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To the memory of my brother

Vince Clark

1947—2015

He was my first reader

from the beginning.

“Cut all that. This is where the story starts.”
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The show was breaking at Orchestra Hall. Half the audience was walking north up Michigan Avenue trying to flag southbound cabs. I sped past all those outstretched arms, around the cabs that had stopped for the lucky ones, and pulled to the doorman who was waving his arm and blowing his whistle. Behind him the patient and the infirm waited, most of them dressed to the nines.

The doorman opened my back door for the couple at the head of the line. "Thanks, Flash," he said, leaning into the cab, and then gave me an address on East Lake Shore Drive.

The woman slid in first. Her coat was open revealing a silver lining and a long black dress. Streaked grey-blond hair peeked out from under a colorful scarf. "Thank you so much," she said. Outside her husband handed the doorman a buck.

"Everybody's gotta make a living," I said. This was straight from Ace’s rule book. Always help out the doorman. He’s working too.

It was a warm night in February, which meant it was slightly above freezing, but the husband was dressed for the coldest night of the year: a long tan coat with fur around the collar and one of those Russian-style hats with furry flaps. He looked much older than his wife and he moved slowly and carefully with the help of a dark, carved cane. It took him a while to get into the back seat. Before the door closed behind him the doorman's whistle was howling again. I flipped on the meter and started away.

The guy leaned forward and stuck his head into the opening in the bulletproof shield. "One senior," he said, just as I was reaching to add the extra passenger charge.

“Okay,” I said, and pulled my finger back.

"I fail to understand why cabdrivers do not know when the symphony ends," he said, and dropped back to his seat.

I went down a few blocks, got turned around and started back, past scores of people waving for northbound cabs. "I take it you don't have an answer," he said after I stopped for the light at Washington.

"Sorry. What was the question again?"

"Why are there no cabs waiting when the symphony ends?"

"You don't sit in lines on Saturday nights," I said.

"That makes no sense," he said.

"Why sit in a line when there's business everywhere?”

"Dear Mr. Cabdriver," he said, and he was back at the opening. "I put myself through college driving a Yellow Cab and I waited in plenty of lines on Saturday nights."

"I'm betting business was a bit different way back when," I said.

"Way back nothing," he said. “How long have you been driving?”

“Thirty years,” I said. This was a bit of an overstatement.

“Which means you started about ’83,” he said. “And I quit on my 24th birthday which was in 1975. So, my not-so-young friend, it looks like we only missed each other by eight years.”

“Congratulations on getting out,” I said, and then I did a little math. “Wait a minute. You’re not a senior.” I reached out and rang up a dollar for the extra passenger charge. “And don't try to tell me your wife is."

"I'm sixty-two," he said.

"You get to take your Social Security early. Not your cab discount."

"He caught you, dear," his wife said. I glanced in the mirror and the two of us shared a quick laugh.

"Very funny," the man said. "You're both, very, very, funny."

"What's really funny," I said, "is you live on East Lake Shore and you're trying to beat a cabdriver out of a buck."

Their building was one of the ritziest in town, twenty-five or thirty stories of million dollar condos. But that wasn't high enough for some people. An heir to the Rockefeller fortune had built an entire house on top of the place a decade or two back.

One of the other wonders of the building was the turntable in the driveway. You pulled straight in, dropped your passengers, and then the doorman hit a switch and turned you around. It was like a ride at Riverview back in the old days, without the speed or the cotton candy.

The doorman stepped out the moment we pulled in. "Nine-eighty-five," I said as the door opened behind me.

The guy handed me eleven dollars. "Hold on," he said, and a moment later dropped a quarter into my hand.

The woman walked to my window as the doorman helped her husband out the other side. "You made my day," she said, and slipped me a folded ten.

Her husband was next to stop by. "You're a very unpleasant fellow. Do you know that?" He limped away and followed his wife inside.

"And you're a cheapskate," I said, not loud enough for anyone to hear.

The doorman turned me around. I took a slow ride around the block and pulled into the Drake Hotel line behind three other losers.

"You know you're getting old when you find yourself sitting in hotel lines." This was my old pal Ace talking a few months before he finally retired.

Yet there I sat as the line crept slowly forward. It went against everything I'd learned. Suckers sat in lines. Hustlers got out and worked the streets. It was our biggest advantage over businesses with fixed addresses. We didn't have to wait for customers to walk in the door.

What was I thinking? Nothing. Time passed. The Sun-Times was on the seat beside me but it went unread. Sometimes I'd turn the pages, glance at the pictures and the headlines, but five minutes later I wouldn't remember any of it.

“You're a very unpleasant fellow.” Why was I letting that bother me?

If nothing else, I knew I should get out of the cab. This was another of Ace's many rules: Use any excuse to get your ass off the seat. Check the back for trash, loose change, greenbacks, cell phones, and other lost objects. Wash the windows or just step out and stretch at a red-light.

The doorman's whistle finally came. This time for a couple going to a Randolph Street high rise. Not a word was spoken until we arrived. "Keep it," the guy said, handing me a ten. 

I headed towards the Loop, turned under the el at Wabash, and then pulled behind the lone cab sitting in the stand at the Palmer House. At least here, there was little danger of falling asleep. Every few minutes an el would rumble overhead and sparks would fall. For years, I'd been waiting to see a spark actually touch ground.

A few minutes later, one finally did. I was heading south—still under the el—when a Dispatch cab went shooting by at racetrack speed.  "Jesus," my passenger said, as the cab passed with a blaring horn.

I caught his eye in the mirror. "Probably just off the boat." When I looked back at the road, the cab was in my lane, brake lights burning. I hit the brakes and the horn in the same instant and came to a screeching halt about a half inch from the cab's bumper.

The driver's door of the cab flew open and Ken Willis trotted back my way. "Kenny, are you nuts?" I shouted.

"Eddie, call Ace at home. It's important."

"I got a load." I gestured towards my back seat.

"Yeah, me too," Willis said. "And he's not too happy right now."

I looked up. Ken’s passenger was turned around looking our way. His arms were open. His hands out. I could almost read his lips: What the fuck?  

"What are you doing in that?" I pointed at his Dispatch cab. He’d been driving an American-United for years.

"I could ask you the same question," he said. I’d recently switched to Flash. "Look, your daughter showed up at Greyhound. We've been trying to find you all night. Why don’t you answer your phone?"

"My daughter?" I opened the door and stepped out to the street. “Laura?” I said, standing with the door open as taxis sped by just inches away. I hadn't seen her in nine years. My little girl? “She’s here?”

"She's at Ace's," Willis said. "Call him."

“At Ace’s? What’s she doing there?” Laura?

“She’s waiting for you, Eddie,” he said. “Call Ace. I gotta run.”

"Look, call him for me, okay?" I said. My phone had run out of juice days before. "Tell him I'm on the way."

"I can take another cab," my passenger said.

"No. It's right on the way. But thanks."

I felt like a real cabdriver again as I made every light down Wabash. "Can I drop you at the side entrance?" 

"Perfect," the guy said as I turned left. "How old's your daughter?"

I had to think for a moment. "Eighteen. Yeah. Eighteen. Her birthday was last month. That must be it. She's finally free." I flicked the meter off as we pulled alongside the Hilton. “On the house,” I said. “Sorry about the stop.”  

“Here. Take this." He handed me a folded bill. "Buy your daughter a birthday present."

"Thanks," I said, then headed straight out to Lake Shore Drive and north.

The cab had wings. In seconds I was eight miles north sitting at the light at the end of the drive at Hollywood. I looked down at the bill still in my hand. Ulysses S. Grant smiled back.
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I followed Hollywood into Ridge, both high-speed streets, and drove under a viaduct and past a convenience store closed for the night. I rarely passed this way without thinking of my old pal Lenny. He'd been killed by somebody he picked up right along here. The same punk had flagged me later that same week.

Tonight all I could think about was Laura Amber Miles, my little lamb. She was a little girl when I'd lost one job, then another. I became a drunk and before long I was divorced, an even bigger drunk, and a deadbeat father to boot.

I got so far behind in alimony and child support that my ex-wife hauled me into court. Her lawyer made me an offer. My ex would forgive what I owed—and she'd also drop a domestic battery charge—if I'd forget about Laura. And I had. I'd never even said goodbye. I'd signed papers agreeing not to see her until she'd turned 21. Before the year was out, my ex moved to California.

I'd talked to Laura once in all those years, on the phone and only for seconds. But that was enough to know she hadn't forgotten. "Oh, Daddy, where have you been?" she'd said before my ex had jerked the phone away. I'd had no defense. I'd done the unforgivable. I'd forsaken my only child.

Now she'd come home. I'd been dreaming about this day for years. But as I got closer and closer, I realized I was afraid. Hell, I was flat-out terrified.

Ace lived in West Rogers Park, on a quiet street of small post-war bungalows. Years ago the neighborhood had been predominately Jewish and many of Ace’s neighbors had been fellow cabdrivers. They still were. But today most of them were Indian or Pakistani.

Doctors had told Ace to retire a few years back. He'd sold his taxi medallion for four times what he'd paid for it. But now that looked like peanuts, with medallions going for more than $300,000. He'd planned to sell the house too and buy a travel camper and tour the country with his wife of fifty years. But before the house was sold, his wife had gotten sick and died.

Some of my fellow drivers joked that she just wasn't into roughing it.

Ace had taken the house off the market. He'd just put it back on. His new plan was a small condo in a high-rise overlooking the lake. "I spent enough time looking at traffic," he'd told me late one night. "All I want to see now are waves."

"Why not get a little sunshine while you're at it?"

"Too late," he'd said. "I'm an old man. All I know is this stupid town."

I parked but I had a hard time getting out of the cab. I found my cell phone charger and hooked that up, then wiped dust from the dashboard with a couple of fast-food napkins.

I walked down the block, up the steps, and then the fear really hit. The last time I'd seen her she'd been a little girl. Eighteen? She was almost a woman. What would I say to her?

"Relax. Relax," I told myself but I still couldn't ring the bell. I opened my wallet and pulled out the photo I'd carried for the last ten years. I'd put plenty of creases in it but they weren't enough to hide the love in a little girl's eyes. "I can't believe you're here," I whispered.

The door opened. "Eddie," Ace said. He stepped out to the porch and closed the door behind him. "She's out cold on the sofa." He was one of those guys who never seemed to age. He’d been a little old man when I'd first met him and he was still a little old man, though now with a little less hair.

"She's okay?" I asked.

"She's fine," he said. "She was exhausted. She wanted to stay awake until we found you."

"How did she get here?"

"Greyhound from L.A. Two days straight through, and I guess she was afraid to sleep. It was the typical lowlife convention."

"But how'd she get here?" I pointed straight down.

"Remember Wesley at Sky Blue?"

I shook my head. “What about him?"

"He was dropping someone at Greyhound and she walks up and asks if he knows you."

"Does he?"

"Well he’d heard about you, of course. And he drove her around until he found Paki Bob. Paki called Kenny. They tried to find you and, when they couldn’t, Ken called me and I said bring her here. You’re a lucky man, Eddie. You’re getting a second chance."

Ace knew all about the deal I’d made with my ex. I’d actually bragged about it one night over coffee soon after we’d met. Ace didn’t think I had anything to be proud of. “You’ll regret that your entire life,” he’d said. He’d gotten up from the table, left the restaurant, and barely talked to me for weeks.

"She's okay?" I said.

"Yeah. She's a good kid. Go in and see her.” I followed him into a small foyer. The darkened living room was off to the left. I took a quick peek and a deep breath and decided I wasn’t quite ready. I followed Ace down the hall to the kitchen.

A newspaper was open on the table with a coffee cup sitting alongside.

"Any coffee left?" I asked.

"Tea."

"Let me hit the head."

I went back into the hallway and took another quick look into the living room. What was I so afraid of?

I turned on the bathroom light and looked in the mirror, straight into a horror show. I was overweight. My hair was disheveled. I needed a shave. There were marks on my shirt from dribbled coffee and who knows what. A button was missing. My pants hung down.

Why hadn't I stopped home to change? 

There was a single toothbrush in the rack. I pulled it out then changed my mind and did the best I could with a bit of toothpaste on a finger. I washed my face and ran fingers through my hair.

The living room curtains were drawn but they were thin enough that I could see the headlights passing on Western Avenue, a half block east.

The sofa's back was to the window. Laura was on her side facing the same way. Her blanket had come down a bit, exposing a small hand tucked beneath the shoulder strap of a thin shirt. The sound of her breathing took my breath away. I sat on the coffee table, put my hand over hers, and pulled the cover back up. "My little lamb," I whispered. 

I don't know how long I sat there, feeling the warmth of her hand, listening to that steady breathing. "Daddy?" she said softly and tried to lift her head.

I could see it was a struggle. "Shhh. Shhh." I patted her head. "It's okay, Laura. It's me. Everything's okay."

"Oh, Daddy," she said and the head went back to the pillow and her hand gripped mine.

"Sleep, baby. Sleep."

"Love you," she said.

"I love you, too. Now go back to sleep. I'll be right here."

A few minutes later she began to toss and turn. “No, no, no,” she muttered. Her head came up but her eyes stayed closed. "Don't let them take me," she whispered.

"It’s okay, Laura. It’s just a dream.” I cradled her head in my hands and she dropped back to the sofa. “Nobody's taking you anywhere. Don't you worry about that."
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Ace looked up from his newspaper. "Still sleeping?"

"Out like a light," I said.

"Ready for some tea?"

"You know, I think I'm gonna go home and change. Maybe take a shower."

"Eddie, you should be here when she wakes up."

I shook my head. "I don't want her to see me like this. I mean, look at me."

"I've seen you worse," he said. "Why not take a shower here?"

"Let me go home and get the place straightened out a bit. Christ, the windows haven't been opened in months. The bed isn't made. There's dirty dishes..." And suddenly I remembered what my apartment really looked like. “Oh, Jesus.” There would be no fast way to straighten out that mess. 

"Eddie," Ace said as he poured me tea. "You're her father. She doesn't care what your apartment looks like or what you look like. She loves you. She thinks you're a hero."

"Where would she get that?"

"Oh, me and Kenny, we built you up a bit. Your big night."

"My big night, where I almost got myself killed," I said. “Hey, can she stay here for a couple of days? I mean you got plenty of room. Or am I asking too much? I'll pay whatever you say."

"You'll pay? What kind of asshole are you? She can stay as long as she wants. Hell, I'd love to have her. It's been a long time." He stopped suddenly. I knew he was thinking about his wife. A moment later he shook his head and gave me a sad smile. "Upstairs is a mess. I'll put her in the den. That way she gets her own bathroom. We’ll clear it out tomorrow. I've been using it as a sort of storeroom."

I realized my entire apartment was a storeroom. A storeroom for garbage. "I gotta find a new place to live," I said. "I mean, besides being a dump, it's not big enough for two people."

"Give you a good deal on this place."

"What'd she bring with her? Do you know?"

"It's all in one backpack."

“She'll need clothes and everything,” I said. “We'll need furniture. Dishes. A couple of beds."

"Eddie, my friend," Ace said. "It sounds like you're finally gonna spend some of that money you've been so busy squirreling away."

For years all my cab-driving pals had been razzing me about all the money they thought I'd been saving. I'd always denied having any. But now I just smiled. "This is what it's for, Ace. This is what it's for."

"Come on," he said. I followed him to the den at the back of the house. "This used to be a porch." He flicked on the light. "Cost me a small fortune."

The room was a half moon with floor to ceiling windows. French doors led out to the backyard. There was a fireplace, a pull-out couch, a couple of easy chairs, a desk, and several bookshelves. A dozen cardboard boxes and several oversized plastic bags were scattered about.

"I've been clearing out upstairs," Ace said. "Nancy never threw anything away. It goes from here to the garage and then on to the Ark or Goodwill."

"She'll love it," I said, and then it hit me. "I don't know anything about her. I feel like I'm not even her father."

"Don't worry," Ace said. "She's a good kid."

"You know about as much as I do."

"I got a pretty good idea what kind of kid she is. We talked for hours. What do you think we were doing while we waited for you to turn up?"

"So why's she here? Why now? I'll bet she had a fight with her mother."

"Oh, sure," Ace said. "Like every teenage girl. And, big surprise, she doesn’t like her stepfather, either."

"That leaves hope for me,” I said. 

"And, of course, they don't think too much of her boyfriend."

"Boyfriend?"

"She's eighteen, Eddie."

"So who is he?"

"Kid with good taste, you ask me."

The tea kettle whistled. Ace turned it off then filled a ceramic teapot.

"She's not pregnant?" Is this what I was so afraid of?

"Look, she's a good kid, Eddie. Trust me on this. She's smart. She's funny. But she's still a kid. We were idiots at that age. They've gotta be bigger idiots. I mean, look at the world."

And there she was standing in the doorway wiping sleep from her eyes. She was so beautiful I almost cried. I would have recognized her anywhere. The girl I'd given away.

"Hey, baby," I said, and engulfed her in a hug.

"Hi daddy. I'm so glad you came."

"You're glad I came? Oh, my god, baby. Oh, my god." I couldn't let her go. She smelled like a beautiful spring day. The first spring day in years.

After a while I took a few steps back, keeping my hands on her shoulders. "Let me get a look at you," I said.

Her hair was brown, cut short, and much lighter than I remembered. She was a bit on the thin side but she had a nice, healthy-looking tan, and big brown eyes that sparkled like gold. She'd inherited her mother's nose, which was a major blessing.

Her T-shirt was so thin you could almost see through it and it wasn't very long. It stopped just above her belly button. The same belly button I used to blow on to make funny sounds. Her jeans were faded blue with plenty of holes and arty patches. They were a little on the tight side. The buckle was open and the zipper was halfway down, exposing striped underpants.

"Your barn door's open," I said.

"Huh?" Her eyes got wide when she smiled and tiny dimples appeared in her cheeks.

"Your zipper," I said, and I pointed.

"Oh." She took a deep breath and pulled the zipper up. "My barn door?"

"That's what we used to say," I said. "Your barn door's open and the horses are getting out." I turned to Ace. "Wasn't that it?"

"You're flying low. That's what we said in the service.”

Laura sat down and then pulled her feet up to the front of the chair. One of the ugliest spiders I’d ever seen was tattooed on her left ankle.

"Laura!" I couldn’t stop myself. “That’ll be with you your entire life.”

"It’s a stick-on," she said.

"It sure looks real."

She shook her head, and there were those dimples again. "Mom told me you have one."

"She did, did she?"

"This I’d like to see," Ace said.

I rolled up a sleeve to show my long-faded tattoo.

"What is it?" Laura asked. That's how bad it now looked.

"Baby, that was my very first car."

They couldn't stop laughing. "A car?" Ace said. "You got a tattoo of a car?"

"Hey, at least I got one," I said. "Where's yours?"

He took off his sweater and rolled up a sleeve to expose a bulldog primed to attack. "USMC," was written on the dog's helmet. "Chosin Reservoir, 1950."

"What's Chosin Reservoir?" Laura asked.

"It's a place I never want to see again,” Ace said. “It's part of North Korea now."

"You were in Korea?" I asked.

"Was I in Korea?  I froze my frigging butt off."
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"You're making me blush," Laura said.

"I just can't stop looking at you," I said. "I love your smile. I love your dimples. I love that you're here."

"They're not really dimples," she said, and her eyes went down.

"Don't tell me they're selling stick-on dimples now."

"They're for my studs," she said. "Mom took them out while I was sleeping and she wouldn't give 'em back even when I turned eighteen.” She put a finger to one cheek and then the other. “I had a star here and a half moon here."

"You pierced your cheeks?"

"Now you sound like mom."

"Sorry, baby, just let me get used to this."

"And I'm not a baby anymore."

"Laura," Ace said. "You want some tea? You hungry?"

"I'm starving," she said. And there were those holes in her cheeks again. They weren't quite as cute as they'd been just a minute before.

"How about I scramble up some eggs," Ace said. "Bacon, potatoes, toast, what do you say?"

"If it's not too much work," I said. "You want help?"

"Why don't you guys sit down and get reacquainted," Ace said. He led us to the living room and turned on the lights. "I'll call when it's ready."

Laura sat cross-legged on the sofa with a folded blanket in her lap. I dropped into an easy chair. "Laura," I said, and the words wouldn't come.

"This is so weird," she said. “We’re like strangers.”

"Look,” I said after a while, “I'm your father. But I can't pretend that I'm the boss or anything. And yeah, I admit, I'm not a fan of tattoos even though I've got one myself. And I think it's pretty strange to start drilling holes in your face. But you're eighteen years old. And even if you weren't, I have no right to tell you how to act. Not after what I did to you."

"It's okay. You don't have to."

"Just let me say this. I know I did you wrong. I should never have let her take you away and I'll do anything I can to make it up to you."

"It's okay. It's okay. I kind of know what happened."

"You know what happened? This I'd like to hear."

"How you lost your job and couldn't find another and you and mom were fighting all the time and then you started drinking more than you should."

"That’s pretty close,” I said. “I thought your mother would make me out even worse than I was."

"Well, she did at first. She hated you. But then it happened again with Dan.”

“What did?”

“He lost his job and he couldn't find another and mom and him were fighting and throwing things and he got into drugs really bad and they split up.”

"They got divorced?"

"Separated. And we lost the house and me and mom had to move into this tiny little apartment with no pool, no grass or trees or anything."

"So are they getting back together?"

“He says he wants to. But I’m not so sure.”

“He find a job?”

"Yeah." She rolled her eyes. "As a drug dealer."

"Really?" Why did this cheer me up?

"Well he doesn't go to work. He drives a brand new beamer and he's always got money.”

"That doesn't make him a drug dealer."

"And I found some once, before we lost the house. I went in to use the Jacuzzi and there was this big ball of aluminum foil all wrapped up. So I unwrapped it and it was all this white powder. It sure looked like drugs."

"So what'd you do?"

"I didn't do anything. He started pounding on the door for me to let him in. So I did. And he went right to the Jacuzzi and got the ball."

"Hmmmm. Well, I guess it's a good thing you're here, huh?"

"Yeah."

“So you plan on hanging around awhile?”

“Guess so.”

"Good. So what do you want to do?"

"Well, I'd like to go to college sort of. But I still have to finish senior year."

"So we're going to have to find you a school. And we've got to find a place to live, 'cause I pretty much live in a shoebox. So that's the first step. Do you mind staying here until we can find a place big enough for both of us?"

She shrugged. “If that’s what you want.”

“I want you with me,” I said. “But my place is so small and it’s such a wreck, I’d be embarrassed to let you see it. How about you give me a couple of days to clean it up. Can you stay here that long? Don’t worry. Ace is a good guy."

She nodded. “He’s nice,” she said. “It’s just that blood is blood, right?”

“Of course,” I said. But it would be weeks before I really understood the truth of those words.

“Hey, do you remember after you moved out, you used to pick me up from school, and we'd go on these really long drives? I remember one night you took me on this road that went right over the steel mills."

"The Skyway."

"And there were like these huge chimneys with giant flames shooting out right below us."

"Most of the mills are closed now," I said, and I remembered the reason for the drives. I didn't know what else to do with a little girl. Before I found the cab most of my friends were barflies. "Yeah, we used to drive and drive." Until she fell asleep in the car and the bars were safely closed.

"When my friends would ask me what Chicago was like, that's what I always told them, about that really high road and the steel mills in the night."
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Laura said she'd be fine sleeping on the living room sofa, but Ace wouldn't hear of it. We left her to finish her breakfast and Ace and I went back and did our best to straighten up the guest room. We stacked the boxes and bags in one corner, made a path to the bathroom and got the hide-a-bed open.

Ace went upstairs for towels and bedding. When he came down he said, "She's in there doing the dishes. It must run in the family."

"What's that?" Laura asked, standing in the doorway.

"Hard work," Ace said. "Your dad used to be the hardest working guy in town."

"I don't know if I'd go that far."

"You never wanted to quit," Ace said.

"I didn't have any money," I said. "That's how I lost you. Money. That's about all your mom and I ever fought about. Hell, we might still be together if it wasn't for that. We both loved you. So yeah, that was one of the great things about the cab. You could work all you wanted."

"And did he ever," Ace said.

"I'd drive all day. Go home, count my money, get a couple hours sleep, and then come out and drive all night. I used to love counting the money. That used to be my favorite part."

“We had to practically tie you to a chair at the roundtable so you’d have a second cup of coffee." 

“What’s the roundtable?” Laura asked.

“Coffee shop hangout,” I said.

“Whole bunch of cabdrivers complaining all night long,” Ace said.

“If I remember correctly,” I said. “You were complainer-in-chief.”

Ace pointed at Laura. "What'd you need, doll?"

"Do you have any kitchen cleanser?"

"Hmmm," Ace said. "Let me see about that." They went off to the kitchen.

Ace was back in a minute. "You drove the Polack nuts," he said. 

"God, I miss him," I said. This was our old friend Polack Lenny, murdered for a couple hundred bucks.

"He couldn't stand you giving Yellow Cab all that money."

“Hey, what's Kenny doing at Dispatch?"

"Bernie sold out." Bernie was a private owner with several cabs. Ken had been driving for him for years. "Nobody can pass up the money," Ace said.

"It's like musical chairs," I said. The Russians and the New Yorkers had started buying Chicago taxi medallions by the bushel load and prices were going up accordingly. Small private owners and big fleets were selling out as fast as they could, leaving their drivers scrambling to find cabs.

"You know I never would have sold my medallion if I'd known Nancy was going to . . ."

"What you mean is, you never would have sold it if you knew prices were gonna go through the roof."

"Well, sure,” Ace said. “That, too."

We finished making the bed, got the bathroom ready, then we sat down and talked some more about our favorite subject: the cab business.

“I got lucky tonight,” I said as Laura walked in
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