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  Reviewer Comments



"Blood Tide by Daniel P. Douglas doesn't mince words or waste time... The pacing is lightning-fast and satisfying, but it is the author's writing style that truly deserves the most praise. Douglas's mastery of 1940s-50s noir is impressive, and as I read it, I wondered if the manuscript had been locked in a time vault for decades. Overall, it is an excellent example of a gritty crime tale…"

—Reviewed by Gaius Konstantine for Readers' Favorite

"Blood Tide reads like what might happen if Raymond Chandler and James Ellroy sat down to craft a story... Douglas writes with the confidence of someone who has absorbed the genre's lessons without being enslaved by them. Sharp dialogue, vivid atmosphere, and moral questions that linger after the last page." 

—Reviewed by Maria Ashford for Bookshelfie.com






  
  To corruption's orphans, may you find better justice than we did.








  
  "Harbor water washes everything clean except conscience."

— Jack Morrison, December 1950
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  BLOOD AND COFFEE

Los Angeles, 1950


THE HARBOR KEPT two kinds of secrets: the kind that made men rich, and the kind that made them dead. I should’ve known which would find me that morning. But hindsight carries a price, and I was about to start paying in blood. 
I nursed my third cup of coffee at Cooper’s Diner, watching steam rise in lazy spirals that matched the smoke from my Lucky Strike—lit ten minutes ago, judging by the ash length, though I couldn’t remember striking the match. As I took a drag, the cigarette crackled, reminding me of its existence. An ashtray by my right hand stood half full, a sedimentary timeline of my morning recorded in gray ash and crushed filters.
Fog hung low over San Pedro, turning the late fall dawn into a gray soup that smelled of salt and diesel. At half-past six, the diner still belonged to the harbor’s insomniacs and early risers. A cluster of dockworkers hunched over eggs and toast at the counter, their coveralls somewhat fresh before the day’s first shift. One of them wisecracked about a foreman’s wife. That got the others laughing, more like barking, the kind you might hear from a pack of Joe Nobodies whose closest friends were diesel generators and crane engines. A weary ship’s officer picked at a Danish in the corner booth, and old man Schneider attacked his LA Times crossword, scratching with a pencil like he was carving letters into stone.
The radio behind the counter played morning news punctuated by the constant clink of plates and mugs from the kitchen and the distant moan of foghorns from the harbor. The diner’s coffee maker hissed like it was trying to warn me about something. Just another morning pretending the past stayed buried.
My corner booth gave me a clear view of both the entrance and the kitchen doors, a habit from my LAPD days I’d never broken, like the Colt under my jacket. Old habits from walking a beat in ‘31, making detective in ‘38, then trying to pick up where I’d left off after the war. But the department I’d returned to in ‘45 wasn’t the one I’d left a few years earlier, and neither was I. My image in the salt-crusted window confirmed it, reflecting three days of stubble and a shabby suit, yet my eyes stayed sharp despite last night’s bourbon.
“You planning to drink all my coffee or just most of it?” Maggie O’Brien’s voice carried the raspy warmth of twenty years of late shifts and unfiltered cigarettes.
She had this habit of clicking her tongue twice before delivering bad news—click, click—like a telegraph warning of trouble ahead. I heard those clicks now. She topped off my cup without waiting for an answer, her movements smooth as a card dealer’s.
“Depends on how long you’ll let me sit here.” I tried to smile, but it died halfway. “How’s business?”
“Same as always. Ships come in, ships go out, people keep eating.” Maggie studied my face with the skill of someone who’d spent decades reading customers. “You look like you had a rough night.”
“Occupational hazard of private detective work. Just the usual demons.” I reached for my coffee, but my hand froze after I picked it up as the morning paper landed on the table courtesy of a kid named Johnnie, who delivered it on his regular route. He disappeared into the kitchen before I could thank him.
The paper’s banner headline grabbed my attention by the throat: “City Councilman Found Dead Near Harbor.”
The diner sounds faded to nothing. Tom Reed’s name jumped out from the grainy newsprint, followed by the sterile details about his body discovered near Berth 147, an apparent robbery gone wrong, police investigating.
The coffee cup hung suspended in my hand as a memory flashed: Reed in his Army uniform, sharing a cigarette in the rain outside a field hospital in ‘43, talking about going into politics to clean up the mess back home. We’d been in different units, he in regular infantry, me in a specialized outfit that didn’t officially exist. The kind where you learned skills from Brooklyn safecrackers and Chicago second-story men because Nazi headquarters didn’t unlock themselves. Funny how the government decided those talents were patriotic when pointed at Germans, but criminal when the war ended.
Tom Reed. Dead. Jesus Christ. The thought hit harder than the coffee, bitter and final. I actually said it out loud, making old man Schneider grunt and look up from his crossword.
“Shame about Mr. Reed.” Maggie’s voice interrupted. She wasn’t looking at me as she wiped down the neighboring table, but her casual tone carried the weight of information being offered. “He was in here Sunday night.”
I set the coffee down.
Despite myself, I felt the stirring of old instincts. “Sunday? Here at Cooper’s?”     
Maggie moved closer, her voice dropping beneath the clatter of the kitchen and the rumble of an early morning freighter. “Sat right where you are now. Had papers spread everywhere. Started looking them over when he had to go make a call at the phone booth. He left a few pages behind on the seat.” She paused, glancing at the window. “That’s when I saw it.”
“Saw what?”
“Something about shipments. A note about ‘junk’ hidden in spice crates. Before I could read more, there was a frantic banging on the front door. Reed, white as a ghost, realized he’d left something behind. Nearly knocked over two chairs, grabbing those papers. Never seen anyone so scared, Jack. Just grabbed everything and disappeared into the dark.”
The word “junk” tasted like a shot of bad whiskey when I spoke it under my breath. In my LAPD days, that was what the dealers called heroin.
My eyes narrowed. “Harbor manifests aren’t exactly light reading for a city councilman.”
“That’s what I thought.” Maggie straightened up, adjusting her faded uniform. “Especially not at that hour. And the way he ran out of here...” She shook her head. “Next thing I know, I’m reading about him in today’s paper.”
I picked up my coffee, buying time to think, feeling the weight of the Colt under my jacket. “I’m just curious about an old friend, that’s all.”
“Uh-huh.” Her tone made it clear she wasn’t buying it. “Well, your coffee’s on the house today.”
She sauntered away to handle the morning rush of more dockworkers, a few clerks from the shipping offices, the usual morning tide of harbor life. I turned back to the newspaper, reading every word of the article twice. The official story sounded too tidy, just like how Tom Reed’s moral crusades had never been “tidy.” Outside, the sun burned through the fog, but I hardly noticed. I worked through angles, connections, and old contacts who might still talk to me.
I left a larger tip than usual, folded the newspaper, and stood to leave. Maggie watched me from behind the counter, her expression knowing. We both understood that whatever peace I’d found in my morning routine had shattered.
The bell above the door chimed as I stepped outside. The city stood fully awake now, traffic building on Pacific Avenue, and somewhere in the maze of streets and warehouses, answers waited. I straightened my tie and walked toward the harbor. The aftertaste of coffee turned sour, just like memories of past betrayals and the price of asking too many questions. But some questions needed to be asked, even if I already knew I wouldn’t like the answers.
<><>

By the time I reached Berth 147, California sunshine bore down on a crime scene that had outlived its official usefulness. Pieces of yellow tape fluttered from a warehouse corner, marking territory already abandoned by the law. The chalk outline on oil-stained concrete told its own story—one that didn’t match the neat narrative in the morning paper.
I studied the scene from behind a stack of empty pallets, letting the harbor’s rhythm keep me company. Before I walked into a location, I’d learned to watch it first, especially when I was not supposed to be there.
The service alley between Warehouses 146 and 147 formed a perfect killing zone. Single overhead light with a conveniently broken bulb, multiple escape routes through a maze of containers, and a loading dock that would give any professional shooter a clean line of sight. Nothing about it suggested a random robbery.
I slipped under the sagging tape, my footsteps quiet on concrete still damp from the morning’s fog. The crime scene folks had finished their dance, but they couldn’t erase everything. Not if someone knew where to look.
The blood pattern caught my eye first. Too neat, too contained. A man of Reed’s size, shot where witnesses claimed, should have left a messier signature. Someone had cleaned up before “discovering” the scene. I crouched closer to the ground to inspect it.
“Little late for sightseeing, Jack.”
I straightened up, recognizing Officer Kelly’s voice. He’d put on weight since our days walking beats together, but he still moved in silence when he wanted to. He stood at the alley’s entrance, hands well away from his service revolver.
“Welcome to my harbor beat,” he said.
“Lucky you.” I gestured toward the ground. “Just paying my respects. Unless that’s against department policy now.”
“Might be, for this one.” Kelly glanced over his shoulder before stepping closer. “Witness statements came in real clean on this. All lined up nice and neat.”
Witness statements that matched too well meant someone wrote the script. “Funny how helpful people get sometimes.”
“Real funny.” Kelly scratched his chin. “Especially with all the unusual activity at the harbor Tuesday night. Lots of overtime work, according to the supervisors. Funny thing, though, the cargo manifests don’t show any special shipments.”
We both knew what that meant. The morning may have brightened around us, but the case grew darker.
Nearby, a car engine growled to life. Kelly’s expression shifted. “Harris and Webb have been asking questions about you and Reed. Might want to wrap up your sightseeing.”
“And I haven’t even done anything yet,” I said, smiling. “I guess Harris just misses me.”
“I mean it, Jack. They’re running point on this one, and
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