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Life With Barry

My sister, Lisa, and I spent the early years of our lives in a small town named Manlius. This suburb of Syracuse was the quintessential growing-up experience that comes to mind when you think of life in the early ‘70s: selling tomatoes from our garden at the end of the driveway in spring, drinking from the garden hose and catching fireflies in the summer, trick-or-treating around the neighborhood in plastic masks and flammable costumes in the fall and sledding down snowy hills in the winter.

We spent a lot of time in our basement, which was the main base for all our toys. Lisa had her Barbie Townhouse, Barbie Dream Camper and a very cool Barbie bathtub that could make soap bubbles. I had my Weebles Treehouse, Weebles Haunted Mansion, a yellow Tonka truck I’d ride around on, a cool little plastic bowling alley set that my friend Jared would break (and I haven’t forgiven him for to this day) and books upon books. We would spend hours in the basement entertaining ourselves and each other. Lisa would play a huge part in teaching me reading and other subjects in full-on lessons she would create both on paper and tape recordings. Mind you, she also made “cracker soup” on her fake stove, mini-cakes in her Easy Bake Oven and convinced her gullible little brother to eat a brown crayon by telling me it was chocolate. Fun times.

Perhaps the biggest entertainment of all in that basement was music. We had a record player down there that was all ours. Mind you, Lisa’s and my taste definitely differed. She was very much into Peter Frampton. Me? Barry Manilow.

I still can’t tell you how I got interested in Barry (excuse me while I allow myself to be on a first name basis with him), except maybe because my mom was a fan too. Mom was really into music, and our Sunday afternoon house cleaning sessions were full of Neil Diamond, Barbra Streisand, Kenny Rogers and Crystal Gayle on the 8-track player, a delightful “ca-chunk” being heard throughout the first floor of the house when the songs would change. Mom also encouraged our love for music. Any album we ever asked for we got. When one of Mom’s friends suggested they take me to a Barry Manilow concert in Syracuse, she readily agreed. I don’t remember much about that concert except for Barry coming on stage for “Copacabana,” but I will always remember that I had a great time and it was my first concert ever. The only other experience that would come close would be when I saw Barry’s musical Copacabana live in London many years later.

Lisa and I would stack up the albums on the record player so we could take turns. Barry’s Even Now album side A would be followed by Frampton Comes Alive and then we’d flip the stack over to play the B sides. Barry Manilow I, Barry Manilow II, Tryin’ to Get the Feeling, This One’s for You and Even Now would all be in heavy rotation on my record player. Every good memory of those days is paired up with a Barry Manilow song.

We would move to Jacksonville, Florida at the beginning of the ‘80s and I often say this was the end of the childhood happiness I had known. Life would start to go downhill a bit from there. The parents got divorced, there were custody changes and remarriages, I would attend a total of three elementary schools, two middle schools and three high schools and never be in one long enough to make any lasting friendships. During these turbulent times I’d still turn to Barry for that bit of comfort. That soft voice with just a hint of New York to it. There was something reassuring about it.

Fast forward about 25 years and now I’m living in Las Vegas where Barry has a residency at the Westgate Las Vegas Casino and Resort. In fact, he’s one of those rare entertainers that has signed a lifetime residency. He came out of the closet and married Garry Kief and they’ve been together since 1978. I came out years ago and married my husband Luis and, as I write this, we’re days away from celebrating 20 years since we first met. Barry’s had, well, some work done. I’m older and grayer. 

I haven’t been to see Barry yet at the Westgate, and I’m not sure what’s holding me back. It might be not wanting to remember just how good those days were and how they turned so dark. It may be that I’m afraid to remember how much those songs mean to me and the emotional churn it might cause in my brain. Or, it may be that I want to keep those fleeting memories of a little boy in Syracuse, staring at a stage at a man wearing all white as he is pulled onto stage singing about Lola and Rico and Tony.

This anthology is a love letter to Barry and everything he’s meant to me over the years. It’s obviously inspired by the crime at the center of his song “Copacabana,” but each of these authors delivers a new way of looking at the timelessness of Barry’s music in a new light. For all the love and light in his songs, you can also find a little bit of darkness. The contributors have all found a way to reimagine Barry’s songs into Something Else.

I recommend reading these stories with your favorite Barry album playing softly in the background. As for me, with the heavy lifting done of putting the anthology together, I’m going to retire to the couch with this anthology on my tablet, “Could It Be Magic” on my headphones and my brain taking me back to a moment in time of Lisa and I filled with happiness in a basement just outside of Syracuse.

J. Alan Hartman

February 2025

 


Sweet Life

Inspired by Sweet Life from the album

Barry Manilow (1973)

Karen Keeley

Greta was out of the office, a doctor’s appointment, according to the calendar on her desk, which left me to my own devices, spending time with the crossword in the daily newspaper, puzzled by the clue, ‘the proverbial proud bird,’ seven letters, when Roberta Suiter, Bobbi to her friends, walked in. 

A week earlier, Bobbi and I had an impromptu dinner, she certain I was not feeding myself properly. We’d bumped into each other at the green grocer’s over on Whitney where she worked part-time, me scouting out the cabbage, lettuce and asparagus because Greta had been on my case about not eating enough greens. According to her, I needed more fiber in my diet. I’d accepted Bobbi’s invite, and helped myself to a hearty portion of chicken fricassee with dumplings along with a slice of peach cobbler, a six-pack of Bud Light the chaser, shared between the two of us. As to the cleaning up, she told me not to worry, she’d tackle the dishes in the morning. I’d taken myself home, thoroughly satisfied. 

Bobbi and I first met in grade school, our houses side by side on the same street, maybe three blocks from the Shubert Theatre over on College Drive. It was there Bobbi and I each had our first kiss, not with each other, thank Christ, remaining good buddies throughout middle school and beyond. She’d always said what I lacked in physique, I made up for in personality which had cemented our friendship. 

Following graduation, she married Hank Suiter, a good kisser right out of the gate, according to Bobbi, no kids, but that didn’t stop her from volunteering her time to organize church picnics or fussing over the mutts at the SPCA when not working her day job. 

Most everyone in the neighborhood knew Bobbi, a woman known for her peaceful disposition. But peace wasn’t about to unfold this day. 

She looked to be on the warpath, her clothes disheveled, some old housedress from some church rummage sale, a tattered cardigan, the sleeves shoved up to her elbows. Her handbag swung from her left arm, no makeup, no jewelry except for her wedding ring. Despite Hank’s untimely death, she still wore the ring, telling anyone who cared to listen, she’d married the man of her dreams. 

As for Hank, his dreams were cut short on a Thursday night, eight years ago, one of those freak accidents, according to law enforcement. A load of rebar torpedoed off the trailer of an eighteen-wheeler, three of the deadly missiles smashing through Hank’s windshield, practically beheading the man. Not a pretty picture.

“Son of a biscuit, Peter Lockwood,” she exclaimed, leaning over and grabbing her knees, obviously out of breath. If she’d run the six blocks from home, she was in better shape than I.

“You must come—now! There’s been a murder.”

I closed the section of the newspaper with the crossword, shoved the paper to one corner of my desk, lit up a cigarette. “I’m just peachy, Bobbi. How about you?”  

“Don’t be flippant,” she snapped. “Didn’t you hear me? There’s been a murder.”

“I would think law enforcement is all over it like white on rice. Why come to me?”

“Because you know her—knew her. Diana Gilbert, she’s dead.”

Diana, dead? Our homeroom teacher from middle school all those years ago? I didn’t even know the woman was still alive much less in town. She’d skedaddled for parts unknown after the scandal which ruined her teaching career, accused of making whoopee with a sixteen-year-old, a fella who stood six foot two in his stocking feet, broad shoulders, with a swagger in his step, known to favor leather jackets and cowboy boots.

That too, had not been pretty. 

At the time, those of us in her class, believed she was engaged, her fiancé drafted into the military, some plebe embroiled in the rigors of bootcamp, soon to be winging his way to Korea on a C-54 Skymaster. Bobbi and I were thirteen at the time. What did we care about Korea? Or the army, or malicious gossip? We only cared about Diana, our sun goddess, oh, she of the golden hair. 

I stubbed out the half-finished cigarette, sparks flying. “When, where, how?” 

“Come, I’ll show you,” said Bobbi. 

With that, she turned, and scurried out of the office. I followed, having seized my fedora from the coat rack, wondering when Diana had returned to New Haven. She must be somewhere in her forties, a good ten years older than us. Where was she all these years? And why murder? 

* * *

Thirty minutes later, I fiddled with a twig taken from the beaten path, Bobbi and I working our way toward the crime scene, using the twig to scrape the mud from the heels of my platform shoes. “This walk in the park isn’t helping, Bobbi.”

I’d spent a fortune on my shoes along with the high-waisted pants with the wide legs, turtlenecks and sweater vests, my signature look meant to convey credibility as a private eye. If anyone were to ask with a snarl, “How’s that workin’ for ya,” right then, I’d have plugged them in the kisser. 

Prior to our arrival, Bobbi had me go north on Whitney, then make a right on Cold Spring, my little VW bug laboring with the effort, which eventually took us to the southwest corner of East Rock Park, to a spot near the Mill River. It appeared to have flooded its banks due to all the rain we’d had, the area muddy, much like my muddy disposition. 

We skirted the crime scene tape and found ourselves skulking about like a couple of would-be thieves, maybe a half mile back to the road. Bobbi shushed me, fingers held to her pursed lips. We then crept up on the site. 

Detective Corrigan was there, a big man, bald up front, sporting a belly two sizes too large for his britches, his NYPD belt buckle buried in the flesh of his rotund stomach, the buckle a knockoff he’d found at a local pawn shop. His suit, shiny at the knees, had definitely seen better days. His tie, too. 

He was a man not thrilled with the mud. “Christ,” he bellowed. “Someone get me a pair of galoshes.”

I figured it was too late for that.

“You can come on out, Lockwood. I see you there, hiding behind that tree.”

Okay, so we were busted—Bobbi and I. 

We broke cover, trotted on over to Corrigan. 

“Why are you here? You know the victim?”

“We do,” said Bobbi. “We did. Years ago. She was our school teacher.”

Corrigan scratched a bushy eyebrow. “And I need to know this why?”

Bobbi looked at me, nodded in the affirmative, go for it. 

“She left town under a dark cloud,” I told him. “You might’ve heard of it.” 

“Sure, I heard of it,” Corrigan snarled. “I can read, can’t I? I looked through a couple of reports on the drive over.”

“Who ID the body?” I asked, noticing a bunch of looky-loos had followed us in, most whispering amongst themselves, wondering what in blazes had happened.  

Corrigan shouted at one of his guys to back ‘em up, to get ‘em well behind the crime scene tape. A couple of reporters were hollering for access, so far denied. 

“Her husband,” Corrigan said, jerking his chin to the left. There, sitting cross-legged on the ground was a bedraggled individual, him too, with mud on his shoes, mud on his trousers, mud on his hands, guilt in his eyes. If not for the blood he could’ve been another curious bystander taking a load off.

“He do the deed?” I asked. 

Corrigan shook his head. “According to him, he found her. His name is Paul Sunderland. They were married sixteen years. He’s feeling guilty ‘coz he was unable to save her.”

Corrigan took a stick of gum from his breast pocket, unwrapped it, tossed the gum in his mouth. Bobbi was shivering, not the least concerned about the gum nor the man. She’d done her duty, showed me the crime scene and now she wanted to leave. 

“A couple of dogwalkers spotted him,” Corrigan told us. “Cradling his wife’s dead body. It was them who called it in.”

“A likely murder?” asked Bobbi, unable to take her eyes from Diana’s corpse despite her need to flee the scene.

As for the husband grieving over his dead wife, he’d taken no notice of Bobbi nor I, wringing his hands, bemoaning the fact his wife had been brutally killed, whining like some toddler cheated out of a sweetie or forced to eat the dreaded lima beans. 

The medical examiner then arrived, a fussy little guy wearing bifocals and a three-piece suit, a conservative dark tie. He’d found a pair of gumboots, lucky him.

“A suspicious death,” stated Corrigan. “Until the doc there says otherwise. She’s been clobbered good and hard. We found the rock tossed into the bushes. Blood and hairs.”

“Fingerprints?” I asked.

“Not likely,” said Corrigan. “A weapon of convenience, by the look of it.” 

I nodded in agreement, taking a gander at Diana Gilbert, now Diana Sunderland. From what I could tell, boot prints had been trampled all over the crime scene which would make it difficult to tell who’d been with Diana, and who arrived later. Nothing helpful there. 

I leaned into Bobbi, gave her a whisper. “There’s bupkis to be had. Time to depart, dear lady.” I turned to leave. She followed. 

We were half way back to the car, pushing our way through the foliage, when she stated matter-of-fact, “I need you to find her killer, Peter. I’ll hire you. I have some money left from Hank’s life insurance policy.”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” I countered. “It’s a police matter.”

“They’ll be barking up the wrong tree,” she said. “Some random attack in the park. I know what happened. But I need you to help me prove it.”

* * *

Back at my office, a stiff drink of bourbon poured for each of us, Bobbi plopped onto the chair across from my desk, thoroughly dejected. She’d set her handbag on the floor beside her and pulled her arms free from that ratty old cardigan, tossing it onto the file cabinet. “Remember I told you about that concert I went to in New York?” she said. 

“Which one?” I asked.

“Barry Manilow, last June. It was that Schaefer music festival in Central Park.”

“Vaguely,” I responded, tapping a cigarette from the package I religiously kept on my desk. I lit up, inhaled while tossing the spent match into the ashtray. 

There was no sign of Greta. Maybe she’d gone to the bank after that doctor’s appointment, or the hairdressers. Our office, not far from the Richard C. Lee Courthouse gave Greta handy access to the post office when needed. She’d been with me three years, very much my go-to gal, handy with a typewriter. Because of her, we operated like a well-oiled machine. 

Bobbi appeared lost in thought when finally, she spoke. “I was in the Big Apple, the week of my birthday, visiting my cousin. She had a dentist appointment that Thursday so I took myself to Central Park. Of all people to be standing next to me in the crowd, it was Diana Gilbert. We were shoved in close, like sardines, hotter than hell too, what with the humidity.”

“Never mind the humidity. What happened?” I asked.

“I recognized her right away,” said Bobbi. “Twenty years older, different hairstyle but still that gorgeous blonde, smooth and silky.”  

I nodded, an indication to continue. 

“Barry was singing, ‘Sweet Life,’ the first I’d heard of him, seen him. I thought he was just swell. I remember thinking, he’s gonna rocket into stardom.”

“Good for you, and for Barry,” I said. “What about Diana?”

“She and her husband were arguing. I didn’t know he was the husband until later, but at any rate, there he was shout-whispering at her, looming over her like some vulture. Anyone standing near them couldn’t help but overhear, his anger palpable. He wanted to leave. She didn’t. Finally, he stormed off, pushing his way through the crowd. That left Diana standing beside me. That’s when I said hello, told her who I was.”

Bobbi inhaled, the memories obviously rushing in. “She burst into tears, grabbed my arm for support, and whispered, ‘oh, sweet Bobbi. Of course, I remember you.’ Well, that surprised me, as you can imagine. One thing led to another, and we ended up at some café somewhere on Park Avenue, the Upper East Side, drinking coffee and eating a Danish.”

“A Danish. Of all the great food in New York, you pick a Danish.”

“It was convenient,” said Bobbi. “I don’t remember the name of the café. Diana said she lived near there but she didn’t want to go home. Not just yet. She told me about her life. After leaving New Haven, she changed her name, fell into a well of depression, struggled to get upright and mobile again. She finally managed a modicum of success through sheer determination. She married her fiancé a couple of years later, after his return from Korea.” 

Bobbi was twirling her glass, ice-cubes tinkling. I offered a refill which she accepted. 

That pleasantry done, she told me, “Diana said no one in New York knew about the scandal which meant, she believed she’d made a clean break of it.”

According to Bobbi, her husband wanted kids but they’d had no luck on getting pregnant. Paul blamed himself which changed him. He focused his time and attention on his career, alienating her, treating her as if she had no more importance than a family pet. 

“And you think he killed her,” I said.

Bobbi nodded. “Who else would it be? She came back and he followed her.” 

Yeah, it certainly appeared that way. Our bustling community of New Haven known for Yale University was a big draw for the academic types. But it wasn’t all intellect and scholarly pursuits. There were those of us on the sidelines who enjoyed sports, cheering at football games when the weather cooperated. We hadn’t had much cheer the past few weeks, lots of rain culminating in all that mud.  

“Like I told you earlier, the police are on it,” I said. 

“Not all of it,” said Bobbi. “What you don’t know. It was all malicious lies, the accusations made against her. She’d tried to be something of a guidance counselor to a struggling student, him with failing grades, a rotten homelife. The kid got the wrong idea. To be run out of town, labeled a sexual predator—imagine the shame, the humiliation. That led to self-medicating, the pills and the booze. One night, she had a one-off with some fellow she met at a bar, feeling sorry for herself. That mistake resulted in her getting pregnant. Now what to do?” 

Bobbi sat back and took in a bushel of air. “It was a difficult birth, all kinds of complications, the reason she couldn’t have kids, something she didn’t tell Paul, letting him believe he’d been the one shooting blanks.”

“Hell of a descriptor, Bobbi.”

She ignored me. “As for the baby’s biological father, Diana didn’t even have a name. If not for the Catholic diocese, she’d’ve been up the proverbial creek. No family, no friends, a woman totally alone. Nine months later she had the baby and put him up for adoption.”

“You think Diana came back,” I said. “Looking to find that baby. He’d be what? Seventeen, eighteen, by now, probably in high school himself, if we do the math.”  

Bobbi nodded. “Paul followed her, and killed her. Maybe he discovered the truth, a baby born out of wedlock, a complicated birth, Diana unable to conceive, ruining his chances at fatherhood. He’d been lied to.” 

I then offered my theory. “Maybe the child did it. Didn’t want anything to do with Diana.”

“Babies don’t kill their mothers,” she said. 

“Some do. We read about it all the time in the papers, the tabloids. Or maybe it was the biological father. He knew about the pregnancy despite what Diana told you.” 

I’d finished my drink, set the glass on my desk. “It’s now the seventies, Bobbi—we’ve no idea what happened to him. Maybe he kept tabs on Diana. How would she know?”  

Bobbi shook her head, dismissing that train of thought. “Diana believed someone in New Haven adopted the child.”   

“Getting those records could be tough,” I told her. 

“But if anyone can do it, you can,” said Bobbi. “Jackson Heights, that’s where she was.” 

I smiled. “Your faith is reassuring.” I squashed my half-finished smoke in the ashtray, fiddled with a paperclip. “I’ll see what I can do.”

“She deserved a sweet life,” said Bobbi. “Just like Barry Manilow sang that day. You didn’t hear him. It was special. The kind of song to give you hope. And Diana had hope. She’d lived with the guilt, the overwhelming sense of shame all these years, that one-night stand, forced to give her baby up for adoption, lying to her husband. She didn’t deserve to die, no matter the sins of her past.”

“According to you,” I said. “But, my dear Bobbi, you must remember, you see the good in everybody. Even me.”

* * *

A day later, I headed to the Big Apple, shifting gears on my little VW bug, driving south, enjoying the scenery. A sweet life as Bobbi would’ve said. And business was good, especially after Greta came on board. Small jobs throughout the tri-state area consisting of finding lost articles, missing relatives, or simply validating witness statements tied to an upcoming court case. Other work included digging into allegations of fraud, embezzlement or outright theft, sharing the evidence with Corrigan and others like him, all of which kept me in the private eye business. 

As I got closer to the city, the impressive skyline loomed large, concrete and glass, bridges and tunnels. Depending on the elevation, I sometimes caught a glimpse of the Empire State building, always an impressive sight which left me thinking about the many times Bobbi and I took in a movie at the ol’ Shubert, sharing toffee and a big bucket of popcorn. 

I eventually made my way into Jackson Heights and met with the Mother Superior, a large woman, a tad arthritic judging by the way she favored her left hip, walking with something of a limp as she led me back down the hallway toward her office. That affliction didn’t seem to mess with her sunny disposition which left me with a sliver of hope.

“Our adoption records are sealed,” she told me flat out, smiling her Madonna like smile. “As to the women in our care, it was all done through the seal of confession. They each made peace with their past sins.”

“I get that,” I said. “And thank you for seeing me. But couldn’t you make an exception?” 

I leaned back in my chair, crossed my ankles, clasped my hands in a virtuous rendition of prayer. “A woman has been brutally murdered, someone who was in your care. Diana Sunderland. Possibly Diana Gilbert when she was with you. Or, she may have used an alias. An anagram of her name.” 

I was thinking of those crossword puzzles I liked so well. I offered up the name Tina Dalbrige, it coming to me in a flash of creative intellect. That seemed to strike a chord. 

The Mother Superior’s eyes darkened, some cloud of memory bubbling up. She wasn’t sure what to do with that. “Facts don’t change just because you wish them to, Mr. Lockwood.”   

“But that name, Tina Dalbrige, or something similar. It rings a bell.” 

“Whether it does or doesn’t, is immaterial,” she said. 

“You’d be allowing a killer to go free.” Yeah—I was laying it on a bit thick, but subtleties were never my strong suit. I could bend the truth as well as the next guy, didn’t matter I was in the righteous halls of our dear Lord and Savior, hallowed be thy name.  

The Mother Superior fingered her gold cross strung about her neck, her lips moving, perhaps repeating a string of Hail Mary’s for what she was about to do. 

“You must make exceptions if there’s a need,” I said, giving her a necessary push. 

“And you believe you have that need,” she said. 

“I knew Diana Gilbert close to twenty years ago. She was my teacher. The fact she returned to New Haven just recently, and was killed, tells me, she knew her killer. Either the child she gave up for adoption, or her husband.”

“Or both,” said the Mother Superior.

I hadn’t thought of that. The two of them in cahoots.

“You have a devious mind,” I told her.

“I’ve been accused of worse,” she said. “Comes with the calling, I suppose.” She attempted a smile and failed. “Whether by coincidence or design, four months ago we had a break-in. Nothing taken, but our files had been ransacked, flung about the office, a terrible mess to sort through and refile. You say she was your teacher, struck down and killed.” 

I informed her, it had been all over the news, hoping to shore up my argument. 

The Mother Superior rang for one of the sisters, speaking quietly with the woman upon her arrival, whereby the second nun departed, returning some twenty minutes later with the information I was after. A name. Now all I needed was an address. 

* * *

During my absence, Greta had been hard at work, catching up on the correspondence which included the requisite invoicing, licking stamps, addressing envelopes. She let her fingers do the walking through the local directory while I caught up on a couple of crossword puzzles.   

Ten minutes later, she handed me a pink slip of paper. “They live on Mitchell Drive near East Rock Park not far from New Haven High.”

Just peachy, the exact location where Bobbi and I attended classes. 

“With luck, the son, or the adoptive parents will speak with me,” I answered, grabbing my trusty fedora once again. 

“Go get ‘em, tiger,” Greta chortled, which was exactly what I did. 

I didn’t bother phoning, why put the wind up? The parents, both well into their fifties were reluctant to speak with me at first. I had to use the ol’ I can go to the cops routine, which eventually wedged open a crack, an opportunity to ask my questions.

“You adopted your son Godfrey on the 10th of November 1956,” I told them. 

Neither of them confirmed nor denied. “I spoke with the Mother Superior at the Catholic diocese in Jackson Heights. She gave me your names.”

“She shouldn’t have done that,” sneered the husband, him in a wheelchair, something to do with heart troubles and high blood pressure. “We were told it would be kept confidential.”

“A woman has been killed,” I responded. “You may have read about it. Not far from here. Found near Mill River.”

“We read about it,” said the wife. “What’s it to do with us?”

“I believe she was the birth mother of your son. If he knew of her existence, the cops will have questions.” 

“He didn’t know,” snapped the husband. “Freda and me, we were never told her name.”

“But he knows he was adopted,” I said.

The wife nodded. “We told him when he was twelve. He said it was no big deal. Lots of kids are adopted. As far as he’s concerned, we’re his parents, nothing further to discuss.” 

“Did Diana Sunderland ever visit you?” I asked. “Did she try to see her son?”

“No, why would she?” snarled the husband. “She’s never been to the house, not to my knowledge.”

“Nor mine,” said the wife. “I think it’s time you leave. We’ve nothing more to say.”

“Where’s your son now?” I asked.

“At school. He’s in his final year at New Haven High. Track and field this time of day. He’s a sprinter, and a good one. They run drills after class.”

I plunked my fedora on my head, offered up a thank-you, and departed. 

Time to visit New Haven High, my old stomping grounds. Neither Bobbi nor I had been on any sports team, our area of expertise much more cerebral such as reading glossy magazines and dime-store paperbacks, the racier the better, while smoking ourselves silly out behind the gymnasium.  

A short time later, I met with the kid after getting a couple of chums to point him out. I told him what I was after. “Meet me back here in ten minutes,” he said. “I’ll take you to my locker.” He then headed off to the change rooms. After that, he gave me what I needed. Proof to nail the son of a bitch.

* * *

A week later, Corrigan arrested Paul Sunderland for the murder of Diana Gilbert. 

He stopped by just shy of quitting time, Greta having clocked out early. Corrigan looked worse for wear, lack of sleep no doubt working the case, his dark eyes brooding and thoughtful, his manner, however, elated. I knew the feeling.

I poured each of us a stiff bourbon while he unwrapped another piece of gum, rolled the silver and dropped it in the ashtray. 

“Just as you suspected,” he said. “Sunderland followed the wife from New York. He thought she was having an affair, the phone calls, letters written and received. When he saw her near the river with that kid, he figured it was a repeat performance of what she’d done years back, accused of sexual misconduct with that minor.”   

I interrupted. “I thought Sunderland didn’t know about that.” 

“He knew but kept quiet. A lie by omission.”   

“It’s been known to happen,” I observed.

Corrigan leaned back in his chair, drank half of his drink in one go, set the glass on my desk. “The kid left, and that’s when Sunderland lost it, bearing down on his wife with that rock he’d picked up, threatening her, thinking he’d scare her into a confession.” 

He then explained Diana wouldn’t stop crying which meant, as far as Sunderland was concerned, the
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