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Alicia mismo
policía

April 23, 1977

Early Saturday Morning

 


“Oh, Eddie! Oh! Gee! Oh, Eddie G.! Oh, God! Oh! Oh!
Oh! Oh!”

With the last Oh, a bit of an
elongated one, Alicia mismo policía, meaning that Alicia was
pronounced the same as the Spanish policía,
po-lee-cee-a, all five-foot-eleven and a half inches and
one-hundred-sixty pounds of her, collapsed on the top of my chest.
Those one-hundred-sixty pounds of her were, of course, heavy upon
me. They were a shapely constructed one-hundred-sixty pounds,
mostly on the top of her chest, around a staple in her navel.
Alicia is built like a brick
shithouse. Her breasts were living instantiations of voluptuous.
Many described her as drop-dead-gorgeous. There wasn’t any argument
that she was easy on the eyes, but I think most of those who
described her as drop-dead-gorgeous had their eyes focused
on her chest, though watching her walk away didn’t have any
downside.

“Oh, Eddie! That
was great! Absolutely
great!”

Yes, it was. The thing still worked, three
times and counting. I had been
fixed less than three days, the same number of days as the
times the thing has thus far functioned as it should be
functioning. Dr. Harebottle, or Dr. Harry as he is known at The Hyde Out Inn, the dive-bar that
I own, is my personal physician and friend. He told me that I
should give it four full days to heal. He knew that I would not be
able to last that long, though I did last long last night, and
again a couple of times this morning.

I don’t have any idea why this operation is
called being fixed.
What Harry did was he broke it. The thing worked perfectly
well before he broke it. I had had to wait three days before I
could find out if this broken thing wasn’t broken any longer and
could function as well as it had before Harry broke it.

The two of us, Alicia and I, not Dr. Harry
and I, had been at it since about ten the previous evening. I
glanced at the clock on the nightstand. The dim light read
four-oh-six.

It had been about nine last night when we had
finished eating a Rocco’s pizza,
not each other, that came later, and came we did. I was now
hungry for more pizza, not more Alicia mismo policía, at
least not yet. Even a phenomenal Rocco’s pizza stayed with one for
just so long. With some effort, I crawled out from underneath her
and out of bed and stumbled into the shower. Alicia stumbled
in right after me.

We hadn’t slept during our entwinings, though
one or both of us might have caught a few minutes here and there.
So, the bracing hot shower water didn’t have to awaken us, but it
awakened something in Alicia. She and the bracing water awakened
something in me as well.

After that something in me went back to
sleep, I washed and headed for the kitchen, naked and wet.

Alicia yelled after me, “Aren’t you going to
dry?”

“I hate towels! Besides, I’ll be dry soon
enough.”

She neatly sidestepped the puddles I had left
behind my naked self. She was clad only in a large towel as only
women can thus be clad. The large
towel looked quite skimpy on her
more extensive construction.

A single slice of pizza stared back at me, so
I started frying some eggs. My fried eggs are amongst the world’s
better fried-eggs. I use much butter and get it as hot as one can
get it without burning. Then low heat as the hot butter fries the
eggs. Alicia sat at the table in front of the two mimosas I had
poured.

She said, “Eddie, I don’t want you to get the
wrong impression. I certainly wanted to be with you. I still do.
But, there’s something I need to ask you. A favor! A big favor! A
big fucking favor!”

Dreading payback for a night in the sack, I
said, “Go for it!”

“I have a brother. His name is Danny. He’s in
prison for armed robbery, four of them. He’s innocent. He never did
a crime in his entire life, those
or any others.”

“And, the favor?”

“Get him out! You can do it. You and Jordan
won the Kimmons case. You can win this one as well.”

“And, how do I do that?”

“Prove he didn’t do it.”

“I assume he had counsel during his
trial.”

“Yes, but she wasn’t any good. She was a
Public Defender who had just graduated from some lower-level night
law school.”

“And, the appeal?”

“It was denied because they said it
wasn’t timely filed. It took my
mother and me too long to raise the money to hire an appeals
attorney. My other younger brother and our sister were still in
high school. None of us wanted the Public Defender who had just had
Danny put in prison.”

“Your dad?”

“He’s dead! Has
been for over ten years. My mother worked hard to raise us.
She has a house, but she owed too much on it to raise any money for
bail when Danny was first
arrested.”

I turned off the stove when I smelled the
burning eggs. I sat down. I drank
my mimosa.

“Alicia, do you have any idea what you are
asking? The odds against getting any judicial review are
astronomical. That’s not even considering the cost which should
also prove to be astronomical. Plus, I’m not an experienced
attorney. I’m just a guy who owns a bar who happens to have a law
license. I dabbled in research for Jordan, but I’ve never been in a
courtroom except as an observer.”

I didn’t add “And, I never will be. I don’t
practice. The emphasis is on the don’t.”

Trying not to disappoint her too much, I
added, “Where did all of this take place?”

“Lansing, Michigan.”

“Oh, fuck! Nothing like dealing with a case
two-hundred-fifty miles away in another state.”

“Two-hundred-twenty-three!”

“What?”

“Two-hundred-twenty-three! Lansing’s only
two-hundred-twenty-three miles away. It’s only two-hundred-fourteen
from Hyde Park, an easy three-hour drive.”

“Well, that’s OK then!”

I smiled.

She might not have wanted to, but she smiled
as well.

We skipped the eggs and went back to bed. We
lay apart and still for a while. Then, she rolled over to me. We cuddled, performed a few other
acrobatic acts and fell asleep.

It was after ten when I heard the shower. I
didn’t go in. I waited until she
came out wrapped in another of my large towels.

We exchanged Good Morning
greetings.

I didn’t want to go to either my bar or to my
deli, The Dill Pickle, with a woman whom I now suspected I might
never see again, particularly one as beautiful as this one.
Besides, I do try my best to follow the advice Charles gave me all
those long years ago: “Keep your personal life personal and out of
your The Businesses!”

After I had finished my shower and other
sundry and assorted morning ablutions, I went to the kitchen to
start some Charles’ Blend. That’s the Arabic coffee blend that
Charles had developed when he had first opened The Hyde Out Inn. As
I was famished and sure Alicia was as well, I decided to give some
eggs another try. This time, I paid attention. They were their
usual excellent. I toasted a
couple of bagels. We spoke little as we drank our Charles’ Blend
and ate our eggs and bagels
with. Alicia was a
traditionalist. She had hers with lox. I had my usual sun-dried
tomato cream cheese with mine.

Finally, I said “Well?”

“Well, what?

“Well, are we going to see each other
again?”

“Why wouldn’t we? Why do you ask that? Did I
do something wrong? Oh, Eddie, you misunderstand. I didn’t come
here because I wanted your help. I came because I wanted
you. I wanted you when you first came to see Archie. Hell, I
sent enough signals. I know you received them. I know I was on your
radar as well. I was disappointed that you never called. Then,
someone told me about Jordan. In a way, I was glad that you hadn’t
called, not a cheater kind of guy. I was going to call you
about my brother this past week
when I heard that the Kimmons trial was over. But, you called me
before I had a chance. I was excited. I
probably should have waited until later to ask you about Danny.
But, I have been so damned anxious about him for so long. I guess I
jumped the gun, huh?”

“Maybe, but don’t worry about it. I’m glad
that you just said what you just said. I had already decided that
you wouldn’t want to see me again because I wouldn’t help you and
your brother. But, you were wrong there as well. If you had said
that you didn’t want to see me again, I would have told you the
same thing that I’m going to tell
you now. Except now, I won’t have to say ‘Except we will be doing
everything by mail since I won’t want to see you again either under
these circumstances.’

“I will do what I can, but that might turn
out to be very little. First, I
want all the documents and papers that you have on your brother.
That way I’ll know what other stuff that I’ll need to get. Whatever you might have will
make my life a little easier. I’ll review the case, but I don’t
think that I’ll be able to do much more. You say the appeal filing
has been denied. I’ll do some
research on that and see what I can come up with.

“Strangely enough, I am licensed to practice
in Michigan. When Jordan graduated law school here at The
University of Chicago, she took the bar exams in both Illinois and
Michigan, the latter because it was her home state and I guess she
thought that someday she might return which she just did four days
ago. I drove her to Lansing to sit for the bar exam. Since I was
going to be there anyway, I boned
up a bit and took the Michigan exam along with her. We both passed,
she with flying colors, me just barely, the result of too little
study. Anyway, that’s what I like
to think.

“So, let’s get today’s show on the road.”

We did, got today’s show on the road, but not
until after we both got one last today’s show on the bed. And,
another shower.

The WGN-TV news had said it would be
fifty-eight degrees today, not quite warm enough for a ballgame,
but my brother Don is in town on leave from Germany, and it’ll be
his birthday tomorrow, and he’s as big a Cub fan as I am, so today
is Wrigley Field time.

I drove Alicia to the loop. She said to drop
her there as she had shopping to take care of. I continued north to the On the Same Street
Tavern, the name being derived
from being On the Same Street, Addison Avenue, as Wrigley Field,
just a few short blocks to the west. The
bar was owned by one of my ex-employees, Tom of Tom, Rich,
and Harold fame, now a practicing attorney on the Northside. Maybe,
he figured that since I was an attorney and owned a bar, the bar he
had worked at when he was in law school, he should do the same. The
big difference, however, was that I had been a non-practicing
attorney all those years and had owned the bar before I had passed
the Bar. Tom had passed the Bar before he opened his bar.

I had called Tom earlier in the week to
reserve one of his private off-street parking spots for today’s
game. I drove the Olds. Parking up here on game days, even in a
somewhat protected spot, would not be protected enough for the ’41
DeSoto I inherited from Charles.

I arrived a bit before one. My brother was
already there. I hadn’t seen him for over a year. After a hug and
one quick beer, a Heileman’s Old Style Lager Beer, not a great
beer, but, the Cub fan’s local brew of choice, we walked to the
ballpark where we enjoyed a quick two-hour-thirteen minute 2-1
Cub’s victory over Cincinnati. It was early in the season, and the
Cubs were already trying to get back to .500. Even after only
eleven games and today’s victory, they were still one game under.

We walked back to get the car. Don had
another beer. At the game, it had
been 2-0, two beers for him and none for me. The one o’clock beer
was three hours ago. That and the additional hour I would spend with my brother and Tom
before I drove home would clean-out my innards. I don’t drink and
drive. It’s not only dangerous; but
it’s also risky. Who wants to get involved with the legal
system when there are taxis to substitute for driving under the
influence when one’s feet won’t do the job? Bar owners seemed to
know this better than their patrons.

Don and I talked about sports, marriage, and Germany. I had spent three years’
military time there myself, Germany, not marriage. Tom and I talked
about 1968 and Abbie. I didn’t mention my recent visit with the
underground Barry Freed.

Rather than drive through heavy
after-the-game traffic, even one hour after the game, Don suggested
that he take the bus. He did. He took the Addison bus past the old
neighborhood to his in-laws’ house where he and his wife were
staying during his leave.

I fought my way to the Drive and headed south
when I had finally succeeded in surviving the fight.
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The Start of a Plan

Still Saturday

 


I got back to The Hyde Out about six. I
strategically chose a table in the back where there weren’t any
smokers and the most likely location where there wouldn’t be in the
two hours I would be there waiting for Geri. Geri had been, and
still was, a librarian at The University of Chicago, though now a
research librarian at their Law School Library. Geri was my
long-standing paramour. She was one of the first people I had met
in Hyde Park when I moved here to start my freshman year. Was 1957
that long ago? Had it really been
twenty years?

Holy fuck! Has it been that long with Charles
dead these last twelve? He had died of lung cancer even though he
had been a lifelong non-smoker. The consensus was that he had been
struck down because of all the second-hand smoke that he had
inhaled in the thirty years that he had owned The Hyde Out. I had
been a teenage smoker a couple of years before I first met Charles.
He had been wise enough not to chastise me, but to direct me. In
just a few months, he had converted me from being a total asshole
who smoked to an only-close-to-a-total-asshole who no longer
smoked.

I was starved and thirsty. I ordered my
special, meatloaf and mashed potatoes with corn on top with
too-oo much butter. I had already finished my first
Bitburger Pils. The backup was already in my hand and moving
upwards. I wouldn’t have to worry about driving now. I still had
the upstairs apartment that Charles had provided for me twenty
years ago now.

While I was waiting for my food, I thought
about Alicia and her brother, mostly about Alicia. If I didn’t keep
my wits about me and fight the good fight, I might make a living
arrangement mistake. I didn’t need that. It wasn’t that long ago I
had been lamenting having to spend so much time with Jordan that I
had been neglecting my friends and The Businesses. Well, my friends
anyway. With my mother and English
Dave handling things, I had little to worry about in The Businesses
department.

Alicia’s brother, I think his name is Danny,
is another matter. I didn’t need this one. I had just finished with
a bastard of a case serving as Jordan’s researcher and co-counsel,
but not in the second chair. I sat behind both her and the rail on
the Kimmons case she just had won this past Tuesday. Has it been
that short a time? Only four
days?

That case had been an emotional one for me.
The client’s grandfather had been a sore spot for me for six years.
Hopefully, I was over him. I was trying to follow Charles’ advice
on that matter. He told me when Jordan first got the case that I
needn’t concern myself with the asshole. First, the case was
Jordan’s, not mine. And second, the case was about the kid, not the
grandfather.

Lest you think Charles mightn’t be dead, he
is. That doesn’t stop me, however, from conversing with him when I
need to. There are some problems, even with me approaching middle
age, for which I need the advice of my old mentor. As many take
their problems to bed with them, so do I. But, I have the advantage
of being able to talk them over with Charles before I get to
sleep.

I know that I’m talking to myself, but it
helps to clarify my thinking if I imagine the answers to my
questions coming to me as only Charles could phrase them. And, he
made me answer his questions as well. He made sure that I
understood the issue at hand. I do the conversing with him a lot
less now, only every other month or so, than I did when he first
died. Most of the stuff I finally have figured out for myself. Like
whether to consider Alicia a future live-in.

Charles would ask “Are you fucking nuts?”

I don’t need to embarrass myself in front of
him. Besides after getting reamed out, I’d probably never get to
sleep.

I had thought about the brother enough that I
knew what steps I needed to take. Alicia had said that she’d
messenger all her papers to me first thing Monday morning. In the
meantime, I needed to get to Tribune John and Stosh the Cop.

I asked the bartender for the bar’s phone and
the client info list. We were getting ready to computerize a lot of
stuff, our customer base being one
of them, so we had just collected and updated all their info. I
found Tribune John under T, exactly where he should have
been.

I called.

“Trib, this is Eddie.”

“What can I do for you, Special Ed?”

To John, I was Special. John was just as
special to me.

“I need your morgue skills again. I got
another old case. This one is out-of-state, though. Can you still
take care of it?”

As Tribune John’s name implies, he worked for
the Chicago Tribune. He was their Circulation and Delivery Manager
and had been ever since I knew him going on twenty years now. He
had more contacts than I did.

“Out-of-state where, Eddie?”

“Lansing, Michigan!”

“The Lansing State Journal, a Gannett paper.
That should be easy. I know a guy who knows a guy. But, it’ll take
a week or so to get it all to you. What’s the scoop, names, dates,
events, what-have-you?

“The name of the person in question is Danny,
Daniel,” I assumed, “Dow. The event was four armed robberies,” I
also assumed, “in Michigan, probably the Lansing area. The dates?
Presumably in the last year or
two. I can’t be more specific. That’s all I have right now. If it
doesn’t work, I guess I’ll have to wait until I can get more
info.”

“No, that should be enough. All of us now
have a pretty good morgue system.”

“I’ll probably be driving up to Lansing
Tuesday. Can you arrange for me to pick it up there?”

“I believe so. If I don’t make brunch
tomorrow, I’ll let you know Monday after work.”

“Good enough. By the way, this is a paid job.
Your brunch and dinners are on me next week.”

Tribune was a regular and had been since time
began. He had a take-out dinner every night of the work week,
sometimes Saturdays as well.

“The pay must be good for
you to be so generous.”

There wouldn’t be any pay, but that didn’t
mean there wouldn’t be expenses that I would have to endure. Even
friendship needs reciprocation, maybe mainly friendship.

“Thanks. John! Keep in touch!”

“Will do!”

Stosh the Cop would have been my next call,
but he had just walked in the door as I was finishing up with
John.

Stosh walked over to where I was sitting. Of
course, his beer was there in front of him when he arrived. It was
policy at The Hyde Out was, if it were at all possible, to get a
regular’s drink in front of him before he arrived at his seat. Our
bartenders knew all the regulars and what the regulars regularly
drank. Occasionally, a regular would come in at an irregular time and be faced with a bartender
who didn’t know the regular or was
not familiar with what the regular
regularly drank. That didn’t happen often, but when it did, it
caused the regular to frown. It
also gave the regular something to
talk about with another regular or anybody else who would
listen.

Stosh said, “Tell me, Eddie. What happened
with Jordan?”

“It’s all over between us, Stosh.”

“Details, Eddie, details!”

Ordinarily, I’d tell such a questioner to
Fuck off! But Stosh wasn’t just a regular or a bar friend.
Stosh was twenty years older than I. Despite our age difference, he was one of my few real friends.

Instead, I said, “Geri will be here soon.
Then, we’ll go to Rocco’s for pizza. I’ll be explaining everything
to her. Why don’t you join us and listen in, so I don’t have to
travel those troubled waters twice?”

“OK! Anything else exciting going on since we
won the asshole’s grandkid’s case for a guilty fuck?”

Stosh was, of course, referring to Jordan’s
victory of last Tuesday. After she received her justly won Not
Guilty verdict for an absentee defendant who we shortly
after that discovered had been
shot and killed. The kid’s killer was a different killer than the
killer who the jury had just decided had acted without any
assistance from the kid. It was
almost a certainty, however, that both killers were members of the
same drug gang.

I know that that explanation is confusing.
But, that’s a story already told. If you’re interested in becoming
unconfused, I suggest you go back to where that complicated story was
first told.

“Yeah, Stosh! There is! I’m probably going to
have some time on my hands for a while. I’m not teaching this term.
Jordan’s case is over, and she’s
left the firm. Most of those downtown suits will be happy that they
don’t have me around anymore. You’ll be OK cuz they love the work
you’ve done for them since you’ve joined them.”

Stosh had been a decorated Chicago Police
Homicide Detective these past thirty years. He had pulled the plug
on the job the first of this year. To quote him, “I’m tired of the
fucking bureaucracy, the fucking politics, and the fucking
paperwork. There’s no fucking joy left on the job any
longer!”

Jordan had her firm hire him as an
investigator immediately after that. He had been, along with Iron
John, another Chicago cop, a major part of our figuring out what
had happened with the Kimmons kid. I believed that his help in
winning this case endeared him to the firm. He did his own style of investigation, and ultimately
the firm would not like that maverick style. But, it was his
results that the firm
endeared.

I also had always provided the firm with the same favorable results from
the research I did for them. Even so, most the downtown suits
disliked me. Some of them disliked me a lot. They hadn’t yet had
time to turn this dislike of me
into dislike of a friend of mine. They’d keep Stosh on, but I
doubted whether I’d ever hear from them again except maybe to
return some files or other papers of theirs that might have
been left in my possession.

Too bad! I didn’t need the money, but the
moderate billings I had from them meant I could stay a
non-practicing attorney and still be active in some of the more exciting aspects of being an
attorney.

“But, I am on to something else. Again, let’s
wait for Geri, so I only have to tell the story once.”

My food came.

Stosh said, “And, you’re going to eat
pizza!”

“Two things, Stosh! One, I am fucking
starved. Two, fuck you!”

I ate!

We rehashed the Kimmons case a bit more
waiting for eight o’clock and Geri.

It was a few minutes before eight when Geri
walked in the door. By then, English Dave, my major
factotum, had taken over behind the bar. He had a glass of
white zinfandel in front of me before Geri got to us. I picked it
up and handed it to her as I got up to give her my seat. Stosh did
the same, not with the zin or the
giving of his seat, but with the getting up.

Geri took the wine and still holding it, put
both arms around me and gave me a big hug and a cheek kiss. She
said, “Poor baby!”

It was Jordan’s leaving that gave Geri cause
for the Poor baby! I had told her that much, but not much
more, when we spoke on the phone earlier in the week to firm up
arrangements for tonight.

Geri was my sexy librarian! She and I had
been an item long before I met Jordan. We, Geri and I, still are.
Of course, Jordan had known about our relationship, understood and
accepted it. At least, that’s what I thought then. Now, I’m not so sure. Maybe, tolerated is
a better word.

Jordan had a soft spot in her heart for
librarians. She was a voracious reader and while growing up had
spent much time in a library when she wasn’t swimming. She also had
been a librarian in Viet Nam when she had been in the military.

No, there had never been a threesome though
Geri had once suggested it, and I had thought of it more than
once.

Jordan had said “It would be exciting, Eddie,
but I have enough of a problem thinking and feeling as it is.
Knowing Geri as I do and your relationship with her, I don’t think
I could handle it. Let’s let well enough be. If I ever feel any
different about it, I’ll let you know.”

She never did.

Geri’s husband was president of their Schull,
so she had to play the role of the wife of the President of the
Shull. She says she loves him and has ever since they met in high
school. I don’t understand their relationship.

Irrespective of their actual relationship,
Geri says that they must attend together. They do. I don’t know how
much of the stuff that she-must-do that she actually believes. I don’t understand that part
either. I don’t have a need to. Their lives together and her
relationship with me seem to be able to coexist for her. It might
be complicated, but I see no reason why that shouldn’t work for me as well.

I asked her about this relationship once
before. She responded as coldly as I have ever seen her be.

She said, “Don’t ask again!”

I haven’t. I’m not stupid! I won’t ask a
second time.

Tonight was, as was last night, Jazz Night at
The Hyde Out. The bar had already started to get crowded. It would
soon get much louder in here. Geri finished her white zin. The
three of us left for Rocco’s. I followed Charles’ advice even now
twelve years after his death. He had advised me that it would be a
good thing if I developed a life out of The Hyde Out and out of
Hyde Park as well. Not only was being insular usually not a good
thing, but it was also always
better when fewer people, particularly your customers, knew your
business. And too many would if you lived your love life in a bar,
any bar, but particularly one you owned. It wasn’t the same as not
dipping your pen in the company ink, but it was close. That was why
I had not brought Alicia here. Maybe later, for an occasional
Sunday brunch, but never much more than that.

So, one or two drinks a few times a month was
all The Hyde Out ever saw of Geri. Maybe, tomorrow’s Sunday Brunch
and probably a few more after that since I no longer had my usual
brunch partner. But, Geri would be the exception.

Despite all the evidence against doing what
he did, Stosh was a smoker, though a
considerate one. He had had a cigarette outside as we had
walked to Rocco’s after going over an hour without one in The Hyde
Out. He would now have another hour or two of withdrawal suffering.
He might have been considerate about the smoke, but there was
little he could do about the stink that always adhered to his
clothing.

Rocco’s was only a half-block down the
street. So, soon after leaving The Hyde Out the three of us were
there. Rocco Sr. was at the door when we walked in. Like a good
restaurateur, he did the best part of his job. He called to the
bartender for a bottle of Bitburger Pils for me, a house white zin
for Geri and a draft for Stosh. He knew what we drank. He kept a
case or two of my brand on hand. He also knew that we wanted to be
seated as far away from any second-hand smoke as was possible, so
he guided us to our reserved booth
which was as far away from the rest of their Saturday night patrons
and their smoke as we could be.

Having been a good friend of Charles’ long
before I entered the picture, he also knew that it almost
surely had been second-hand smoke
that had caused the lung cancer that had killed Charles.

Rocco Sr. and I went back a long way. Not as
far back as he and Charles, or he and Stosh, but still a long way.
They went back long before there was a Rocco Jr. in the picture and
Rocco Sr. was still just plain Rocco.

We made some small talk. I guess he didn’t know about Jordan leaving yet as he
didn’t bring it up. Or maybe, he was polite since I wasn’t alone. It was hard to believe
that the bar grapevine hadn’t sprouted the information over such a
short distance.

English Dave, like Stosh, being one of my few
best friends as well as my major factotum, knew the whole
story. Of course, I also had confided in my mother. And English
Dave’s wife, Evil, short for the English pronunciation of Evelyn,
E-vil-in, knew as well as she was the
Tuesday-night–abruptly-needed-bartender-substitute for which Jordan
had arranged.

Hell! By now, the whole neighborhood and most
of the city bar scene was probably privy to my private affairs.

Bars, including The Hyde Out Inn, and their
regulars, even a few of the not-quite-so-regulars, were like a
family, a dysfunctional family of course, as are all families, but
a family nonetheless, and like all families, there just ain’t no secrets.

If I hadn’t known it earlier, I would have
learned that from the John-John situation and the Kimmons case. I
started out knowing that the inside skinny on these matters would
eventually leak out. They did. I wasn’t surprised and shouldn’t
have been. I knew better. I just didn’t want to believe better. It
seemed as if only Tribune John and I had stayed quiet about the
stuff we knew.

Dysfunctional families are still families, I
guess!

We didn’t order our pizza, telling Rocco as
he was leaving the table to have someone bring us a second round.
Stosh ordered a side shot of bar whiskey with his second beer.
Stosh was of the school that if one drank as much as he did, it was
a waste of money to drink anything but domestic draft and bar stock, though he could be a
connoisseur of Jameson’s.

Stosh then said, “Alright, Eddie! Spill!”

I spilled!

Jordan had been the go-to defense attorney in
Chicago. She and I had lived together in my Powhatan Co-op for five
plus years. She had just won a big murder case, finding a somewhat
guilty client not guilty. All of
this they both knew.

I showed them, Geri first, the note Jordan
had left me when she left.

 


Dear Eddie,

 


I’m sorry to have to do it this way, but I’m
too afraid to do it face-to-face.

I’m leaving you and Chicago.

I didn’t go to Detroit for a conference. Yes,
I did deliver a paper, but it was for a job interview. Wayne State
University Law School made me an offer, and I accepted.

But, that wasn’t the real reason I went to
Detroit. I went to have an abortion.

I know you don’t ever want children. You have
made yourself clear on the issue. I didn’t tell you because I
didn’t want to have you feel I was forcing you into anything.

I do want a child, but not by you because you
don’t want one with anybody.

So even though I still love you so much and
probably always will, I must go.

I just want to be free of you, so I can start over and someday have the
child I have always wanted.

Please, don’t follow me or otherwise try to
contact me.

If I ever feel I can talk to you again, I
will make contact.

 


J

 


Jordan was correct. I didn’t want children.
It wasn’t that I didn’t like kids. It was the other way around actually. I loved them. I just
didn’t want the burden of having any of my own. I loved my life. I
didn’t want it changed by having children. Even more than not wanting my life changed by the burden of raising them, truth
be told, it was much more the
responsibility than the burden.

I see babies as born pure only to be
immediately infected by the world. A parent can mediate that
infection but never eliminate it.

I didn’t have the strength of character that
my mother had, or that Charles had. I didn’t want to be a party to
that enablement.

I held the same position on marriage. I was
against it. For me, anyway! I was
quite happy without it.

While being agreeable, at least on the
surface, to my position on marriage, it was now obvious that Jordan
wasn’t agreeable to my position on
children.

One might think less of
me because of my positions on these positions. But, know that while
I don’t think of you at all, I think less of you for having the
audacity to consider yourself in a position to judge my decisions
on these matters, matters you know nothing about and that don’t
concern you in the least.

I’m not sure, but I think I’m glad that at
least some of you want children. The world would be in a helluva fix if everyone thought as I
did.

Maybe not: A lot less biological time bomb and pollution. Less war, as
well.

In any case, I won’t judge your decisions on
these matters.

Your life is your life. As such, you and you
alone have the sole responsibility for deciding how to live it.

Grant me the same privilege.

All in all, I’m a good guy.

A good guy with a thing that still works.

I had met Alicia while doing some
investigative work on Jordan’s murder case. Alicia had been a
secretary to the guy who handled Jordan’s client’s financial
affairs. When I met Alicia, she gave me every sign of being
receptive to my approach. I did nothing. While I could arguably be
called a dog, I was faithful to Jordan. Faithful, of course, includes my twenty-year
affair with Geri.

I didn’t call Alicia until I had finished
reading Jordan’s note and having made my appointment with
Harry.

Geri again said Poor baby! Then, she
slid over to give me another hug.

Stosh said, “Wow, that’s a tough one!”

“Guys,” that included Geri as both knew that
my guys was gender-neutral
guys, “I am still here. Jordan is not. Jordan is there. I am
not. So, here the three of us are and there, there being Detroit,
she is, most likely ne’er the
twain shall meet.”

Stosh had known Jordan quite well over the
five years she and I had cohabited and the three years before that
while she was in Law School and worked for me at The Hyde Out.

Less someone thinks about company ink here,
we never dated, let alone anything else, until after she had left
my full-time employ and had begun her career as an attorney. I say
full-time because Jordan insisted on keeping her Tuesday night
bartending gig at The Hyde Out. She told me that she had built it
up that she wasn’t about to give it up. Besides, she said that it
gave her relief from the bullshit fucking suited-world.

I beat them to the punch by saying, “Yeah, I
cried. Yeah, I felt like shit. Yeah, I probably felt worse than I
have ever felt in my life. But, life goes on. The longer one
wallows in shit, the stinkier one gets. I don’t like stinky. I
called Harry. The next morning, I got fixed. Or broken depending on
one’s perspective. I spent Friday night and this morning with
Alicia, Archie’s secretary if you remember who Archie is.”

I turned to Geri and said, “And yes, it still
works. I know I could have waited until tonight, but I didn’t want
to take the chance of disappointing you if it didn’t want to go
along with our intentions.”

Stosh said, “OK, Eddie! You’re right, enough
of this maudlin stuff. Let’s get on with it! What’s this new
something else that you’re up to?”

Carole murmured another Poor baby!

“OK! Three things up front. First, there may
not be any there
there. My present thinking on the
little I know about this case is just that. There is no
there there. After my, our, initial efforts of gathering the
requisite information, I, we, will probably decide to shit-can the
whole thing as undoable. Second, this new something else that I’m
up to concerns Alicia’s brother …”

They both interrupted, “Alicia mismo
policía, huh?”

“Yes, Alicia mismo policía, duh!”

I continued, “…and there’s not going to be
any money to be had here. Its total pro bono including
expenses. But as usual, I’ll put your bar tab on the house,
Stosh.

“And, not to worry! This isn’t about that. I have some time on my hands. I
want to do this. She hasn’t got to me that far so fast. And, she
never will. Yes, I liked the idea of living with Jordan. It was
comfortable. But, I always had the misgivings of the trade-off
necessary to maintain the relationship. I enjoy being with my
friends, something I hadn’t had much of an opportunity to do. Yes,
I miss Jordan. But, I didn’t realize how much I also missed my
freedom. Being part of a couple has its price. I didn’t spend
enough evenings at The Hyde Out. I didn’t go many other places
often enough either. I didn’t read enough. I didn’t play enough
softball or basketball. But, I did fuck a lot! There’s always a
trade-off! There’s always a price! My price, I guess, no, it’s for sure not a guess, was
anything it took to be with Jordan. Jordan was exceptional. I must have thought that she was
worth it or I would never have done it. But, Jordan is Jordan.
Alicia mismo policía is no Jordan.

“If I can’t fight the urge to cohabit
strongly enough, I’ll talk to Charles about it.”

They both knew of my sometimes-night-time
conversations with our dearly departed friend. Geri hadn’t known
Charles all that well, but Stosh had known him and loved
him many years longer than I had.
“He’ll keep me straight. If he doesn’t, I know I’ll always have you two buttinskis to keep me on
the straight and narrow.”

“OK, poor-beleaguered-little-buddy, let’s get
on with it.”

“Alicia’s brother, Danny, the last name is
Dow, is in a Michigan jail for four armed robberies that she says
he told her that he had nothing to do
with. We’ve all heard the story many times before. She says
he never did a criminal thing in
his entire life, those or any
others. You, Stosh, have heard this enough times that to have to
hear it again might you sick.”

“I assume he had counsel during his
trial?”

“Yes, Stosh, but according to Alicia, it
wasn’t any good. It was a Public Defender who just graduated from
some lower-level night law school.”

“And, the appeal?”

“It was denied because she said that they
said that it was not timely filed.
The family just didn’t have the money to hire an appeals attorney.
It took her and her mother too long to raise the money to hire a
competent appeals attorney. Her dad had been dead for ten
years, and her younger sister was
still in high school at the time, so there wasn’t anyone but the
mother and Alicia to help.

“I told her that she should deliver all the
papers she has on the matter to me and that I would take her
problem under advisement. Unless either of you has any objections,
I’m going to follow the same approach that I developed with John-John. I have already called
Tribune to have the Lansing, Michigan newspaper morgue search
because it was there that these supposed armed robberies took
place. Geri, I’d appreciate your doing the same at the Law Library.
Find what you can.”

“I’ll get on it first thing Monday morning.
I’ll get to you later tonight.”

Turning to Stosh, I continued, “What I need
from you, Stosh, is if you have any Lansing, Michigan, or even just
plain old Michigan, police contacts.”

“I’ll look through my stuff, but I think I
might have both, an East Lansing patrolman and a Statie as well.
I’ll try to get it all to you ASAP.”

“No rush. I need to see the papers first.

“Enough!”

I waved for a waitperson, “Let’s eat!”

We ordered our usual, an extra-large. Even
though I had had dinner less than two hours ago, there were still
three of us. As usual, we had double cheese, Italian sausage, onion
and ‘shrooms, double everything! Green pepper is one of the few foods which I dislike enough
to totally avoid, even though Geri
ordered them on her half.

Rocco’s has the world’s best pizza, though
New Yorkers will surely protest. Rocco Sr. once told me the reason
his pizza was the best in Chicago was that he used the best
mozzarella cheese for which he paid a fifty-percent premium. Since
I never ate mozzarella except on pizza, I wouldn’t know the
difference. But, I am sure he was right about the cheese statement
since he was right about everything else pizza.

The pizza came.

We ate.

Me? A little bit less than usual.

We left.

Stosh walked back to The Hyde Out.

Geri and I got a taxi to The Powhatan.

She got on me. She and I were both delighted.
It still worked. As well as it had last
night. As well as it had before Dr. Harry broke it.
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Geri

April 24, 1977

Sunday

 


Yesterday had been a long day for both of us, so, as
was often our wont, Geri and I slept in, and in again, before we
got out of bed and into the shower where we soaped and groped and
got in once again. A morning shower with Geri is a spectacular way
to get really awake and clean at
the same time.

We both saw the morning WGN-TV news before we
left the apartment, but all I heard was the weather. It wasn’t
going to be all that pleasant,
mid-fifties, but tolerable.

We got to The Pickle long after the early
morning crowd had dissipated to wherever it is that early morning
crowds dissipate to. The Holes in
the Wall Booth was empty with a Reserved sign on it. I had
finally gotten smart. Whenever there was at least one other empty
table or booth, I had instructed the Sunday morning staff to have a
Reserved sign on that table, but to remove it when not or to bring
the next arriving group to the Booth. That way, the Booth would be
there for me when I arrived if it was not otherwise needed.

The waitress brought us each a cup of
Charles’ Blend and a toasted bagel with, mine with sun-dried
tomato cream cheese, Geri’s with the
more traditional lox which
I disliked almost as much as I disliked green peppers. We noshed while we read the
Sunday Tribune and waited for our potato pancakes and sausage
patties.

Even though I had been to the game yesterday,
I grabbed the Sports Section for the box score and the rest of the
league results. When Geri was
finished with the Front Section, I transferred my thinking
from the ridiculous to the sublime though today’s lead story was
ridiculous rather than sublime. A convicted murderer, not an
accused murderer, but an already convicted one, somehow or another
out on bail awaiting final sentencing, was arrested for a vicious
beating of a man in a manner almost identical to the murder for
which he had just been convicted.
The bail-granting judge said upon the criminal’s arraignment for
the present offense, “The Court
has lost confidence in you.”

Duh!

Will the wonders of the legal system’s
stupidity and incompetence never cease?

More important to those in the liquor
business was the State Legislature’s decisions last week to
increase the tax on alcohol and to enact a bottle deposit law. The
former probably will be small enough to absorb without cutting too
far into profits. The latter will increase handling costs for all
of us but is much needed.

All too often, after the fact, we learn we
can live with adversity if we must.

We ate our potato pancakes. I had natural
applesauce, no sugar added, on mine. Geri, again more traditional,
had sour cream on hers.

We finished our food and
paper. Then, I said, “Since you’re probably ready to head north, I
think I’ll spend the afternoon at the Law Library doing some
research on Michigan law to see if there is any way I can file a
motion to reopen this kid’s case and what I’ll need to do it.”

“I’ve got some time. I’ll give you a
hand.”

“After everything else you’ve given me
yesterday evening and this morning, I guess I can settle for a
hand.”

“Don’t be double-entendre vulgar! Plus, there
would probably be more than a hand if I get you back in the
stacks.”

“Big talk!”

“We’ll see about that!”

I might see. Geri was big on adventure.

We walked to the Law Library.

We did research. We quickly found what we
were looking for in Section 9: Selected Michigan Court Rules.

“Rule 6.431 New Trial - Reasons for Granting.
On the defendant's motion, the court may order a new trial on any
ground that would support appellate reversal of the conviction or
because it believes that the verdict has resulted in a miscarriage
of justice. The court must state its reasons for granting or
denying a new trial orally on the record or in a written ruling
made a part of the record.”

“Rule 6.508 Procedure; Evidentiary Hearing;
Determination - Evidentiary Hearing. If the court decides that an
evidentiary hearing is required, it shall schedule and conduct the
hearing as promptly as practicable. At the hearing, the rules of
evidence other than those with respect
to privilege do not apply. The court shall assure that a
verbatim record is made of the
hearing.”

“MCR 7.204(A)(2) - A claim of appeal must
be filed within forty-two days
after entry of the judgment or order appealed.”

This was
just a bit longer than the Illinois period of thirty days.

It seems that this latter Rule doesn’t help
us or provide much hope. The other two say that we must find
evidence of the kid’s actual innocence. Otherwise, the trail
verdict will surely hold.

Even though I’m
licensed in Michigan, this little exercise in research has
taught me that if there’s sufficient reason to continue the pursuit
of this case, I know I’ll need local counsel, a smart local counsel
who knows all the stuff I don’t.

We had done enough research, but I didn’t
know enough.

We both caught a Number 6. I got off at my
Powhatan stop. Geri continued north to the Loop to catch the Howard elevated to her Rogers Park
home. I long ago gave up wondering why she lived so far from her
job. The one and only time I asked, my mother didn’t raise any
stupid kids that lived, Geri said, “Don’t ask!”

I spent the rest of the day in the bathtub
napping and reading Isaac Asimov’s Murder at the ABA.
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Getting Ready

April 25, 1977

Monday

 


Since I got to bed so early last night, it shouldn’t
be any great surprise that I had gotten up so early this morning. I
hadn’t spoken to Charles last night. However, he did speak to me, a rare happening. He usually waits
for me to make contact.

“Be careful, Eddie! Be careful! Be sure you
know not only what you are doing, but why you are doing it!”

I showered, skipped Charles’ Blend here at
the apartment, but did catch the WGN-TV weather. It was barely
forty degrees but on its way to sixty. Not bad for a Chicago April,
but I still drove to The Pickle. I got there just as it and The
Hyde Out were opening. At seven AM, the Charles’ Blend was at its
freshest as were the freshly baked bagels.

I took a cup of Charles’ Blend and started my
rounds. I hadn’t been around much these last couple of weeks, so I
had to make myself seen. Charles always told me “Good employees
won’t stay good employees if they think you don’t give a shit.
Rightfully, if they figure if you don’t give a shit, why should they give a shit? You gotta
be there, and you gotta be seen.
Absentee owners rarely ever make a go of it.”

I checked with all The Businesses that were
open, the two I was already in plus the next-door The Bottles and
Cans Package Liquor Store. The other three were in the Three, what
we called my third apartment building in which I had started three
new The Businesses. The Reading Place wasn’t open yet, but I
checked in at The Food Place and The Cleaning Place. When I asked
my standard two questions, “Everything OK?” and “You need me for
anything?” I received the same usual good answers,
No and No from them as I had received from the people
in the Main. As usual, I hadn’t been
missed too much.

English Dave and my mother see to that.

I went upstairs to the office and greeted my
mom. She has kept The Businesses’ books for ten years. She also
had, almost immediately upon her arrival as my bookkeeper, taken
over the rentals, purchasing and everything else. Davey was sitting
with her on some matter or another. I greeted him as well. I
inherited Davey from Charles. He had been Charles’ head bartender. Following the recently deceased Charles’ instructions, David allowed
me to hire him as my bar manager where he stayed for a few years
before he went off to do something else though he stayed on with me
in a Friday night gig and a surreptitious secret customer role.

Eventually, David returned full time. A
little over a year ago, after John-John died, I hired him back as a
general factotum. He had just also assumed control of maintenance
and housekeeping. He knew The Hyde Out and managed people well
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