya guys know any Hendrix songs?” They we’re looking at each other smiling and one guy said “Purple Haze.” JJ grabbed the microphone from the stand and yelled “Well play it then Goddamnit!” The band guys were looking around at each other and the guitarist just shrugged and starting playing the opening riff as the others joined in. JJ started yelling in the mike. He wasn’t singing, it was just monotone screaming basically as he was drunkenly stumbling about. “PURPLE HAZE ALL IN MY BRAIN! RAINY DAYS DON SEEM DA SAME! ACTIN FUNNY AN I DON KNOW WHY! SCUSE ME WHILE I KISS DE SKY!” Some of the drunk and stoned kids were going nuts cheering him on while some others were horrified. Suddenly JJ started stumbling backwards and fell into the drum set with cymbals crashing and the drummer leaping out of the way as he watched his drums being demolished. The crazy kids were whooping and applauding this spectacle. The guitar player went with it as put his guitar up to the amplifier make screeching feedback sounds. This was even too much for Elaine. Veri was grabbing onto Fain for dear life. Fain yelled at Elaine “Get her outta here! I gotta get JJ!” as he shoved the terrified Veri into her arms. Elaine hustled her outside as Fain went over to JJ who was sprawled out face up over the drum set. He bent down over the smiling JJ with a little blood running down his forehead. “Hey Fain! Did ya hear me? Dey thought I was great man!” “Yeah, you were great. Come on buddy, we gotta get outta here before the cops show up!” Fain was trying to get the plastered JJ up on his feet. A couple of the kids came to assist. It took all they could muster to get him on his feet as Fain put his arm around his waste trying to keep him upright and steering him toward the front door. They heard the drummer yell “Hey! What about my drums?” Fain muttered “Eh, fuck that guy!” He got him out on the porch as Elaine came to help Fain with JJ who was trying to negotiate the front steps that appeared to be moving like an escalator. Fain got in front and kind of bear hugged JJ so he didn’t topple over. They managed to get him into the front yard and Fain told Elaine to keep him upright as he went to see if Veri was ok. As Elaine was trying to steady JJ he was smiling at her “Hey Elaine!” as his hands were roaming around her body. “No! Can’t do that with your hands Jerome!” “Huh?” As they were doing they’re little dance Fain approached Veri. “Oh my God, is he always like this?” “No, I’ve never seem him like this. I think some of those punks probably gave him some pills too. Don’t worry, he’ll be ok. He’s tough as nails. Anyway, look Veri, it was fun being with you tonight. I think you’re great but I gotta get him home!” Then Fain turned to attend to JJ but Veri grabbed his arm “Where’s your car at?” “Well, it’s JJ’s car. It’s the next street south a coupla blocks down.” Veri looked at Elaine struggling with JJ “Why don’t we take Elaine’s car? It’s just down there and it’s a convertible. It will be a lot easier getting him into it. I’ll drive.” Fain glanced at Elaine and JJ “Maybe you’re right. Let’s try it.” So the two went over to assist Elaine. Veri kinda yelled out “Elaine, we’re going to take theses guys home in your car.” “No way! I don’t want Jerome barfing all over my car!” As soon a JJ heard the word ‘barfing’ he pushed Elaine away and went down on all fours and started heaving up his guts on the grass. The other three spouting exclamations like “Oh God, ewww! Jeez!” Fain ran back up on the porch and spotted a nerdish looking guy with some girl and demanded “Give me your shirt!” “What? No way!” Fain grabbed him by the collar and pulled him close “I said give me that shirt Goddamnit!” The terrified kid then submitted “Ok, ok!” as he started to unbutton his plaid shirt. The girl started to protest and Fain looked at her “Shut the fuck up!” The guy got his shirt off exposing his skinny torso and handed the shirt to Fain. The girl look at the skinny nerd and sneered walking away. Fain grabbed the shirt and ran back to the vomit scene. JJ was know upright on his knees mumbling something. Fain started wiping his face with the shirt and noticed a partial red capsule stuck in the vomit. “Jesus! It’s probably phenobarbital. Those motherfuckers!” The horrified Veri said “Maybe we should take him to the hospital!” Fain looked at her then started to lightly slap JJ across the face. “Jerome! Are you ok man!” JJ was now smiling and slurring his words “Hey Fain! I lub ya man! Yeah, lz ok. Feelin a lot betta now.” Then he looked down at all the vomit in front of him “Who da hell did dat!” Fain chuckled “He’s ok. He just pumped his own stomach. Let’s get him in the car.” This was an extremely difficult and comical scene as the three managed to get him to the car and push him in the backseat. Elaine now was searching her purse for the car keys. Veri grabbed the purse and fished out the keys exclaiming “You’re not driving Elaine.” Elaine protested “I’m fine!” “No your not” Fain told her as he gently forced her into the back with JJ. After managing to get them in the back Veri went to the driver’s seat and Fain got in the passenger side. Veri fired up the Thunderbird and asked Fain “Where are we taking him?” “Home. It’s not far. Just go up and make a right on Woodward.” Apparently they were taking the scenic route as Fain thought it was better than negotiating all the backstreets. They pulled out on Woodward and headed south toward Grand Boulevard. It was a warm summer night and the fresh air was reviving JJ a bit. He looked over and again smiling and said “Hey Elaine!” As he put his hand on her thigh. “Jesus Christ! Keep your fucking hands to yourself!” as she flung his hand away. JJ just smiled “Ho K.” Fain and Veri looked at each other smiling and trying not to laugh. At one pointe Fain turned and looked at the two “How’s your boyfriend doin Elaine?” She flipped her middle finger at him and said “Fuck you Fain! He better not barf in my car!” Fain turned to JJ “Did you hear her Jerome? No barfing!” “Huh? Why I do dat?” the smiling JJ replied. As they past Grand Boulevard Fain and Veri noticed all the passengers of cars that drove next to them were starring at the strange foursome. JJ was waving and smiling at everyone. “Stop waving Jerome!” Elaine yelled. “Ho k.” Fain told Veri to make a right on Warren which she did. As they were approaching Cass they went past Johnny’s Cafe. Veri pointed and said to Fain “That’s where I work.” Fain looked “Wow. Looks pretty fancy!” Veri laughed and lightly slapped his thigh. They took Warren to Trumbull where Fain told Veri to turn left. It wasn’t long before they were at the flats where JJ and Simon lived. Veri parked in front and now they had the task of getting JJ up to his flat. Is was a little easier as JJ was now recovering a bit and could almost walk unassisted. The hardest part was for JJ to find his keys. He was fumbling around in his pockets with some bills and change falling to the ground. Finally the keys fell out and Fain picked them up and opened the door. “You know what buddy? I think maybe you should stay with Simon tonight.” “Ho k.” It was easier anyway as Simon lived on the first floor and JJ’s flat was upstairs. Fain was pounding on Simon’s door for what seemed like an eternity and finally the door opened with a annoyed Simon standing there in a robe. “What the fuck’s is this! I was sleepin!” Fain was looking at the robbed Simon “Just let us in, Hugh Hefner, and I’ll explain.” Simon stood aside as the four paraded past him. Veri smiled and said “Hi.” Simon did not reply. They led JJ to Simon’s shabby couch and sat him down. “Can’t wait ta hear about this.” The scowling Simon commented. “Well, we were at this crazy party on Virginia Park. There was a band there and a lot of young people, booze n drugs. Anyway, Jerome got pretty drunk and I think someone gave him some reds.” Simon looked at JJ “Jesus. Yeah he’s a mess. So why wasn’t I invited?” Well, Elaine here invited Jerome and he asked me to come along and, uh, it don’t matter!” “Yeah. I’m goin to put on some cloths.” “Good idea.” Fain replied. As Simon went to the bedroom Elaine asked “Who the hell is that guy?” “That’s Simon, a friend of ours.” “Oh yeah?” Elaine replied. As Simon reappeared Elaine started chanting “Simple Simon, met a pieman, going to the fair...” Simon was eyeing her over “looks like this one’s pissed too.” Fain laughed “Uh, yeah.” “Speakin of pissed you got a bathroom in this dump?” Elaine inquired. Simon looked at Fain who shrugged. “Yeah, down the hall to the left your Majesty. Don’t forget to put the seat back up when done honey.” As Elaine walked past Simon “Who you callin honey?” Fain was laughing. Simon looked at him “Is she a hooker or somethin?” Then Veri chimed in “No! She’s my friend! Don’t call her a hooker!” “Whatever.” Simon replied “So what am I supposed to do with him?” as he pointed to JJ. “Make some coffee, stay up all night and maybe knit or something.” Simon scoffed. Now JJ’s eyes were closed and he was softly snoring. “Just let him sleep it off on your couch. I was thinkin maybe he shouldn’t be left alone tonight. He’ll be fine in the morning.” “Yeah, whatever. But I ain’t stayin up all night with this bum. Going back to bed. If he’s dead in the morning you gotta haul em outta here” as Simon pointed at Fain. “Yeah, yeah. Let’s get em situated anyway.” Simon pulled JJ’s legs around as Fain pushed his shoulders down on the couch. Finally he was laying down with his legs bent over at the knees of the end of the couch. JJ momentarily woke up and started smiling “Hey Simon, hey Fain.” He was out again pretty quickly. Elaine emerged from the bathroom and looked at JJ. “He still alive?” Fain looked looked at her “Yeah, he’ll be fine. Don’t worry about it.” “I wasn’t, really.” Then she looked at Simon as she put a hand on her hip “And I heard that hooker comment, Simple Simon! Even if I was you wouldn’t have enough money pal!” Simon laughed “Oh yeah, sorry. Was just kiddin around miss, uh....?” “It’s Miss Shapiro to you!” Simon’s face went serious as he shot a glance at Fain. “Ok, Shapiro. Got it.” Elaine and Simon were starring at each other. Then Elaine sighed and looked at Veri. “Can we get the hell out of here? I could use some sleep too.” “Yeah, let’s go. Thanks Simon, sorry to bother you like this. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” “Yeah, no problem. Good evening ladies.” Simon was now smiling. Elaine turned around and sneered at him. “Was a pleasure meetin you too Miss Shapiro!”

So the three left and got back in the Thunderbird. “So where do you live Fain?” Veri asked. “Not far. Just keep going down Trumbull and make a left on Michigan.” Shortly they were in front of Irina’s on Michigan. “You live in a bar?” Elaine asked. “Above it in an apartment. This is my mother’s place.” Elaine and Veri noticed the place was packed. Stick was sitting on a stool at the door looking at them but thought maybe he shouldn’t say anything. Fain got out of the car and helped Elaine get into the front. Then he proclaimed “Well, that was an adventure! Thanks for the lift.” Veri was looking at him and then signaled him with her finger to come around the car to her. He walked around and put his hands on the door and stooped down so he was eye level with Veri. She was smiling and sweetly said “Will you come and visit me at Johnny’s sometime? I work there from 1Pm till 6 Tuesday through Saturday. I have something fun we can do.” Then Elaine chimed in “Yeah, I’ll bet.” Veri turned and said “Not that Elaine!” Elaine just scoffed. “Fain was looking around at the traffic an muttered “Yeah, sure.” He didn’t sound very convincing. Veri smoothed back that stray lock of hair over his eye with her hand and then caressed his face. “You promise?” Now Fain was looking into her eyes and slowly started to nod his head “I promise Veri.” Then he stood up and lightly stroked her hair “You promise to drive safe. Ok?” Veri smiled “K.”  

As Fain walked in the bar he encountered Stick and looked at him. Stick put up his hands “I didn’t say anything man.” Fain looked down. “Think I got a problem.” “Well, she’s got a hell of a nice car.” “It’s not hers. Belongs to the girl in the passenger seat.” “Well what the hell! Go after her then. They’re both good lookers.” Fain looked up at Stick. Stick could tell what was going on. “Hey look man. I’m the wrong guy for advice with that. You know how I roll.” “Yeah, just needed to tell someone I guess.” Stick was definitely a cad but he was sympathetic to Fain’s plight. He put his hand on Fain’s shoulder “You’ll figure it out buddy. Have to tell you though. At first I thought that was Yvette with a new hairdo drivin that T-bird.” “I know. There’s a resemblance but she’s quite a bit different than Yvette.” “Yeah, women are like cats. All of em are a little crazy but have unique personalities. That’s bout the only advice I got for ya.” Fain looked at him and smiled. “You’re ok Vern. We need to play more pool. Not as good as you yet.” “I know but this place is so damn busy these days. So what’s up with Jerome? Why didn’t he come to work?” Fain lied “I dunno. Maybe he got involved in a cat fight or something.” This made Stick laugh. “Yeah, well I hope he survived it.” 
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Chapter 28
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The Museum 

Frank Larson was in the hospital for five days after the incident at Karpinski’s Funeral Parlor and his dad Earl for three. They were both diagnosed with concussions. Frank had a badly broken nose, some lacerations from Gale pummeling him with the brass knuckles and a groin injury. Earl had a disfigured left ear with internal damage that made him partially deaf on that side of his head. When Frank finally arrived home they didn’t discuss it much as they were both embarrassed by the urn beating compliments of Claire. As they healed up and looked in the mirror at their newly acquired facial disfigurements they became more angry each day at this outrage and started to plan their revenge. This feeling of hatred for Claire, because of the injuries and humiliation, had been slowly festering in their already fucked up minds. They decided to talk to the River Rouge police. They found out who the two officers were that responded to Karpinski’s call and asked them for advice about what could be done. These two officers were unaware that Earl, by striking Claire, had initiated the confrontation. They referred  them to the local public prosecutor Harris Withers. To their dismay, Harris Withers, was Black. When they first encountered him he asked how he could help them. The indignant Earl bluntly stated “You can’t” and he was ready to leave. After some amount of persuasion Frank convinced his father to stay then he began to explain to Withers how they had been brutally assaulted by his sister, Mary Ellen, and they wanted to press charges. Harris Withers, besides being intelligent, was extremely intuitive as well. Being Black he could easily detect any racial skepticism most White River Rouge residents exuded when they encountered him. Withers wore wire rimmed glasses and seemed to have a perpetual smirk on his face while listening to these two lowlife’s calamity. This, of course, was disconcerting to Frank and Earl Larson. Regardless of what Withers thought of this pair he was committed to his job and was competent as well. “Well gentlemen, I’ll have to examine the police report and have a discussion with Mr. Karpinski before I can present you with any options.” “And how the hell long is that gunna take!” a disgruntled Earl demanded to know. The smirking Withers replied “Approximately two weeks.” “Two weeks! Should only take two days!” the belligerent Earl blurted out. Withers was unfazed by Earls rude response. “Well gentlemen, I am the only public prosecutor for this city. You can always try some other attorney with a private practice but it will be costly. At any rate if your charges are valid any hearing will be held in a Wayne County Court which will be in Detroit. You are certainly free to explore your options.” Earl didn’t know what the hell this man was even talking about but Frank got the gist of it. In fact, he was slightly impressed with the cool and collected Withers. As Earl was about to berate this Black smart ass Frank intervened. “Dad, calm down. Mr. Withers is only explaining how this works.” The fuming Earl did manage to be silent as Frank replied “Uh, Mr. Withers, could we think about this for a day and get back to you?” “Yes, of course. I’ll tell you what, in the meantime I’ll get a copy of the police report and and examine it. That way if you do decide to proceed with this I will be better prepared.” Earl was now confused. He didn’t trust this Black man one iota with his fancy lawyer lingo. Frank thanked Withers and they left.

After the two left Earl asked Frank “So you trust that Black motherfucker?” Frank frowned “What difference does it make? If Mary Ellen was black it might but the last time I checked she’s not. This makes him kinda neutral. We don’t have to like the guy as long as he knows what he’s doing and he seems to.” Earl sneered “I don’t know what this world is coming to. Some damn shoeshine boy being a lawyer.” Frank looked at his father and sighed. He was beginning to rethink this whole thing. He was worried that Earl could make a fool out of himself in court. “Dad, are you sure we should do this? I mean, you hit her first and then there’s all that business that happened when she was still at home. If any of that comes out in court it could cause us a lot of trouble.” Now an enraged Earl look at Frank “What the hell are you talking about! Nobody else knows about that stuff unless you told someone.” “I didn’t tell anyone anything. You think I’m crazy?” “No, but you’re pretty damn stupid though!” a fuming Earl replied. Now Frank was staring to get pissed off  “Well Mary Ellen could’ve told ma about it!” “Jesus Christ she’s fucking dead you idiot! It’s our word against hers. Her and her friend looked like a coupla whores at that funeral parlor. If we let Little Black Sambo handle the case that’s what we’re gunna to tell em. He can investigate it and if he finds out that she’s a whore then we have it in the bag. Believe me, I know how these things work. I wasn’t born yesterday.” Frank was regarding his withering pathetic father and thought to himself “Yeah, you used to watch a lot of Perry Mason.”

Frank was finally able to convince his father to proceed with Withers. They informed him the next day. Withers mentioned that he had reviewed the police report and the severity of the injuries they had sustained did merit prosecution for felonious assault as the weapon involved was the urn. He also told them he would try to find out if Mary Ellen was indeed a prostitute but her attorney would probably object to it in court as irrelevant. However, even if the judge sustained the objection it could still plant a bad image of her in the jurors minds. He did run into a bit of a snag though. Withers could not find any records of Mary Ellen Larson. She seemed not to exist. He had to talk to other attorneys to find out if they had any knowledge of her. This was no easy task but finally he was referred to an attorney that had represented a wealthy client who had attempted to solicit a high end prostitute, Gale Saunders, but the client had dropped the charges case for unknown reasons. When Withers contacted this attorney he informed him that the man was no longer a client of his and beyond that there was client attorney privilege involved. Withers was well aware of this during their conversation. “Of course, I understand. The problem is I have encountered a real road block here concerning a case. I thank you for you’re time though.” This attorney had dropped this man as a client because he was weary of defending his serial encounters with prostitutes. He had grown to dislike this man who could not control his carnal obsession. “Before you hangup I may have something for you Mr. Withers. I’m going to give you the name of a Detroit police detective that may have access to some records that could  be relevant.” “Yes, thank you. Any lead could be very helpful” Withers replied. This information proved fruitful and after some more exhaustive investigation it led Withers to a Birmingham attorney who had defended this woman. Withers contacted Aaron Shapiro. After explaining the particulars of the incident that had occurred in River Rouge this piqued Shapiro’s interest. He could not give Withers any information about Gale Saunders because of the attorney client privilege thing. He did however ask Withers of how he could contact him if he learned of anything that could help him with this case. After Shapiro hung up he thought about for it sometime realizing it had to be Claire that Withers was looking for. He decided to inform her of the situation.

So once again Claire found herself in Shapiro’s office. Claire had been a bit depressed about the situation with JJ as he was one of her few close friends and it now seemed he wanted nothing to do with her. She hadn’t heard from him in weeks. She seemed to have a laissez faire sarcastic attitude with Shapiro that day. “This place seems to be my second home” she declared to Shapiro. “Well, we were married for an afternoon, so....” Shapiro commented. Claire scoffed “Yeah, it was brief but blissful. Anyway, seems Jerome wants nothing to do with me these days.” “Well, he was in prison and he probably blames you for it. You can’t force him to forgive you Claire. Give it some time and he may come around. That’s not what I wanted to talk to you about though.” He explained the situation to her and she was infuriated. “Those two fucking idiots! I should have taken Jerome with me to that funeral parlor. He probably would’ve finished the job!” Shapiro was now exasperated at this outburst “Yeah, and he’d still be in prison for manslaughter!” Claire gave him one of her angry glances. “Listen Claire, I didn’t want to upset you but you do have an option here.” “Yeah? Do you know a hit man or something Aaron?” Shapiro reflected for a moment “Yeah, Giancarlo Scalia” he sarcastically replied. Claire’s face indicated that she had taken him seriously. “Really?” “Hell no Claire! We could inform this attorney that we are willing to face the charges your father and brother have filed.” “Aaron, have you gone insane? Or maybe this is just a way for you to get rid of me. Would you visit you’re temporary wife in DeHoCo?” This was so absurd it made Shapiro laugh. “Sure. I could bring you a cake with a file in it.” Now Claire chuckled “Gee, thanks Aaron. I least I know you have my back. Or at least would like to be on my back.” Now she was laughing. She enjoyed torturing Shapiro because she knew he was slightly infatuated with her like most men. Shapiro sighed “Claire, I would prefer that you didn’t talk that way to me. Admittedly you are an attractive woman but in case you weren’t aware I do love my wife and life and there’s no way I would jeopardize it all!” Claire was a bit touched by his reply “Yeah, I’m sorry Aaron. I’m not usually one to be cruel but I guess I like teasing you a bit.” Now Claire sighed “The last thing I need is to lose you as an attorney, and a friend.” After this admission she kind of sheepishly looked at him for his reaction. Shapiro looked away and did not reply to it. After a short silence Shapiro continued “I was just thinking this case they’re pursuing could really backfire on them. I would love to get those two in court and bring out all the facts including what they did to you as a child. I wouldn’t be surprised if the jury constructed a gallows and hung them in the courtroom.” Claire now had a serious look on her face. “I don’t know Arron. What if it didn’t backfire?” “Claire, if I wasn’t confident about this I wouldn’t have bothered you with it.  Sure, there’s always a bit of a gamble. Life is a gamble. But the odds are so stacked in our favor a real gambler would be a fool not to play the odds. We have a trump card by the name of Harriet Cranston. From what
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