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For late September in Mohawk City in upstate New York, it was not too bad of a day weatherwise. The sun was out. The morning had been a little cold, but now that it approached eleven in the morning, it was warming up rather nicely. It was a pleasant day.

Mohawk City Homicide Detective Lyle Odell carried a newspaper under his arm, while he made his way down the sidewalk on Main Street in downtown Mohawk City, New York.

Technically, his title in the police department was Police Inspector Lyle Odell, having received a promotion to that rank about five years ago. Odell despised the promotion and the title, and he insisted that he was still Homicide Detective Lyle Odell.

Odell made his way down the sidewalk, heading for the corner of Fifth Street and Main Street. He was heading for Grundy’s Bar and Grille on that same street corner. The establishment was his best friend and long-time police partner, George Grundy’s retirement dream. Odell could have parked off the street, in the parking lot behind the bar and grille; however, he chose to park on the street. Specifically, on the side street at the corner of Fourth Street and Main Street, rather than take up precious parking for the customers. You see, it stated, “Grundy’s Bar and Grille” on the sign out in front of the establishment, but along with George Grundy and his wife, Marjorie Grundy, Lyle Odell was also a part owner of the establishment. Odell preferred to remain a silent partner, and he would rather not advertise that fact.

Detective Lyle Odell wore his usual workday attire. His suit jacket was too large, and it hung baggy and drifty all along his body. He wore a wrinkly shirt that looked as if he slept in it and he might have done so, too. In fact, the odds were very good, that was the case. Odell only tucked his shirt in on one side of his waist. Odell’s pants were baggy too and slipped a bit at his waist. His necktie hung loosely around his neck; barely tied. And in the gentle breeze of this late day in September, Odell’s non-police regulation hair flopped all around and stuck up in many directions. His once jet-black hair now had a few streaks of gray and white mixed in. His eyebrows, too. His back was just a little bent. He looked nothing like a police officer, or a man of his prestigious inspector’s rank should look. There was no police badge clipped to his belt, or buttoned to his jacket or on his shirt; and he did not carry his service weapon. Odell seldom did so.

The explanation of why he did not carry his service weapon was a standard Lyle Odell answer. He gave the same reply for as long as anyone could recall.

“Nah . . . seldom carry one these days. Most of the time, when I conclude a case, the bad guys are not in a shooting mood. I usually have the bad guys cornered and dead to rights. No need to resort to shooting.”

So goes the legend of Homicide Police Detective Lyle Odell.

Some of the great detective skills of Lyle Odell included his profound and unworldly observation skills. Those who worked with him and knew him well said that he could take snapshots with his eyes.

Odell saw the scene unfolding from about fifteen feet away. He took some snapshots of the scene.

Detective Lyle Odell stopped walking, tapped his suit jacket until he found his tattered pack of cigarettes. He must have sat on them because the pack was all bent and twisted, and it took some effort for Odell to shake one cigarette loose from the pack. He did so as he watched the scene continue to develop in front of him. Odell stuck the cigarette in his mouth, then lit it with the lighter that he found rather easily in his back pants pocket. He watched and took a long drag and then blew the smoke into the air.

Three street thugs were eyeing up the elderly man as he carried his groceries from the corner market. They were all too obvious as they gathered in the doorway of an abandoned and boarded-up office building, plotting, and whispering to each other. Amateur punks. It was going to be an ambush of the elderly man to steal his wallet, the groceries and whatever else they could shake down from him. The city streets of Mohawk City were tough and mean. After a microsecond study of the elderly man, Odell knew that he did not have to intervene. This ambush was not going to end well for the street thugs. No wallet lifting, no free groceries. The elderly man spotted the ambush at the last second. . ..

He reacted.

The punch from the elderly man landed squarely on the chin of the saggy-pants, hooded thug. The young thug staggered backwards. After a slow collapse, the thug landed on the sidewalk with a resounding thud. His thug accomplices turned heel and ran, leaving their leader sprawled out on the sidewalk.

Detective Lyle Odell strolled over, let the cigarette hang on his lower lip as if he glued it there, looked down at the thug and then over to the elderly man, who calmly picked his grocery bag off the sidewalk and began replacing the spilled items into the bag.

Odell bent down to help him, and as he did so, he pointed at the man’s military boots and said, “Army lacing, huh? Polished up perfectly. Lemme guess. Vietnam vet?”

The elderly man seemed surprised, then he recovered and said, “Yes. U.S. Army. La Drang Valley.”

Odell whistled as he tossed the last wayward orange into the bag.

“Shit. Sorry. Tough stuff. You made it in, and you made it out. God bless you. Thanks for your service. I am retired Coast Guard. Look, I know that I look like a bum and that I slept in these clothes, which I might have, but I must inform you that I am a Mohawk City Police officer. Homicide Detective Lyle Odell.” 

“Oh, oh. Geez. Am I under arrest, Detective Odell?”

“For what?”

“Assault. I knocked the punk out with one punch.”

The Vietnam War vet glanced over at the still-out-cold thug lying on the sidewalk.

“Nope. I saw the whole thing,” Odell said as he waved his right arm at a nearly empty city street. One or two persons crossed the street and steered clear of the fracas. 

“So did all these witnesses.”

The Vietnam War veteran looked around, and other than the same one or two people crossing the street, he saw no one else around. However, he went along with where Detective Lyle Odell was leading him.

Odell stopped waving at invisible witnesses and said, “Those punks tried to steal your bag and would have tried to grab your wallet, too. And maybe some other things. Self-defense. I knew from your fighting posture that you were ex-military, so I stood and watched the show. Should’ve sold popcorn and soda. They picked the wrong guy to mess with.”

Odell smiled, stuck out his hand, and shook hands with the elderly man.

With a wave, Odell said, “Snow on the roof. But a fire in the furnace. Gonna leave the thug there. Let ‘em wake up with a headache from a lesson learned. See ya.”

So goes the legend that was, and is, Homicide Police Detective Lyle Odell.
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Chapter One



The Newspaper
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The restaurant sat on the corner of Fifth Street and Main Street. The establishment had been there in the same location for close to fifty years. For all that time, patrons used to know the establishment as Gulliver's Bar and Grille. Now it had changed hands; George Grundy, his wife, Marjorie, and a silent partner owned the cornerstone of Fifth and Main Street.

New beginnings.

How it came to be Grundy’s Bar and Grille was an interesting story. . ..

In the heyday of the police partnership of the two best friends, Patrol Sergeant George Grundy, and then, in the latter few years of his long career, Lieutenant George Grundy, and Homicide Detective Lyle Odell, shared many, many beers and drinks and exposed their souls together at Gulliver’s Bar and Grille. Underneath the turmoil and complex fronts and surfaces, they were both very simple men on a mission of justice.

The two law enforcement officers, and best friends, and companions, would often take their assigned barstools while seated at the bar, along with a cast of characters that were in the inner circle of Odell and Grundy over their long careers. There they would lament, touch lives, share stories and emotions, solve cases, and conquer the world and destroy evil together.

Now, life was different. Very different. For sure.

Grundy retired at the rank of lieutenant from the Mohawk City Police Department, after a long and a storied career of about thirty years in law enforcement, and after about five years and some more time of dealing with Hell on Earth in combat in the United States Army. Yet Grundy knew that he had some more years left to give a second career as a shot. George was only fifty-six years of age, and George and his faithful wife felt as if he had a chance at fulfilling a long-time wish to purchase and operate his own business. The now, civilian George Grundy knew the business that he wanted to target. It was one of his favorite places, and a place near and dear to his heart. A place of shared memories; some painful; some joyous. A place where George Grundy and his best friend celebrated success, where they drowned sorrows, and where the pain and the joy of their combined lives were forever stuck in the walls of the structure and atmosphere of the establishment. A special place in George’s heart. His wife knew of his dreams, and she knew of her husband’s adventures, and because she was a special wife and companion, Marjorie Grundy knew that she needed to support her husband in fulfilling his dreams.

Shortly after his retirement and the final payment on the parent-student college loans that haunted him for years and years for their children’s education, (now that night was a celebration of a magnificent magnitude!) George and Marjorie Grundy approached one of the relatives of the original Mr. Gulliver, who was the current owner, about selling the bar and grille. They were open to selling, and then they tossed a figure out there. George Grundy did not have that kind of money stashed. It would take all that the husband and wife had worked and saved for and be too risky.

Even if it was a thriving business.

When he was about to give up on his dream, George Gurndy was hanging out with Lyle Odell. They were tipping a few beers, and watching the New York Rovers hockey game on television at Odell’s house, when George mentioned his dream and his ensuing letdown at the asking price for the business to his best friend, Homicide Detective (Police Inspector) Lyle Odell.

In typical Odell fashion, Lyle casually took a sip of his (newly acquired taste for light beer) beer glass and said, “I will give you the balance of the dough that you need to buy the joint, George. Make me a partner with you and Marjorie and keep me in the shadows. Only you and your glorious wife will know of our partnership. I insist. I have no relatives. No children. No one to love but you and Marjorie and Christina-Fuentes-Colombo as my beloved best friends. I gave Christina a bunch’a dough for the baby and to stash away for a nest egg for her future education. It would be my pleasure to help you fulfill your dream. I saved a ton of dough over the years. Nuthin’ and no one to spend it on. Especially since Marlin left. It is not like I spend it on furniture or luxuries.”

Lyle Odell waved his hands in the air to reflect upon his modest house and his meager furnishings and belongings. George set his sights on the bare walls. The black and white television set on an upside-down cardboard box, with a pair of rabbit ear antennas for the reception of the hockey game. Grundy sat on a folding chair next to Odell’s easy chair. The only other piece of furniture in the living room was the end table next to Odell’s chair. An end table that held an ancient brass table lamp with a faded brown lampshade perched upon the top of it as if it was a well-worn top hat for an old vaudeville character.

Grundy nodded his head and said, “True. Can’t argue with you on that one, Odell. I have seen crypts with more luxuries. I can’t even crash on ya couch after hangin’ out with ya and havin’ too many beers. Because ya ain’t got a couch.”

Odell continued to explain.

“Besides, it is only fitting that we own a bar and grille together. Especially Gulliver’s Bar and Grille. Soon to be Grundy’s Bar and Grille. We sure shed some tears and enjoyed some joy there, too. I think that I am correct. As Holmes would say in the fictional world and we would say in a non-fictional world, ‘It is rather elementary.’”

Odell shifted in his legendary easy chair in his sparsely furnished living room, and the great detective took another sip of his beer.

“Seeing that most of the bad guys that we locked up over the years owe their incarcerations to our mutual tipping there.”

Odell jumped out of his chair and pointed at the old television. He was exuberant.

“Hey! George! Lookie there! Big save by Rumblehowser in the goal! We might win this game after all! Nothing better than beating the Boston Bears!”

Grundy jumped up and out of his chair, too.

He spilled his beer and shouted, “Nothing better! Big save. Love Rumblehowser! I can’t stand Boston! Anything ‘bout them or any of their teams! They talk funny there in Boston, too! Go, Rovers!”

Odell commented, “I might remind you, George, that just last week, you stated that Rumblehowser was the biggest bum in all of hockey.”

“Well, he was. That is the life of a goalie. One minute ya a bum, and the next minute, everyone loves ya. It is like being a cop.”

Odell smiled at his best friend, and George Grundy smiled back. The two of them shared more than any words could ever describe.

Hockey and otherwise.

Brothers-in-arms. And then some. Horrors and joy.

Pain and happiness.

Two careers and two lifetimes.

Odell settled back in his chair.

Grundy did, too.

“George, just tell me the amount that you need to close the deal. I will write you the check. Right now.”

Grundy swallowed hard. Despite the moment, his words came quickly.

“Okay, Odell. Deal.”

“Deal. Want sum Irish to toast to it?” George Grundy asked.

“Sure. Nowadays, I reserve the Irish for special occasions. This is special. Top cupboard in the kitchen. Left side. Glasses are in the right cupboard. Above the sink. If you are hungry then, please order a pizza from Frank’s West. The number is on the refrigerator magnet. Money is in the same cupboard. In the coffee can. Should be e’nuff for the pie and for a tip for Matty.”

“I am always hungry, Odell. Thanks.”

“No, George. Thank you for you.”

Just like that, the sale of the business was a done deal. 
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Technically, his rank was Police Inspector Lyle Odell. The rank was on his business cards, cast in deep imprints upon his police badge that displayed the rank, and engraved on the placard outside his office door at the Mohawk City Police Headquarters building. Not that Odell was in his office all that often.

Lyle Odell did not use his official job title. If a person referred to Odell as Inspector Odell, then Odell quickly corrected them and asked them to use his detective title.

“It’s just Homicide Detective Odell. I am Homicide Detective Lyle Odell. The inspector stuff is just some official stuff that the change of command pinned on my ass to avoid putting me out to pasture.”

Odell remained understated, but incredibly forceful.

It was Monday morning in late September. Just past eleven o’clock. It could be cold in late September in upstate New York. Today the sun was shining, and while it had been chilly overnight, now, it was rapidly warming up.

Lyle Odell sat and read a newspaper at the bar of Grundy’s Bar and Grille in downtown Mohawk City, New York. “Ya want sum Irish in that coffee, Odell? Just checking. I know you mostly stick to the beer-flavored water these days,” George Grundy asked as Lyle Odell sat at the bar of their establishment on that Monday morning at just past eleven o’clock. Odell did not, at first, react to the words of his best friend asking the question. Odell remained intensely focused on reading his newspaper, and his attention remained fixed upon what he was reading.

“Ah, Lyle? Come in Odell. Do you hear me? Irish whisky? In your coffee? Just a splash?”

Grundy waited. No answer. George studied what Odell was doing and looked at the newspaper and pointed.

“Is that the Mohawk City Times Union that you are reading? I did not think anyone ever read the newspaper these days.”

Odell finally acknowledged his friend’s questions. Yet, it was in the typical disjointed Odell manner, within the opaque, yet obscure world of Lyle Odell’s world. A world where his profound genius hid in plain sight within a shroud of obscurity.

“Negative on the Irish. Thank you, George. Technically, I am working today. Straight coffee picks me up where I need to be right now. I am happy with the beer-flavored water that I enjoy these days. That light stuff. Seldom dip in the Irish whiskey these days. Oh . . . yes, Christina is very happy.”

Police Inspector—Homicide Detective Odell completed his statement; he held the newspaper open to the page that he was reading, but tilted the newspaper to the side. 

Despite the new title and rank, he was still the same Lyle Odell. A few more lines in his face now. A few across his brow. His hair hung long, messy and was anything but a police regulation haircut. Odell’s hair was still thick with some hints of jet black, with just a few more tinges of gray and white along the edges and on his sideburns than were there a few years ago. Usually, Lyle Odell did not shave high and tight; then his whiskers arrived with gray and white tips mixed into the jet black. Odell still wore his suits and jackets oversized; he could hide his gizmos and crime-fighting gadgets there in the mix. His necktie hung askew, and if there was a knot there, it was not discernible.

Retired Police Lieutenant George Grundy loomed large behind the bar. He moved around behind the bar like an immense iceberg drifting in the South Atlantic Ocean. The Mohawk City Police Department missed George Grundy, his power, his experience, his size, and his fearlessness. Just as Lyle Odell groomed Detective Miles Bradford to fill his void when he moved onto the inspector rank, George Grundy groomed Sergeant Larry Hicks, and now, Lieutenant Larry Hicks, to fill his immense void. Hicks was a large and powerful man, too. Not as large and powerful as the legend known as Grundy was, but he was powerful, courageous, and capable. Grundy and Odell selected their heirs very well.

The two best friends made a formidable team for many years; yet, criminals in the dark streets of gritty Mohawk City in upstate New York did not receive a ticket to ride with the team of Bradford and Hicks.

In his role as Police Inspector Lyle Odell, he did not report to the police chain of command; instead, he reported to the Mohawk City Police Commissioner and the Board of Police Commissioners. Odell was a consultant of sorts, and Detective Bradford, while very capable, tapped into the genius mind of Lyle Odell when needed. Especially on a homicide case. . ..

After the Ivan Petrov case and all the emotions wrapped within that multiple homicide case, Lyle Odell hinted that he felt that he was at the end of his career and that he might retire. Rather than lose Odell to retirement, the hierarchy of the Mohawk City Police Department created and offered this special rank to Odell. So far, in numerous cases, Odell had proved that while older, he was still sharp as a tack. Lyle Odell even consulted on a loan downstate to the New York City Homicide Detective Bureau and solved one of their “unsolvable” homicide cold cases. When Odell took on the case, many thought that it would be the first case in his over thirty-year detective career that would defeat the great detective. It took Police Inspector—Homicide Detective Lyle Odell—three days to crack the case and make the arrest.

The New York City detectives worked on the cases for over two years with no leads.

Odell remained a legend both within police circles and outside of them, too. His eccentric and unorthodox investigation methods were standard practice, and criminal science and justice students studied those same odd investigation methods in coursework at universities.

Lyle Odell looked up at George Grundy, who was standing behind the bar and staring at him, and Odell asked, “What time do you open?”

Grundy stood there behind the bar; polishing glasses, and he did his best to focus on the world of Lyle Odell. As well as he knew his best friend for all of these years, it took some shaking off of the cobwebs to do so. After gathering his thoughts, and realizing that his best friend was very preoccupied in his eccentric world, George Grundy answered.

“We, I must remind you that it is we, Odell, since we own this bar and grille along with Marjorie, together, we open at eleven in the morning. I did not mention Christina. Not sure where that came from, in your Odell-mind. But I am happy to hear that she is doing well.”

On the surface, it seemed as if Odell was not paying attention to George Grundy’s words. Although with Lyle Odell, the appearance versus the reality remained very vague.

Lyle Odell carefully folded the newspaper and then he set the newspaper in his lap. Now, he remained preoccupied with plucking a bent cigarette out of the crevices of an inner suit jacket pocket of his suit. After doing so, Lyle Odell studied it and then shook his head in a plain disdain for the condition of the cigarette, but regardless of its condition, Odell stuck it in his mouth and allowed it to hang precariously upon his lower lip as if it was a twisted tribute to cigarette smoking in the golden ages. When the cigarette was in place, Odell perked up and spoke to Grundy.

The unlit cigarette bounced on Odell’s lip as he spoke. Some things never change.

“Correct that you did not mention Christina. You were thinking about Christina and how we used to sit here all the time together. How she made us laugh. How she touched our souls. How we were a team. I saw your eyes wander over to her stool next to me when you asked me if I wanted a dash of Irish in my coffee and I declined. A quick lament about the new times versus the old times. A perfectly normal human emotion and reaction, George. Old friends and such. New adventures.”

Grundy smiled and sighed, all at the same time. It was an Odell moment. He could do that to your soul. Odell, of course, was correct in his reading of George’s mind and emotions. The great detective always remained keen on observing every human emotion and reaction. After all their years together, one might think that Grundy was familiar with his best friend’s eccentric ways and mesmerizing detective skills; however, Odell always pulled out another trick from his endless bag of tricks to amaze George Grundy and many, many others.

Odell looked at Grundy for a fleeting second to confirm his observations and statement, and then he continued to speak.

“But yes, anyway the baby is doing well. She's one-year-old already. Geez. How time flies. They are very happy in Albany. Her husband had already received a promotion in the fire department. Some kind of special rank. Halfway between a firefighter and a paramedic. A specialist. Good for him. Smart man. Dedicated. A rare breed these days. They bought a nice house over in Colonie. He will be an officer very soon. Good move for them. Get the hell outta Sin City here.”

Grundy smiled and continued to polish glasses in preparation for opening for the day. He would shortly move to slicing limes and lemons and stacking them in the dispensers along the bar. George knew that eventually Lyle Odell would circle back and answer the question that he initially asked.

“That is wonderful. Do you think we will see her and the baby before the holidays? It is already late September.”

Odell shrugged his shoulders in a vague response to Grundy’s question. In a distraction, to the question, Lyle Odell fiddled with the bent cigarette in his mouth and plucked it out of his mouth, attempted to straighten it, then after deeming that it was hopeless, he stuck it back in his mouth and let it hang upon his lower lip.

“Maybe. I hope so. I miss her. Yuppers. Great mind that gal has. Yes, indeed . . . a great mind.”

George felt his best friend’s discomfort with the question and the situation. He knew how much Christina meant to Lyle Odell. And Grundy shared his feelings and affection for their mutual friend. The three of them had been through the wringers of life and then some. And Christina loved the two of them back; and she never forgot that Grundy took a bullet for her, saved her life, and almost died on the operating table from the wound.

Almost. But it would take more than one bullet to penetrate the immense armor of George Grundy.

Gratitude has no boundaries, and it is endless.

Although they missed their friend, they wished her only joy in her new life.

Grundy responded and decided to move on in the conversation and subject a bit. To remove some of the pain of retrospection.

“I miss her, too. Miles doing, ok? Ya hear from Cap Moore?”

Odell paused in his words, then he lifted his eyes around and he studied the interior of the bar. Lyle Odell then settled his eyes upon the liquor bottles behind George Grundy. For a few fleeting seconds, Grundy thought that Odell would change his mind and dip into the Irish whiskey once again. Ever since Lyle Odell’s crawling back to semi-soberness after falling into the pits of despair at the loss of his beloved lover, Ms. Marlin Santini, Odell remained stalwart in his resistance to falling again into the throes of alcoholism. George Grundy supported his friend in his efforts, yet he remained cognizant of Odell’s self-control and his use of substances to clear and to focus his mind. Particularly when Odell was hot on a case and pursuing any person with nefarious intentions. In his heart, George knew that Odell had always remained in control of his desires and his addictions after what they both now called, “The incident.”

That was a difficult sequence of events, where Grundy, and Christina Fuentes-Colombo and other friends and close associates of Lyle Odell had to intervene to prevent a disaster in Odell’s life.

And the lives of many others, too.

After a careful study of the bottles and the surroundings, Lyle Odell resisted the temptation. It was obvious that he drifted to potential sources to ease the pain, and then he decided otherwise. Grundy sighed in relief. He would never judge, or lecture, or try to impose undue or unwanted influence on his friend, unless required in a desperate moment. Instead, he trusted that Odell knew what his own situation was. After the study, Lyle recovered and spoke.

“Miles is doing great. Top-notch detective. The best. Captain Moore made a good move, too. Yes. I spoke with him last week. Poughkeepsie is a better fit for him than Mohawk City is. As you know all too well . . . this city can eat you up.”

Grundy nodded and said, “It sure can, Lyle. It sure can. Cap Moore was a great guy, though. Tough situations for him here. The Petrov case was too much for him to handle. He got stuck between a rock and a hard place.”

Detective Lyle Odell peered at retired police lieutenant George Grundy out of the corner of his eyes. Odell replied in agreement that also contained an observation.

“Yeah, he was a great guy, George. I agree. He worked so hard at not being a pain-in-the-ass that he became a pain-in-the-ass. But yeah, he was a great guy.”

Grundy nodded and said, “I agree. Very true. How is the new captain? What is his name?”

“I don’t know the new captain. His name is Captain McCarver. Never met him. Do not work with him.”

Grundy stopped working on the glasses and set the one he had just finished working on aside on the plastic bar tray. George Grundy knew Lyle better than any other person, alive or dead. Except maybe for Marlin Santini. Marlin knew the real Odell in a way that no other human would ever know. Grundy was still probing to see how his best friend was dealing with the new angle in his career. Trying to gauge his mood.

“Gotcha. Is Crump, okay?”

“Lieutenant Crump is fine. Doing his usual C-S-I mystery stuff. What a wonderful team he has.”

“Sure does. Great officer. We sure chewed a lot of the same dirt together over the years. You happy, Lyle? I mean, with this new inspector position bullshit? You can always retire and work with me here. You know that. Of course, you do. You own some of this joint. So much has changed in a few years. Do you miss it? All of our friends. Being in the trenches together?”

Odell plucked the unlit cigarette from his mouth and set it on a bar napkin. Odell then picked up the newspaper from his lap, opened it, and once again began to study it. He took a long sip of coffee and set the coffee mug back onto the mug plate. From behind the newspaper, Lyle Odell answered.

“Somewhat. It’s okay, but can be boring at times. I know that. Yes, yes, and yes. I miss many things, George. Yes, I still read the Mohawk City Times Union newspaper. It is a funny thing here in the headlines. I just read it. A few minutes ago.”

Grundy smiled. After all the years of being with Odell, he followed his systematic answers. He knew that the entire time, Odell, and his genius mind had kept exact track of the questions and queued the answers for the proper time to answer them.

“Please. Can I have a refill on the cup’a Joe? It has been a busy day already, and now I read this article here. Already handled a routine case on the way in here today.”

“Sure, Odell. And yes, I gotcha and understand on the Irish.” Grundy grabbed the coffee mug from in front of Lyle Odell and added, “then I gotta open the door. Almost eleven. Joey is ready in the kitchen. Annie will be in at four. Time to make dough, pour the cold ones and the not-so-cold-ones, and make those famous grilled cheese sandwiches! With the bubbly melted cheese and burned and crispy edges on it. I am gonna have Joey make me one, too. I am hungry. You handled a routine case on the way over here, huh? What are you, a routine beat cop now, too?”

George Grundy stepped back to the coffeemaker and refilled Lyle Odell’s coffee mug, and he set in on the bar counter in front of Odell. Lyle remained lost in the newspaper and he mumbled without looking up, “Nah, on walking the beat. I parked up on Fourth Street. Kept the parking lot spots open for the customers. Yuppers, on the way down the sidewalk, while huffing it here, some street thugs picked on a Vietnam veteran. Tried to mug him and the vet knocked the thug out with one punch. The others took off in terror. I just watched. Knew the vet could handle it. Polished up old guy. Snow on the roof, but a fire in his furnace. Thanks, George.”

Grundy waved, grabbed the door keys, and stomped off in typical Grundy fashion to open the front door for business. Parts of the Earth quaked when George Grundy stomped off on a mission. Grundy greeted a few of the regulars as they filtered in. Two retirees that always were openers, a few city sanitation workers off the early morning graveyard shift now looking for beers and chow, and a businessman and his assistant. George knew the drill. In the five or thereabouts years of owning and operating the bar and grille, Grundy proved to be an astute operator of the establishment. His storytelling ability was as immense as he was. After all the adventures of Grundy, Odell, Christina-Fuentes-Colombo and all the others seemed endless. And big George sure could spin ‘em!

The regulars took their usual seats. The businessman and his assistant obviously had a working lunch planned. They took a table so they could spread out their papers and a laptop computer. Grundy took their orders, prepared, and poured their drinks and promptly delivered them. Joey was on the meal requests.

George wandered back to where Odell still studied the newspaper. George knew that behavior from Homicide Detective Lyle Odell. Something now stuck in Odell’s genius mind, and George just had to ask. A random newspaper article that thousands of other readers would read and take away nothing from it; however, Lyle Odell captured something from nothing.

“You just watched, huh? Good for the vet. Taught those punks a lesson. I hope. What is the funny thing that you just read in the headlines, Lyle? I am almost afraid to ask.”

Lyle Odell did not immediately answer George’s questions. Instead, he set the newspaper aside on the unoccupied barstool next to him. He picked up the coffee mug and downed the last of his coffee. He mussed with his already messy hair so it stood up at odd angles and then he carefully folded the newspaper and placed it in his lap. 

“Annie is ancient but very effective, George. Do we pay her well?”

“Yes. Very well, Odell. She gets great tips too. She is talking ‘bout retirement after Christmas. Been here for over forty-five years.”

“This Christmas?”

“Yes. More coffee?”

“Negative. Thanks. I am heading into the office now. Oh, wow. She is irreplaceable. Annie will change her mind. Anyway, the business headline today. In the newspaper. Caught my eye. Let me show ya, George.”

Odell once again picked up the newspaper and unfolded the paper, set it on the bar counter in front of Grundy, and pointed at the headline on the business page. George flipped his eyeglasses, which formerly perched upon his head, down over his eyes, just as Joey rang the kitchen bell to signal the food was ready.

“Be right back. Food is up!”

Grundy hustled and delivered the meals, refilled drink orders, served two more walk-in customers, and returned to Odell’s position on the bar.

“Gettin’ busy.” Grundy leaned in and read the headline of the article.

“Ah yes, I see this. Dr. Eleanor Burgess takes over as the CEO of Standard Insurance Company.”

Grundy’s eyes scanned the words as he continued to read the article. Homicide Detective Lyle Odell watched his best friend’s eyes as they made their way through the very short article. Odell was studying Grundy for his reactions.

Grundy finished reading the rather brief article and said, “Good for her. Taking over a big company like that one is. A powerful and intelligent woman taking over as the big chief. I see here that her older brother croaked a few weeks ago. She was next in line, I guess. Makes sense. She is now in charge of the family business.”

Lyle Odell seemed a little disappointed that Grundy did not react more inquisitively to the article.

Grundy flipped the eyeglasses back up to the top of his head and folded the newspaper up, and slid it back to Lyle Odell.

“Exactly, George. In charge of all the satellite and sister companies, too. An empire. All this happened shortly after they moved the corporate headquarters from Westchester County to lowly and gritty Mohawk City. Other than tax breaks and monetary incentives, it is quite strange as to why they did that. Built that fancy facility in the heart of our sins and grit.”

“Good for us, Odell. Yup. Tax breaks for sure. Still, it is nice tax income for the city, even with the breaks they gave ‘em. They worked a deal. Lot cheaper here than downstate, and they kept the New York State presence. Nice to have new construction and sumthin’ fancy here in this old city rather than abandoned garment mills and boarded up factories. Redevelopment. Rebirth. Bringing very good paying jobs. Good for us. For all business. For the city. Why are you dwelling on this? I ain’t following ya.”

“One point that I would like to bring out is that she took over as CEO from her older half-brother. Randolph Burgess was fourteen years older than his half-sibling sister is. Same father. Different mothers. The first wife of Wesley Burgess died when Randolph was about ten years of age. Wesley then remarried a few years later, and the couple had a daughter together. Dr. Eleanor Burgess is a botanist. A former professor of botany and horticulture at a very prestigious and elite university in California. New York born but now, she is a Cali gal. Quit her teaching position and head of the department to come here to Mohawk City to assist her half-brother when he took ill in running one of the largest independent, and privately owned insurance companies in America. Randolph had ticker issues. She used to travel back and forth to help after his first heart attack. Randolph bounced back pretty well. Then she traveled to New York only when needed. Ya know how it is with these business jet-setters. The rich and famous can rack up the air miles while jetting coast-to-coast. But then he had another heart attack and a bypass operation. She was here more often after that.”

Grundy nodded his head in acknowledgement of the outpouring of information from Lyle Odell. He knew better than to ask how Lyle Odell knew all this random information about Dr. Burgess and the Standard Insurance Company. Police Inspector-Homicide Detective Lyle Odell knew almost everything. The more random and obscure the information was; the more Odell knew about it.

Grundy noticed a patron required service for a drink refill.

“Okay. Not sure where ya heading, Odell. Seems honorable. Sister took care of her older brother when he had heart issues and operations, and she helped with the family business. Half-brother or not. Oh, wait. Be right back.”

George returned from serving the customer and, after having some time to think, Grundy made the connections. He now knew what bothered Lyle Odell about the article. A lifetime of working together gave Grundy keen insight into the eccentric and complex mind of Lyle Odell.

“I gotcha, Odell. Ya ain’t liking the fact that this gal’s half-sibling-brother croaked right after building that fancy building here in Mohawk City and moving up here from downstate. Then the fancy-ass professor takes over the empire.” Grundy then pointed at the newspaper and added, “She seems fairly young. Maybe fifty-five? She is very beautiful in that picture. For a newspaper photo. The half-brother had major heart issues and was older. Hey, Odell. I need to tell ya this one. You could meet her in person and judge for yaself. Standard Insurance is sponsoring this month’s Mohawk City Chamber of Commerce meeting with a tour of the fancy corporate headquarters. On the heels of their grand opening. We have an invitation. This Thursday at five in the afternoon. As a business owner and Chamber of Commerce member, you could attend with Marjorie and me. So, lemme know.”

Lyle Odell did not answer Grundy’s questions. George lost him.

Odell now went off on an intense preoccupation with attempting to tie his necktie properly. This was after picking up the unlit cigarette from the bar napkin and stuffing the same unlit cigarette into the confines of his right-suit-jacket inside pocket. Grundy knew that he had plenty of time; therefore, off he went, serving patrons, seating new guests, taking orders and tending to tables and refilling drinks. 

When Grundy returned, Odell was up and out of the bar stool and ready to leave.

“Dr. Eleanor Burgess is fifty-four years old. Very lovely woman. Stunningly gorgeous, tall. About five feet, eleven inches. Thin, long, and graceful neck. Great figure. Wonderful cascading auburn hair. High cheekbones. A super-genius. She is one of the great academic minds in her teaching fields of expertise of our time. Very well-respected within academic circles and otherwise.”

“Well, there you go, Lyle!” Grundy gently tapped the bar counter to emphasize his point. “That makes her half-brother sixty-eight years old. Not old, but a little on the older side. Big executive job. High-stress levels. Lots of pressure. He died a little too early. The article does not say much, but knowing Lyle Odell as well as I do, I know that you already have prior knowledge of his death. I am going to guess that he died of another heart attack. Am I right? Seems as if his ticker was barely ticking.”

“Well, yes, you are right on, George. Mr. Randolph Burgess died of a major heart attack while on a cruise sponsored by a worldwide insurance not-for-profit promotional organization. A floating mega-conference, so to speak. The cruise ship crew found him in his locked cabin room on the cruise ship, dead in bed. No autopsy. Out of the country. Floating around on the ocean.”

Grundy nodded and waved his hands in the air while scanning the interior tables and the bar area for any patrons requiring service.

Satisfied that all the patrons were good for now, George asked, “How about the old man? This Wesley guy. The father. What did he croak from, Lyle?”

“A heart attack. Might be a weak genetic link there. Heart issues run in the family. Perhaps?”

“Okay, there you go, Lyle. The half-brother and his father both had ticker issues. Genetic stuff. Nothing suspicious going on there. Not everyone has, as you say, nefarious intentions. Stressful job. Long hours. This guy was in rough shape, already had heart operations and procedures, and he keeled over and croaked. An older, sick guy in a locked room on a cruise ship. You and I both know these things happen. We’ve seen it in our careers too many times to count. Sad but true.”

Lyle Odell paused and stood for a second or two next to his barstool, as his eyes wandered around the bar and grille. He was calculating something. Grundy had seen this odd and eccentric behavior from Lyle Odell a few million times before in their lives together.

Odell spoke with his finger in the air while he attempted to smooth out his hair with his other hand.

“No . . . not all people.” Odell failed in his efforts to smooth his hair out, and he seemed to realize it. He paused and then gave up on the effort. After the pause, Lyle Odell continued to speak. It turns out that the pause was just Odell’s way of calculating and gathering information.

“To be exact. Forty-three percent of the general population will commit a crime if they think they can get away with it. Ten percent are just evil, and they will commit crimes because they are evil. The rest commit crimes to survive. The remainder are honest. Lots of crime out there. One half of young people, regardless of gender or race, will face arrest
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