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	It was late in the evening when I arrived at a bowling alley that sat in the middle of a white enclave, surrounded by small communities that were fast turning black, in North Saint Lawrence County. It was a league night and the rumbling of balls and the clattering of pins overrode the drunken raised voices. It was all white faces except for a black team taking a friendly, lone stand against a white team at the far end of the lanes. Muffled rock music came from a glass enclosed bar opposite them.

	I got plenty of looks as I walked the length of the bowling alley behind the lanes, but no one said anything. Before I turned into the bar, one of the black bowlers jumped up and came over to me. “This is no place for you, mama. Why don’t you come sit with us…where it’ll be safe.” He let his hand drift caressingly down my arm.

	I put on my best fake smile and said loud enough for his friends to hear, “I’ll be just fine. Go back and play with your balls.” He wasn’t amused and I could hear both teams laughing as I turned to the bar. When I opened the glass door a wave of an overamped guitar hit me. There were about a dozen middle-aged people, knocking on the door of senior citizenship, seated at tables watching an old solo long-haired rocker playing guitar on a small stage. None of the women were blond, and it was a blond I was looking for. I turned and sat on a stool at the empty bar. The bartender made his way my direction. He looked glad to see me. “What’ll it be?”

	“Wild Turkey. A double, neat, in a tumbler.”

	He poured the whiskey and sat it in front of me. “That’s the first drink I’ve served in here in the last two hours.” He nodded toward the people at the tables. “Look at this shit! They’re still nursing their first round.” Then he nodded at the guitar player. “They promised me this guy would pack the place.”

	“Who is he?”

	“That’s Duncan Flowers. He and his two brothers had that rock band years ago called Flowers’ Powers.”

	He wanted to say more, but before he could, the cocktail waitress working the alleys came in and he left to fill her orders. I took a long pull of my drink and set it down and spun around on my stool and focused on the musician. The bartender didn’t have to tell me more about the guy singing in the corner. There were a dozen like him in the St. Lawrence metro area. One-hit wonders from radio and MTV, deep in their middle age, surviving on dwindling local fame and tips. They’d play little bars and bowling alleys six or seven nights a week to make a living and to feed their egos. They were second and third tier rock and roll acts, relics from a bygone era. Old stoners, rooted in the past, who never progressed with the music or the times.

	I remembered the story. Flowers’ Powers. They were a one-hit, one album wonders who charted. Their mild success got them gigs on tour as an opening act for the more successful groups. The band broke up when the guy I was looking at, the spoiled little prick oldest brother, decided that he was the reason for the band’s success and went solo. He bombed, and now here he was, hanging on by his fingertips to past glory days.

	I spun the stool back to my drink. That morning, I had gotten the call from Goldfinger, a.k.a. Goldie Kovacs, from the list Rocko had given me. Goldfinger hadn’t told me what she looked like, other than that she was blond, and that she’d find me.

	It had been an hour and I was on my third drink when a small, thin, attractive blonde in her late forties or early fifties walked in and sat on the barstool beside me and put out her hand. “Hi I’m Goldie and you have to be Ophelia.”

	I shook her hand. “That’s right, Goldie.” 

	“You can call me call me Goldfinger if you’d like. All the girls in the WTWC do.”

	“I think I’ll just stick to Goldie, if you don’t mind.”

	 “Please excuse my being late; I’ve had so much to do today. We’re probably not going to finish our business this evening. I’ve arranged with Rocko for me to have two days with you. If we had time, I would have liked us to stay and listen to Duncan, but I’ve still got things to do this evening. It’s too loud to talk in here. Come on. Let’s go outside.”

	That was fine with me. I’d already had my fill of listening to Duncan for the past hour. We went out to the parking lot and Goldie led me to a black, drop-top Porsche Boxter. I was impressed. “A 718 GTS. Nice ride”.

	“You know your cars, Ophelia. Like Tom said, ‘Porsche. There is no substitute.’ Get in.”

	As Goldie got in, I walked around to the passenger side and entered and nestled into the luxury leather. I could get used to this.

	Goldie leaned back in her seat. “There’s not enough time to tell you everything tonight, but I can at least tell you a little bit about myself. I was born into a lower-class Jewish family in a small house in the rolling hills outside Jonesboro, Arkansas. There were few Jews and fewer opportunities in Jonesboro. Father moved us up to Saint Lawrence when I was just starting high school.

	“My father was in sales but, unfortunately, he was very poor at it, and he worked part-time as a mohel to make ends meet. You do know what a mohel is, don’t you?”

	I nodded my head yes, and she went on. “Mother was sickly. We lived in an apartment and you could consider us still poor by Jewish standards in Saint Lawrence. The Jewish community in Saint Lawrence is very wealthy and very clannish, and take care of their own; we were never going to do without, but it seemed we were never going to have much either. I graduated from a public high school. Although I had average grades, I was very, very clever; it comes with being Jewish. And, I was super cute and always had plenty of boyfriends. I may have been just a poor, dirt leg girl from the Ozark hills down in Arkansas, but I had learned a lot of tricks.

	“Though funds were made available to me to attend college, I wasn’t interested. A few strings were pulled for me and, at 18, I became a cheerleader for the local professional football team and was with them for years before they left town. It was there when I first met my husband-to-be. His name was Stanford Shuttleworth. He was a freelance on-field, game-day photographer who had a crush on me. I’d been hoping to snag one of the players, but the teams’ execs are on your ass all the time about that shit, and they’re always watching.

	“When the team left, I was out in the cold. I became a Sugar Baby. I capitalized on my former status as a cheerleader with old lecherous, but extremely generous Sugar Daddies. There was no shortage; I was very popular. They don’t call me Goldfinger for nothing.”

	“I’ve been meaning to ask you about that.”

	Goldie gave a small chuckle like she was about to divulge some deep dark guilty secret. “I always keep surgical gloves and a small jar of petroleum jelly with me. When I suck a man’s dick, I put a glove on my right hand, coat my index finger with the jelly, and I fingerfuck their asshole. I may be small, but I have long slender fingers. All men love it; it satisfies their latent homosexuality. And right when they’re ready to come, I plunge that finger deep and swirl it. It drives them mad. Some of these old men actually pass out while they’re coming. Plus, I’m a good fuck. I’m blond and thin, and you know what they say, ‘the closer the bone the sweeter the meat.’

	“But I knew I couldn’t keep that lifestyle up for any length of time; age was catching up with me. It was time to settle down, but half the Sugar Daddies were already married and the other half were just interested in having Sugar Babies, not wives. But my photographer was still smitten, and he still called. His father had left him a profitable photography studio and a nice inheritance, and Stan had this beautiful three-story split-level condo. Plus, he was now on-field with the city’s professional baseball team. We weren’t filthy rich, but we were well-to-do. We got married, but I kept my maiden name. Can you imagine being saddled with a name like Goldie Shuttleworth?

	“Children?”

	“Absolutely not. I’m like Jennifer Aniston. I’m not going to let some fucking kids ruin my body and my life. Sorry, but I need to cut this short. I’ve got to get home and get started on my kugel. It’s a specialty of mine. It’s a…”

	“I’ve had kugel. I’m a big fan.” I interrupted.

	“Not like mine. Wait til you taste it. You’re coming with me tomorrow night for a home-concert with plenty of food. Rocko let me have two nights with you. We’ll go to the home-concert and eat and then go back to my place where we’ll finish our conversation.

	“Home-concert?”

	“Every month, Duncan’s wife organizes a small home-concert at the house of one of the members of Duncan’s Army.”

	“Duncan’s Army?”

	That’s what we call ourselves, those of us who follow him regularly. We’ve been with him for many years. There’s about 50 or 60 of us. A home-concert is when Duncan sets up on a small stage in the backyard of one of the members and gives a concert. Everyone in Duncan’s Army brings a dish and also tries to bring a guest. There’ll be 50 to 60 people, hopefully more. It’s important that you be there. You’ll understand later.” She took a pen and piece of paper from her purse and began writing. “This is my address and phone number. Be at my place at seven.”

	I begrudgingly left the comfort of the Boxster, and she sped off waving her hand goodbye.

	The next evening, I was running a few minutes late when I entered her gated community and pulled up in front of her condo. She was already seated in her Boxster. She yelled over at me, “C’mon. We need to get going. I’m driving. I’ll give you the grand tour of the condo later.” I got in the passenger seat and she parked a yapping Yorkie in my lap. “This is Bitsy, She’s coming with us. Hold on to her tight. She’ll try to jump out.”

	Goldie was over the speed limit and Bitsy was yapping in my ear the whole way. I was tempted to relax my hold on her leash and let her jump. Dusk had set in as we pulled into a sprawling subdivision in a little municipality set among some small hills in north Saint Lawrence County. It was one of those older developments where each home had plenty of room. We heard music as we pulled in front of one of your average three-bedroom homes from years ago. It was set far back from the road, and about thirty or more cars filled its long two-car wide driveway, spilling over into the front yard on the left and onto the other side of the drive. Goldie found a spot and pulled the Boxster onto the grass at the far right of the drive.

	We got out and Goldie took Bitsy over to the neighbor’s lawn to do her business. When she had finished, Goldie came back to the car and grabbed the kugel and, with Bitsy on her leash, headed to the side of the house where the home-concert was taking place. My job was to carry the two lawn chairs, that had barely fit, from the Boxster’s trunk. I Trailed after Goldie. The music grew louder as we came upon a spacious, lush green back yard that sloped up a gentle rise, and was filled with people in lawn chairs. At its top was a small, covered, hand-built stage. The underside of its roof was strewn with Christmas lights that helped to illuminate Duncan Flowers as he sang and played his guitar. But most of the light was coming from four of those old rotating colored disc spotlights they used for Christmas trees in the 50s, that were planted on the lawn in front of the stage.

	Goldie set the kugel down on one of the four picnic benches that had been pushed together and that were covered with food dishes and wine bottles that people had brought. She turned to me and said, “Everyone eats after the first set. Hope you’re hungry.” Smoke and the scent of bar-b-que drifted in the air from a large grill filled with ribs, burgers and franks, that was being tended by an older, pot-bellied man wearing his funny slogan apron. Suddenly, I was very hungry. There was no waiting after the first set for a half-barrel of beer that had attracted a small crowd. I headed for it while Goldie headed for the wine.

	Drinks in hand, we went and found an open spot on the lawn and set up our chairs. As Goldie sat with Bitsy on her lap, I stood behind mine and took a long pull of beer, I was the only black face among 50 to 60 middle-aged and older people. We were at the back and had largely gone unnoticed, but when the music stopped, I was sure to draw some attention.

	I tilted the cup back and drained it. It was going to take several of these to get me through this. Before going back for another, I surveyed my surroundings. There was some idiot far off to the side of the lawn, bouncing up and down on one of those net surrounded trampolines as the music played. I noticed there were twice as many women as men. But what really drew my attention, were all the other middle-aged women, besides Goldie, who had Yorkies. There must have been half a dozen or more. What was it with older, single white women and Yorkies?! 

	The music stopped. The first set was over and Duncan had taken a seat beside a younger woman at a picnic bench near the stage. The idiot stopped bouncing on the trampoline and went to the stage and began adjusting the amps and speakers. A few of the women, with their Yorkies in arms, crowded the small stage and were flirting shamelessly with him. Then it hit me! Oh my God! He’s a middle-aged wannabe roadie! And these women were middle-aged, wannabe groupies! They couldn’t score with the married middle-aged singer so they went after the roadie. This was as close as they were going to get to experiencing something they had missed out on the first time around in their lives. This was a geriatric, mini-rock home-concert!

	I took a good look at the roadie; I’ve seen many like him when I’m on the job. He was just another aging, long-haired, hippie, white-trash stoner, unaware that he’s out-of-step in this life, playing roadie, a second-string choice for a bunch of bubble-headed, antiquated groupies. Sounds a little harsh, but it’s accurate. I’ve used wannabes a lot to describe these people. I guess we’re all wannabes of one kind or another in this life. I’m a wannabe Angela Bassett, but it ain’t gonna happen.

	For some reason, Goldie had talked to me a little bit about the “roadie” guy on the drive over. His name was Cole, and she used to date him. When he was younger, he was one of the roadies for the original band when it was together. He was still a one-man crew for Duncan, but received very little money from the singer, and was making a living by being a contractor for people in the group. He had done some kind of half-ass work for Goldie while she was going out with him. It seemed he was screwing over, literally and figuratively, older white women looking for that last gasp of excitement in their lives.

	Everyone was headed for the food. Goldie wasn’t hungry, but I went and got in line. Like I said earlier, I was the only black face here, and there were a lot of sideways glances at me, but there were a lot of polite, friendly smiles too. I was okay with the overall vibe; I smiled back.

	I went and sat back down with my ribs and began to chow. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cole with a groupie on each side of him, each holding their Yorkie, heading for the food. They had to pass by us. They stopped in front of us. Goldie’s Yorkie started yapping, and the other two joined in as Cole stared down at Goldie. She looked up and smiled and Cole glowered and walked away with his small yapping, entourage.

	“Something still going on there?” I asked Goldie.

	“It’s a long story. I’ll tell you back at the condo. It’s been a long time, but he’ll come back to me, eventually. I’ve got more money than those other bitches.”

	After everyone had hit the food, the music began again. I can listen to good southern rock and southern rock/blues music, but this guy just sounded average. I visited the keg of beer a few times to ease my suffering. Near the end I almost dozed off, but I toughed it out and through sleepy eyes saw the singer’s wife begin to circulate through the crowd.

	Goldie saw me watching her and leaned over toward me. “That’s Duncan’s young wife. She’s thirty years younger than him and not that bright. She met him while working at a bar in a motel where Duncan was playing. She was impressed with his rock star past. and thought he had money. Though he was 30 years older, she let herself get pregnant and pushed him into a marriage. The money wasn’t there like she thought, but I have to give her credit, she’s getting it now. She took charge of everything, and books all of his appearances. These home home-concerts are a big deal for them.”

	As she got closer, I could see the wife was working the crowd like an usher with a collection basket in a church, but instead of a basket, she had one of those buckets that 40 pounds of cat litter come in. The handle had broken off, like they always do, and she was holding the bucket by one of its sides with one hand while she vaped with the other. She eventually steered her way toward us and stopped in front of Goldie with the bucket half-filled with twenties and said, “Forty dollars.”

	Goldie said, “Give me a moment.” While Goldie was having difficulty going through her purse with Bitsy on her lap; the wife came in front of me with her yellow bucket. “Forty dollars.”

	I didn’t quite understand what was going on and said, “I’m sorry, forty dollars for what?” Was this some kind of cover charge for a guy I could listen to for free in a bowling alley? 

	Goldie saw me hesitate and leaned over again and whispered in my ear as she continued to rifle through her purse. “Please, it’s for the entertainment. I’ll pay for you too.”

	I didn’t want anybody paying for me, especially for listening to this guy. The prolonged pause became pregnant, provoking the wife. Her face flushed and she began angrily shaking the bucket at me as her voice raised loud enough to attract everyone’s attention. “Forty Dollars! Forty dollars!”

	The menacing bucket was almost in my face. I’d had a full plate of bar-b-que and more than my fair share of beer. I gave in and rationalized I was paying for that. I started to quietly laugh at myself. “Sure. Sure. I’ll pay your forty.”

	Goldie was still digging through her purse. I put my hand on hers and stopped her and said, “My treat.” I was still trying hard to keep my laughter muffled as I pulled out one of the hundreds I had taken from Ophelia’s motorhome and dropped it in the bucket. “Here, Keep the change…shtup es in toches.” She looked at me quizzically as I passed on a phrase from my pal Doc Abrams, and moved on. Any other time I would have been a hardass about things, but as long as I was on this case, I had to play nice. I was probably going to have to say that to myself a lot; I had five more women to go after I finished with this one.

	After the last set ended, Goldie made her good-byes to a few of the people around us and the three of us made our way back to the Boxster, and then to the Condo. When we got to the condo, Goldie turned Bitsy loose. I’d been holding a piss for the last ten miles. I’d helped myself to several large plastic cups from the half-barrel at the home-concert and didn’t have time to stop and admire the large condo we were in. “Could you point me to the bathroom, Goldie?”

	“Sure. There’s a large one here on the main floor to your right, and there’s one on the lower level. Take your pick, and be heedful of the signs. I have to go, too. I’ll use the one upstairs.”

	Signs? I thought to myself as I headed to the main bathroom. She was right. There was one on the mirror when I entered, but I didn’t stop to read it and made a beeline for the bowl. I dropped my chinos and panties, and plunked down, and let a small torrent loudly splash into the pool below. I almost said, “Ahhhh.’ I looked up; there was another small sign on the wall opposite me.

	When you are finished:

	
		There is a canister of Clorox wipes on the tank behind you.

		Take one and clean the top of the toilet seat – discard into the bag-lined trash can beside the toilet.

		Raise the seat and take another wipe and clean the underside – discard.

		While the seat is raised. Take another wipe and clean the rim of the bowl and wipe down the front of the toilet. – discard.

		Lower the seat.



	My mouth dropped open. ‘What the fuck! Oh my God! Goldie was a Jerry Seinfeld clean-freak!’ I wasn’t ready to piss off any of these bitches just yet, so I did like the sign asked. I couldn’t wait to read the one on the mirror. I went to the long granite vanity with its equally long mirror to wash my hands. A huge oval had been cut out of the granite for an undermount bowl. I read the sign on the mirror that I had seen when I walked in.

	Before you wash your hands, please note:

	
		The bar soaps in the dishes are for decorative purposes only. Please use the ceramic, pump soap dispenser.

		The towels and washcloths hanging on the racks are for decorative purposes only. Please use the paper hand towels in the stack beside the sink - discard into the bag-lined waste can behind the cabinet door to the right of the vanity.



	When you are finished washing, please use paper towels to:

	
		Wipe off the ceramic soap dispenser.

		Wipe off the faucet and handles.

		Wipe the mirror dry.

		Wipe dry the inside of the vanity bowl.

		Wipe dry the vanity counter.

		Discard all paper towels in the waste basket.



	I had to laugh as I, once again, did like the sign said. Mike and the people at the Savannah Belle were going to owe me big-time for the shit I was going through. When I came out of the bathroom, I looked over and saw Bitsy dragging her butt across a leather couch’s cushions before jumping down and going into a plush indoor dog house that had her name on the front. I wondered what Goldie would think about that; I didn’t see her anywhere.

	“I’ll be right with you.” I looked up and saw Goldie at the brass-capped, glass railing of the large third floor loft. She came down one of those modern floating staircases and walked past me into the kitchen. She called out, “Would you like a beer or wine?”

	“Nothing, thank you.”

	Goldie returned from the kitchen with a large, filled to the top, glass of wine. She had consumed a lot during the concert, and what I noticed was that she became more clear-headed—the more she drank. She went to the wide steps leading down to the lower level and beckoned. “C’mon It’s time for the tour.” I followed her down to the lower level of the condo. She flipped the light switch to reveal a very large room whose four walls were covered with framed glass posters of jerseys, bats, baseball cards, every kind of baseball memorabilia. Glass display cabinets filled with plastic-cased baseball cards and baseballs inside small plastic cubes, were lined in rows in the center of the room.

	“This used to be a huge bedroom, with an over-sized walk-in closet, and a bathroom, and a hall that led to a storage room. There were no load-bearing walls, so we knocked everything down to remodel and display what you see. We kept the bathroom; that’s the door you see to the side.”

	She walked me along all four walls, pointing out the various items, most autographed, before taking me down the aisles between the glass display cases. I couldn’t believe everything that was there. And all of it was associated with just one famous baseball player from years ago. I didn’t follow baseball, but I knew who he was. To say that I was impressed and confused at the same time, would be an understatement. I wondered how much everything was worth, and Goldie answered before I could ask.

	Her arm swept across the room “There was a point where the value of what you are looking at was several million dollars Now…it’s practically worthless!” She pointed to one wall. “You see that autographed bat in the case. We paid $100,000 for it at auction. Now it’s only worth $100.” Goldie walked among the glass display cases. “At one time, cards we had paid two to three dollars for, were going for $400 to $700. She opened a case and took one of the plastic enclosed cards out. “You see this card? There was a point when it was selling for $500. Now bidding starts at 99 cents and usually peaks at $5. Everything here is toxic. I’d be better off owning artwork by Charles Manson.”

	Goldie looked down at the floor for a moment and shook her head. “That stupid sonofabitch and his steroids. Some of these players’ egos just balloon until they believe they’re bigger than the game. They cheat, they lie. They do their drugs and put up the big numbers and get their millions. And when they get caught, they lie some more, even in front of Congress, because they know all they’re going to get is a slap on the wrist, if that. They don’t care about all the people they hurt. They’re self-absorbed, arrogant, and unrepentant. Goddammed pricks!

	“But later on, when they’re old and feeling their mortality, they look to that “Hall of Fame”. They want to be there! They need to be there! Because that’s where the immortality is. And all the money they made can’t buy them entrance. They scratch at the door, whining to be let in. Forgive us, they say. We’re so sorry. We were wrong. But at the time they were cheating, they weren’t sorry, and they didn’t think they were wrong. They were defiant.” Goldie stopped, lost in angry thought.

	God Damn, Goldie! I thought to myself. I had to give her, her props. I couldn’t have gone on a rant any better. That was a nice moment of clarity for this bitch. I knew the story, but not this side of it, how it affected others. My curiosity needle was in the max zone as I asked, “How did you get all this.”

	Goldie smiled. “You heard the first part of my story, about me, at the bowling alley. Now you get to hear the rest. Let’s go up to the living room.”

	Goldie walked ahead of me up the steps to the second level. She stopped at the top step and turned. Her glass was empty and she was feeling her wine. “Y’know, Ophelia. I hadn’t mentioned it before, but I switch hit sometimes. I’ve never had a black pie, but I would love to taste one later tonight. What do you think? You’d get to experience the Goldfinger, and I guarantee you’ll like it.”

	Christ! Where do these people come from! I had to roll with things; there was a long way to go on this case. “It’s not that I’m not tempted, Goldie; I’ve swung that way before. But I need to stay focused on the job at hand, that we still need to talk about. You want that, don’t you? What about after I’ve taken care of business?”

	“Afterwards? For sure?”

	“For sure. And I guarantee you’ll like your pie.” It wasn’t gonna happen, but I had to say something to mollify Goldie.

	The living room was a large open expanse that stepped down once and led to a long glass wall that revealed a well-tended flower garden on the other side. Goldie settled into one of the couch’s matching leather easy chairs and set the small compact, that prevented recordings, on the coffee table. It looked like it was going to be present at all my conversations with the women of the WTWC. Goldie pointed to the couch. “Have a seat.”

	I remembered Bitsy’s scoot across the couch. “Do you mind if I sit in this other easy chair.” 

	“Make yourself comfortable.”

	She waited until I had settled in before beginning. “I mentioned last night that my dead husband was an on-field photographer for St. Lawrence’s professional baseball team. As time went on, he began spending more time at the ball field than in the photography studio. I don’t know how it happened, but he became one of those stat fanatics. He was obsessed with them and would pore over baseball statistics late into the night. He got to know some of the players, and was even allowed into the locker room after games.

	“Then it began. We had gone down to Florida for a few days for a photography shoot of the players in Spring Training Camp. Stan had been watching this one player closely. He seemed to have, somehow, made this remarkable improvement. Stan began studying his past statistics, feeding them into a computer, looking for patterns. It was the second day and we were at batting practice and watching that player hit, when Stan jumped up excitedly and said, ‘Come on, we’ve got to get going. There’s no time to waste! This is his year. He’s going to break the home run record and we’re going to be millionaires.’

	“Before the season started, I suddenly found myself escorting him as we traveled across the country to every baseball card show and memorabilia store. Hundreds of them! And we were buying on ebay every night. Things weren’t cheap; this player had a good career going.

	“Stan was neglecting the photography studio and I asked him where the money was coming from and he answered, ‘Don’t worry. We’ve got it covered.’

	“The season started and as it progressed, cards and memorabilia were getting harder to find, and became more expensive as the player’s home runs shot upwards. As he closed in on the record, cards were going for 50 times as much as when the season started, yet we kept buying. Stan was trying to corner the market on certain baseball cards and memorabilia, especially those that were autographed or limited editions with short runs. 

	“And then the player broke the record and finished the season as the new home run king of baseball. We watched as the value of our collection skyrocketed. Stan was so proud of himself for being so smart. I thought we should sell, but Stan said wait; it will continue to go up in value over the years. So, we waited, but our debt was catching up to us.

	“We had invested everything we had, but the return was almost 25-fold, several million. I pushed Stan to sell. We had borrowed heavily against the condo and the photography studio, ran up debt on a dozen different credit cards, and took the penalties and cashed in our IRA’s. If we sold now, we could pay off all our debts and have an incredible profit. But he insisted on waiting. He said the memorabilia would continue to go up.

	“Then the player’s steroid use came out and his memorabilia began to lose value. And, as if that wasn’t bad enough, he was called before congress, and he was brazenly evasive about his steroid use. Then he finally admitted the truth. For the public, it was like discovering your beloved parish priest was molesting altar boys. Almost overnight, the value of his memorabilia plummeted like a stock market crash.

	“We had to sell, and sell quickly, but Stan wouldn’t let go of anything. He said, ‘Don’t worry; he’ll get into the Hall of Fame eventually and his value will come back’. While we waited, the collection devalued further, and our debt became crushing. Once in a while Stan would sell some duplicates, at a loss, to keep us going, but he would go into a deep depression each time and binge drink. Stan had been a heavy drinker and suffered mild depression his whole life, but after the steroid thing, both became a 24/7 thing, somehow fueling his refusal to let the collection go.

	“It was then I realized that Stan had become a hoarder. He had become attached to everything we had accumulated. He had
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