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PART ONE – JUNE 1917

Chapter 1 
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“God, but they’re gorgeous!” a banker said to his table companions at Whyte’s Restaurant on Fulton not too far from Wall Street. The subjects of the banker’s attention—and that of many other lunchtime diners in Whyte’s—were two strikingly beautiful women.  Linda Marie Newman and Jenny Carrollton had just completed a most satisfying meeting with their stockbroker and were celebrating by having lunch at Whyte’s, which in keeping with the financial district’s aura of wealth, carried out its Alpine chalet-style motif with dark paneling and gilt-framed portraits.  The long oak bar complete with brass spittoons was such a prominent feature that it dissuaded most women from dining there although they were not excluded as they were in similar establishments. 

As Linda Marie and Jenny were the only female patrons in the restaurant, they continued drawing interested glances from the lunchtime clientele, many of whom were bankers, stockbrokers and politicians. Had they cared to look, Linda Marie and Jenny might have spotted some of their customers.  

Although they didn’t acknowledge any of the gentlemen, the men definitely enjoyed the sight of Jenny’s blonde hair and true peaches and cream complexion, and how her widely spaced gray eyes sparkled as she spoke to her friend. And Linda Marie’s lustrous brown hair, so dark it appeared black, fell in waves to her shoulders. It was her eyes, though, that captivated her lunch time admirers. They were a deep, vibrant blue set in a face with near perfect features. Both women wore the latest in 1917s’ business suit styles appropriate for two women in their early thirties intent on their financial interests, and both were well aware how fashion played a role in how they were perceived.

Once seated, Linda Marie and Jenny ordered their lunch entrees, and the other diners returned to their earlier conversations, which comprised the country's being pulled into the war on behalf of its allies, and that today, June 15th, the Espionage Act went into effect. The Act prohibited individuals from expressing or publishing opinions that would interfere with the military efforts to defeat Germany and its allies, but in its present form, as the luncheon discussions went, the act would end up in court because it violated the First Amendment. 

The war discussions interested the women, although they weren’t trying to overhear conversations about it. Jenny dabbed butter on her roll. “I keep thinking it’s all going too smoothly. Our investments are safe, our real estate agent is going ahead with the land purchases in Queens, so we’ll make a good profit when the subway is extended out there. Have we missed anything?”

“I don’t think so, Jen. We accomplished our goal, and I must say, we chose well when we invested in Standard Oil, and now, with us headed into the war, well, production is bound to increase.”

“Yes, and the automobile stocks are solid, too. I know I shouldn’t worry. If anything, I’m so glad to get out of the life, you know?  You and Will were right. It was a big mistake to get involved with Greg. In the last year, he’s been treating his other girls in a frightening manner, very free with beatings if they don’t make their quota.  He didn’t use to be like that.  Thank goodness we always maintained a good business relationship. He’s always known he doesn’t own me, I’ve made that clear all along.

“Of course, I am definitely glad to be leaving Greg Romano and those other mobster pimps behind. I’m meeting with him tonight to tell him I’m done.”

Linda Marie speared a shrimp from her salad and studied it for a moment before popping it into her mouth. After swallowing the morsel, she said, “Are you sure that’s such a good idea?  What if he isn’t willing to let you go? Maybe you should let Will know, or at least take some muscle with you.”

“No, I’ll be fine.  Greg has more than a dozen girls; he won’t miss me.  Besides, I told him a long time ago I was only going to work until I was thirty, and I’m older than that now.”

Linda Marie gave a short, mirthless laugh. “Oh, you think he remembers that?  Do you think he would even honor that if he did remember?  Jen, don’t be stupid.  All he wants is the money you bring in and he’s not going to give that up. He’s—”  Linda Marie’s attention was diverted by the sight of a man she recognized. Not a customer, but someone she’d seen several times recently.  “Jen, look to your left. There’s a young man standing with some other men near the entrance. Thin, dark hair, nicely dressed, nice looking. Do you know who he is?”

Jenny dropped her napkin at her left side, glanced over as she reached down to retrieve it, and straightening up said, “That’s John Whitcomb, one of Greg’s men. He’s new.”

“Why would he be here?”

“I have no idea.”

“You haven’t said anything about quitting, have you?”

“No, of course not,” Jenny said, but seeing Whitcomb definitely put a damper on her carefree attitude.  

Linda Marie tapped her fingertips on the table for a moment. “Jen, I just remembered where I saw him.  When we met for lunch last Thursday, remember, and I was waiting outside for you, he was walking behind you, maybe half a block away, but he grabbed my attention because he was staring at your back, and then, he was in the lobby of Chase Bank when we went there to put the copies of the deeds to the Brooklyn properties in our safety deposit box. He acted like he was talking to one of the junior managers, but he was looking at us, or at least, in our direction.  It was unsettling, the way he stared.  And now he’s here.  I’m positive he’s following us.”

Jenny dared another glance and turned back to Linda Marie. “Whitcomb is just a gofer. I’ll find out right now what he’s up to.” When she stood up, many eyes were upon her as she marched straight toward the man who was standing near the entrance along with a dozen other men waiting to be seated.  “Why are you here?” she demanded when she reached him.

Whitcomb smiled, attempting to look as if he was being greeted by a friend. “It’s so nice to see you, Susannah.  I’m here because our employer is concerned about finances and wants to discuss it with you.” When Jenny’s eyes glittered in anger and became evident to the men standing nearby, Whitcomb replied in a soft voice, “Greg knows you’re holding out on him, hiding money  that belongs to him.”

Jenny ignored the onlookers. “That is ridiculous! You get the hell out of here.” 

Embarrassed by Jenny’s behavior in front of a lot of important men, Whitcomb’s temper threatened to get out of control. “Okay,” he breathed out, “if you insist, but I’m supposed to be watching that girlfriend of yours, too.  Maybe she’s the one doing the hiding.”

“Nobody’s hiding anything,” Jenny retorted, not bothering to keep her voice down, not caring who saw or heard what. “And, you’re disgusting.  Go on, crawl back into your hole.”

Whitcomb looked at Jenny with an expression of sorrow, as if he was merely being confronted by a mentally-disturbed hysterical female.  And then, shaking his head, he looked around at the men staring at him and Jenny as if to apologize for her crude behavior.  A moment later he said, “It was nice seeing you, Susannah,” and he turned and strolled to the restaurant entrance.

“I think I just made a mistake,” Jenny said, returning to her seat. “You’re right, Linda Marie, he has been following us. Greg thinks I’m holding out on his share, and I have never done that—well, almost never. He’s made a bundle off me, that stinking louse.”

Linda Marie followed Whitcomb’s departure, saw him disappear into the flow of people on the sidewalk.  “Where are you going from here?” she asked.

“ASPCA. I’m signed up to walk dogs this afternoon.  Why, do you want to do something special?”

“No, I’m going home to take a nap before I go out with Sir Robert Florentine this evening. He goes back to London tomorrow on a Cunard liner.  It may be dangerous for him since Germany has declared the waters around Great Britain a war zone.  Just think of how many ships they’ve sunk so far.  I like Sir Robert very much, so I am worried about him.  I will insist he write to me when he arrives at his home.” 

“Well, that is something different! Since when have you ever cared about one of your customers?”

“This is different, Jen.  My customers are not usually diplomats heading into war zones.  Besides, you’re getting off the subject.  We’re talking about Greg.  He’s a pimp, for heaven’s sake, you can’t expect him to behave honorably.  I have to say it again: it’s not wise for you to tell him you’re leaving.  All you have to do is leave town for a couple of weeks, go someplace interesting and enjoy your freedom. Please change your mind about telling him. Please.”

“Well, I’m not worried, Linda Marie.  I’m meeting Greg at the Knickerbocker bar, which is a perfectly public place. He’s not going to do anything to draw attention to himself in a place like that.  You worry too much. Besides, I don’t really believe Greg thinks I’m holding out on him. I think Whitcomb just made it up.  You’ll see. Tomorrow will be our very first day of not being working girls! Susannah and Candice will have disappeared!” Jenny grinned, making Linda Marie smile in return.  

The waiter appeared. “May I bring you a dessert, ladies?”

“Yes, please, rum raisin ice cream,” they chorused.  Not long after, they paid the check and went out into the bright sunlit spring day. 
Whitcomb watched them as they bade each other goodbye.  He knew Susannah lived in one of the Model Tenement apartments on 64th, so he decided to follow her friend, whose working name, he’d learned, was Candice.  Susannah looked like she had some bucks, but that Candice, she looked like she was rolling in dough.  Whitcomb briefly wondered how much Susannah would pay for her friend’s ransom. 
Linda Marie, having caught sight of Whitcomb when she and Jenny left Whyte’s, smiled to herself as she stepped aboard a streetcar, took it for three stops, disembarked, and continued the on-and-off process, until she reached East 64thStreet, one building over from Jenny’s, having left the gofer far behind.
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Over at the 19th Precinct Station on East 67th, New York City Police Sergeant Will Peterson’s boredom was giving way to anger.  Captain Bernie Foster was badgering every patrolmen he came into contact with about not hauling in enough whores and pimps to make their June quota. It was a stupid waste of time, since this was only the 15th,  and school had let out only a week ago.  None of the cops, Will, included, planned to raid the brothels because graduation ceremonies had been going on all over the city and the grads—the boys, that is—were celebrating their arrival at manhood, many as a gift from their influential fathers.  And it went without saying that you don’t upset the influential fathers of the boys who were celebrating this June, because a lot of those boys might be overseas fighting soon. 

Only Foster cared about the low numbers of arrests because he was looking to get out of the Yorkville precinct house and climb the department ladder. Since Mayor John Mitchel was on another of his rid-the-city-of-prostitution campaigns, Foster was determined to make Yorkville shine like a diamond.  

What so annoyed Will was that Foster’s total knowledge about brothels ended at accepting their payoffs and beating up the women if the women dared to complain.  Oh, and being a customer. But, Will knew better than to utter a single word to support the women who ended up back in the cell block because he’d been born in a Washington, D.C. brothel thirty years ago, the son of Minnie Peterson, a well-known D.C. madam.  Minnie had sent Will off to boarding school in Boston when he was eight, but until he left, the three girls who worked in the house, along with most of the girls who called in for dates, had spoiled him from infancy with kisses, hugs and toys.  They were family, those girls, especially Jenny, who was only a year older than Will, and had for a time lived in the house before moving on to richer customers in New York City.  She’d found a decent apartment and at first called in to a madam for her dates, then, in what Will—who himself had moved to New York City—thought was a colossal mistake, Jenny got herself a pimp.  Jenny’s best friend, Linda Marie Newman, had tried to talk Jenny out of getting involved with anyone who belonged to one of the Italian mob families, with no luck. Jenny was so damned stubborn she wouldn’t take anyone’s advice, but, she had done okay with the guy because she’d been with him for a long time.  

Jenny still found time to visit with Minnie, and when Minnie had come down with the ‘flu last year, it was Jenny who had gone to D.C. to make sure there were nurses around the clock for her, and even helped take care of Minnie herself until she recovered. Yeah, family.  Real people, not the inconsequential, sordid, sleazy women Foster made them out to be.

So, Will kept mum on his background and as far as anyone in the NYPD knew he was a Boston prep-school snob who wanted to be a cop. Foster already resented Will’s education; God only knew what he’d do if he learned about Will’s real background.

Foster wound down and ended his latest tirade with a reminder to everyone within earshot to bring in the streetwalkers. “I want the cells overflowing by tonight,” he said as men walked around him, ignoring his exhortations.  

From one side of the open work area, Will leaned against a door frame with his arms crossed on his chest and watched Foster berating another cop. Foster got away with his loud mouth (he hated almost everyone in the world who wasn’t white and Christian) partly because of his rank, but also because physically, Foster was intimidating. He was only thirty-five, but his thick wavy hair was already streaked with gray.  His piercing eyes appeared small buried in a fleshy face, but at well over six feet in height, Foster carried his extra weight well. He towered over Will, whose physical description was common: five-ten height, 170 weight, eyes brown, hair brown, decent facial features (not handsome, not homely) and who was in much better physical condition than his boss despite the disparity in their size.  Will was also aware that Bernie Foster was just one of many dirty cops and politicians who received handsome payoffs to leave certain brothels alone.  In D.C., Will’s mother had paid for years, and still had to move her house from one location to another every now and then.  She was on a first name basis with the moving men.  

“So, what’re you looking at?” Foster demanded when he saw Will staring at him.

Will shook his head, let his arms drop to his sides. “Nothing, just planning my day.”

“Yeah, well go out and arrest some of the slime littering the streets.”

“Sure thing,” Will said, then added to himself, yeah, I could start with arresting you.   

––––––––
[image: ]


To impress Greg Romano about her seriousness in leaving his employment, Jenny dressed for her meeting with the pimp in a light-weight conservative suit, medium blue in color, with a light blue blouse.  She chose shoes with a moderate heel height, because at five-foot seven, she was taller than Romano, and he was extremely sensitive about his height. The only makeup she used was a lipstick in a medium red.  Her final accessory was a straight razor that folded into a turquoise sheath, and this she slipped into her skirt pocket.

Even with her attempt to downplay her appearance, Jenny drew appreciative glances as she entered the lounge bar at the Knickerbocker Hotel at eight.  She spotted Romano sitting at a table with two of his cohorts and that wretched John Whitcomb, whom she chose to ignore as she seated herself next to Romano, who hadn’t bothered to rise at her approach. 

“Do you want a drink?” he growled.

“No, thank you. I won’t be staying very long, Greg.”

“You embarrassed Mr. Whitcomb today, Susannah.  That was very bad manners. You need to apologize to him, so do that now, so we can all hear.”

“Absolutely not.  I’m here to give you the courtesy of letting you know that as of today I am no longer in your employ or anyone else’s.  That’s all I came here to tell you.”

“Any particular reason?”

“I am retiring.”

“I see . . . gentlemen, would you please leave us,” Romano said, and the three men obeyed immediately. When they were gone, Romano said, “I must say I’m disappointed, Susannah, very, very disappointed.  In fact, I’m so upset by your decision that I’d like to discuss it with you in a quieter location.  Do you mind if we leave the lounge?”

“No,” Jenny said, and as Romano stood up, so did she. 

Outside the lounge, Jenny turned to enter the spacious hotel lobby with its numerous groupings of chairs and settees, but with his hand tightly gripping her upper arm, he steered her in the opposite direction down a hallway leading to a door at the end.

“Where are we going?” Jenny asked.

“Shut up, bitch.”

“Greg, I demand that you let me go!”

Without responding, he shoved her through the door, which someone—who Jenny thought might have been John Whitcomb—opened from the other side.  And then, Romano opened another door that led outside to several rows of garbage cans.  Rats squealed and scurried out of their path. 

“What—“ Jenny started to say, but was cut off by Romano’s fist connecting with her jaw, and that was followed by more punches, most of them landing on her shoulders and arms.  From somewhere, Romano got hold of a two-by-four or a branch—Jenny was beyond noticing—and hit her repeatedly until he had to stop to catch his breath, giving Jenny time to pull her razor from her pocket and lash out at him blindly.  The razor connected with his leg, eliciting a howl of pain.

Jenny tripped getting out of Romano’s way as he fell.  She flew backwards into the garbage cans and slid to the ground, unconscious.   
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Seventeen-year-old Freddy Pratter shared his Aunt Linda’s striking blue eyes.  His hair was dark brown and straight, like his father’s, although he’d never known either of his parents because they died when he was an infant.  Aunt Linda had a portrait of her brother—his uncle—that sat on her nightstand.  Outside of saying he looked a lot like his uncle, Aunt Linda had rarely spoken of her family, so all Freddy knew about his heritage was that his father had come to New York City from somewhere in Maine and met his mother—Aunt Linda’s sister, Louise—here.  Freddy believed Aunt Linda and her sister had a falling out years ago so that’s why there was no portrait of Louise or her husband anywhere.  Freddy occasionally reminded himself that if it seemed Aunt Linda was kind of remote and standoffish with him, it was because she had so much going on in her life, and that being stuck with her sister’s kid for all these years wasn’t one of her favorite things.

Last Sunday he’d graduated from high school and after the ceremony he’d partied with his classmates, but today, just as soon as he finished the eggs he’d made for breakfast, he would start working full time for Mr. Trimble in his lunch counter restaurant down the street. He’d been working at the diner part-time on Saturdays since he and Aunt Linda had moved into their new apartment when Freddy started high school. It would be a decent steady job until the next fire department hiring test was announced.  Or, he thought, he might enlist in the Navy and help to sink those damn German submarines.  He sipped the last of the coffee in his cup, turned the gas off under the percolator, and contemplated how his future stretched before him with all kinds of possibilities.

Aunt Linda was still asleep, having had a date last evening, something about a dinner honoring a diplomat. She was working, he told himself, having known for years she was an escort.  Her profession  was not a topic of discussion in their four-room-with-full-bath apartment in the Model Tenements at 403 East 64th Street. Mostly they talked about his schoolwork and friends, or about their German, Hungarian, and Jewish neighbors, the new ones here and old friends from when they lived on the lower East Side, and often about what was going on in the rest of the world.  Aunt Linda read two newspapers every day so she could speak knowledgeably about current affairs with her high-class customers.  She was fluent in German, French and Yiddish, and as long as Freddy could remember, she helped their neighbors learn English and translated for them until they were comfortable and relatively proficient in their new language.  He spoke Yiddish well, having grown up among so many Yiddish-speaking neighbors.  

The door buzzer sounded just as Freddy was getting ready to wash his plate. He set it in the sink and walked out into the entrance rather than buzzing in an unknown visitor. Since their apartment was on the second floor front, he could see the building door and a police officer who was doing the buzzing.

“Hey, Sergeant,” Freddy called down when he recognized Will Peterson.

“Your aunt home, Fred?”

“Yeah, but she’s sleeping. Did something bad happen?”

“Yeah, Jenny’s apartment was broken into and torn up.”

“Uh-oh.  Is Jenny all right?”

Will said, “She got beat up,” as he started up the stairs. Freddy turned to re-enter the apartment, then closed the door after Will entered the living room. 

Freddy rapped on Linda Marie’s bedroom door and called out, “Aunt Linda, get up. Sergeant Peterson’s here. Something happened to Jenny.”

Minutes later, Linda Marie appeared. Disheveled, still sleepy, she motioned to Will to sit at the table and said to Freddy, “Please pour coffee.”

“Okay, but I have to go. I told Mr. Trimble I’d be in early.” Freddy said as he poured two cups of coffee and set them before Linda Marie and Will.  Then to Will, he said, “She’ll be all right, won’t she?”

“Yes, but she’ll be in the hospital for a few days,” Will replied.  As soon as Freddy departed, Will placed a pad of paper on the table. Linda Marie could see he already had a page half filled with notes she couldn’t decipher upside-down.

“So, what happened?”

Will scanned his notes.  “Well, at about a quarter to six this morning, a kitchen helper at the Knickerbocker Hotel went out in back to dump garbage and he found two people there. A man, dead for several hours or more, and Jenny, who the man thought at first was dead, too. She was pretty badly beaten up, although the emergency room doc said she had no broken bones. Still, they want to keep her for a few days to make sure she doesn’t have any internal injuries or a concussion that hasn’t shown up yet.”

“Could she tell you what happened?”

“No, not yet, just said to tell you that you were right.  Can you comment on that?”

Linda Marie sighed, got up from the table, refilled their coffee cups, and set a plate of home-made strudel between them.  “My breakfast,” she explained, also putting out two plates, a knife to slice the strudel, and some napkins. “I told her not to tell her pimp she was quitting the trade, but she felt it wouldn’t be a problem and she didn’t want to just disappear.  Is the dead man Greg Romano?”

“I’m pretty sure it is, but I haven’t seen him for a few years, so I can’t say for sure. Nothing in the guy’s pockets to give us a clue.”

“How did he die?”

“Jenny slashed him with a straight razor—it was near her hand—and he bled out.  I have to believe, having seen how badly she was beat up, that she did it in self-defense, but, again, I need to hear it from her.”

“Are you going to arrest her?”  

“Nothing will happen until I can hear what happened from her.  In the meantime, do you know anything else about what caused the fight?”

“Like I said, she was quitting the life, that’s what she was planning on telling him.  Obviously he objected.  Can I see her?”

“Yes, she’s right down the street in New York Hospital, but since she’s a party to this crime, I’ll go with you.  But, first I need to take a better look at the damage to Jenny’s apartment.  Someone called us to a burglary in progress in the next building. When we arrived, we found the neighbors had not only stopped the burglars, they literally sat on them. Unfortunately, the two men had already done a lot of damage to the apartment’s interior before being tackled.  They’re in custody, though, so that situation is under control.” 

“Well, I’m sure they broke into Jenny’s apartment on orders from either Greg or the mobster he’s hooked up with.”

Will drank the last of his coffee as he considered the situation. He gazed at Linda Marie, who was looking at him, waiting for him to lead the conversation further. After a couple of minutes, he said, “Greg Romano knows you and Jenny are friends, Linda Marie.”

“Yes, I know.”

“So, you are in danger as well.”

“Yes, I guess I am,” Linda Marie replied, suddenly realizing that if the dead man wasn’t Greg Romano, if Greg couldn’t find Jenny, he would come after her. A cold shiver engulfed her, producing the same suddenly chilling reaction as opening a front door to a blast from a blizzard.  She paced around the living room. “Will, I think I’ll need your help. I don’t think Greg Romano knows where I live, but it wouldn’t take long for him to find out. People in these buildings know me because I’ve helped many of them learn English, so someone may give away my name and location. Now I’m frightened.  And what about Jenny’s safety and, oh, dear God, Freddy’s safety?”  

“Now, don’t get carried away.  Jenny’s in a private room with a police guard at her door, so she’s safe in the hospital.  As a matter of fact . . .” Will pursed his lips as he mulled over a thought.  “As a matter of fact,” he repeated, “it might be a good idea for you to stay at the hospital, too.  If we can get you and Jenny into a semi-private room, at least until we get this investigation completed, would you be willing to do that?”

“Yes, but what about Freddy?   Should I send him to a hotel?  Can he come with me to the hospital? I don’t want him to know anything about this.  I don’t want him to think Jenny killed a man—”

“Well, if he has a friend or two who might want to move in with him for a few days or maybe a week, that may be all the protection he needs. If not, I know of an honest man who works on the docks that I would trust to do the job and to hire three other men for the job so they can keep around-the-clock tabs on your nephew. Freddy won’t even know they’re around.  The man’s name is Hugo Kurtz. He’s about our age, a good solid family man, and I know he’s looking for additional work. Let me ask him.  If he’s interested, I’ll bring him by the hospital when he gets off work later today. Would that be all right?”

Linda Marie sighed deeply in relief. “That’s wonderful. I’ll pay whatever he asks. In the meantime, while you check on Jenny’s apartment, I’ll get dressed and pack up a few things for myself.  And then, I should stop by Mr. Trimble’s lunch counter and tell Freddy that I have to leave for a little while.  Would you mind coming with me?”

“Not at all.”  
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When Will had gone, Linda Marie went to her bedroom and sat on the edge of her bed. On the nightstand sat the portrait of the man Freddy believed was his uncle.  It explained the family resemblance, only there was no uncle.  Linda Marie Newman had no immediate family. The portrait was of Edmund Pratter, the man who everyone called Eddie, the man who was Freddy’s father.  The man Linda Marie Newman would never stop loving.

She didn’t hold back the tears that began, first as a trickle that tickled her cheeks and then as a torrent that left her cheeks burning and her chest heaving to draw in more air.  How could it be that yesterday she and Jenny were celebrating their soon-to-be new lives, Jenny excited about doing more volunteer work with the humane society and she looking forward to finishing high school and then getting her teaching degree so she could teach English as a second language?  What happened to all of that?  How could they go from their dreams to having to go into hiding to keep from being killed?  

With a sigh, Linda Marie went into the bathroom and held a wet washcloth to her eyes until the throbbing eased.  She looked at her face in the mirror and shuddered.  Her eyes were red, her cheeks blotchy.  The entire world would know that Linda Marie Newman had been wallowing in self-pity.  

When she’d stopped an impending crying-induced headache from launching into a full-strength attack, Linda Marie got on her knees beside her bed to reach a heart-shaped red cardboard box that once held chocolates Eddie had given her. Now it held about five hundred dollars in various denominations of bills and a straight-edge razor that had belonged to Eddie.  Linda Marie took the razor first in her right hand, flicked it open and lashed out at an imaginary gangster. She did the same left-handed with equally good timing and movement.  Eddie had taught her how to use the razor as a weapon which is how he used it, and it was, in fact, the weapon of choice for most of the women who worked on the streets.  She hadn’t carried the razor for the past ten years as she had a high-quality clientele and any new customers she agreed to accommodate came with reliable recommendations.  For a few minutes, sitting on the floor beside her bed she flipped the open razor from hand to hand, remembering Eddie doing the same thing, and then, with a sigh, she folded the razor into its tortoise shell handle.  The time for tears was over. It was time to carry the razor once more.  
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Chapter 2 



[image: ]


“Uh-oh,” Freddy muttered as he watched his aunt and Sergeant Peterson enter Trimble’s diner.  He dried his hands on a towel and came around the counter to meet them inside the entrance.  “Jenny?” he asked, fearing the answer.  He didn’t know Jenny all that well, but he liked her well enough to not want anything unpleasant to happen to her. 

“Sergeant Peterson has assured me Jenny will recover quickly,” Linda Marie hastened to say,  “but we have a problem, Freddy, and I’m praying you trust me enough to follow my instructions without asking a lot of questions.”

“Let’s sit down,” Freddy said, leading them to a booth made of heavy dark wood. To ease the harshness on both eyes and body, the table held blue and white checkered place mats, while the benches had thin pads covered in a rough blue fabric that was wearing through at the edges.  Linda Marie sat on one side, leaving Freddy and Will crammed together on the other.  “What’s going on?” Freddy asked. 

Linda Marie thought she knew what to say. After all, it was quite straight-forward. It was likely that she and Jenny would be hunted down and tortured or killed in retribution for the dead man found behind the Knickerbocker.  Except the words wouldn’t come.  She didn’t want to leave Freddy, but it would be far worse for him if she ended up dead and her killers came after him. How would she tell him that suddenly he was to be on his own? 

Sensing Linda Marie’s indecision, Will said, “Fred, here’s the situation.  Your aunt’s friend, Jenny, has got someone angry enough that Jenny’s life is in danger, and since she is your aunt’s friend, your aunt is also in danger.  To protect them, I’m placing them in protective custody. That means you can’t know where they are, and it’s not possible to say how long they will be gone.”

“But, where am I supposed to live?”

Relieved to have the initial news over with, Linda Marie said, “In our apartment, just as you are now. I’ll make arrangements this afternoon with Joseph Mayhew to have the rent paid until the end of the year, and to have him set up an allowance for you of fifty dollars a month for one year, or until I’m able to return.” As Freddy assimilated this news, Linda Marie said to Will, “Joseph Mayhew is my attorney, and Jenny’s as well.  Freddy knows how to contact him.” She turned back to Freddy.  “I’m so sorry to have this happen so suddenly, Freddy.”

“You mean right now? Today?”

“Yes, as soon as I can pack up a few things.”

Will said, “Fred, I think that for a couple of weeks, you should have a friend or two move in with you.  It’s just a precaution, you understand?”

Freddy had both elbows braced on the table with his hands pressed to each side of his head.  This was crazy, a joke, a stupid dream.  He’d wake up and know it was a dream.  “This is like being told I became an orphan for the second time,” he said at last.  He raised his head and looked at Linda Marie.  “I can get a couple of guys to stay over, but I hope you and Jenny come out of this thing safe and you can come back home fast.  Uh, I guess there’s nothing else to say, huh?  I mean, since I’m not supposed to know whatever the hell is going on or where you’re gonna be?  Just goodbye?  Uh, Sergeant, could you let me out, please? I’ve got to get back to work.”

“Freddy, please,” Linda Marie started, but Freddy left the table and didn’t look back. She followed him to the counter. “Freddy, we need to talk about this.”

He turned to look at her as if she was a stranger.  “We can talk when this is all over,” he said, and turned away once again.
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Jenny was propped up in her hospital bed, and the swelling around her left eye had gone down enough so she could see Linda Marie.  “I feel like I’ve been run over by a train,” Jenny croaked when Linda Marie pulled a chair close to her bed and sat on it.  
“Well, according to Will, the kitchen helper thought you were dead when he found you, so I suppose being run over by a train is an improvement.  Will should be here in a few minutes to interview you.  So, what happened besides the fact that a man, who I hope was Greg, is dead and your razor was the probable cause?”

Jenny groaned and clapped a hand to her forehead. “Oh, God . . . you mean I killed him?” 

“Apparently, unless there was another person with the two of you.”

“But, I only cut him once and that was just in his leg as he shoved me.  God, Linda Marie, he went insane when I said I was leaving.”

“Well, you can tell Will and I’ll listen in.  Two men broke into your apartment early this morning and wrecked most everything. I suppose your clothes are okay, though, and I’ll bring some over later today, because, believe it or not, I’ll be moving in with you, right here in the hospital.”

“Oh, no, Linda Marie, you don’t have to do that.  I’m okay, really, I’m fine.  I’m sure I can get out of here tomorrow.”

“No, Jen, this is not by choice. You have a cop right outside your door, and I’m here for my protection, too.  After all, that creep you yelled at—”

“John Whitcomb.” 

“Fine, whatever his name is, saw us together and for sure he knows we’re friends.”

“But if you’re here, who’s going to watch out for Freddy?  Does he know what happened?”

Linda Marie’s eyes stung; she forced herself to keep her emotions in check.  Think about Freddy later, she instructed herself when the unexpected pain of parting from him continued to gnaw at her. “Sort of. He knows someone hurt you, but not that you, uh, did what you did.  Will and I went to Trimble’s place and told Freddy I had to go away for a while, but that I couldn’t tell him where for his own protection.  I don’t think he understood, but he’ll have two of his pals move in with him for a while, and I’ll meet with a man later today who can be a bodyguard for Freddy without his knowing about it.”

“For how long?”

“I don’t know,” Linda Marie replied as she turned to look out the room’s window so tears wouldn’t override her diminishing emotional control.

She was saved by Will Peterson who arrived along with a police officer he introduced as Gordon Baye. “Officer Baye has been assigned to monitor who enters this room, and when your room gets changed later today, he’ll go with you until his shift ends, at which time, another officer will take his place.” With the introductions over, Baye returned to the doorway and stood there so he could watch both the hallway and Will’s interview of Jenny. 

“How are you doing?” Will inquired of Jenny as he placed a chair close to Jenny’s bed.

“Are you going to scold me?” Jenny answered.

Will shook his head. “No, it’s never polite to blame the victim.  I want you to tell me step-by-step what happened.” 

“Well,” Jenny started out, having understood Will’s unspoken rebuke, “it was Greg.  You see, I planned to meet him at the Knickerbocker Hotel bar because it would be, you know, public, so I knew he would be on his best behavior.  And, at first he was.  Of course, he wasn’t alone.  There were three other men at the table, two of them his brothers, as he called them.  They weren’t really his brothers, though, he was talking about their Italian brotherhood, or whatever it is they call themselves.  The third man, John Whitcomb,  is someone new, a kid, really, but I think Greg is priming him to help handle the girls, although I don’t know that for sure.  Anyway, I explained that I was following up on our understanding that I would be leaving—on my terms, not his.  He nodded to the others, and they left the bar, and then a few minutes later, Greg suggested we step outside to talk where it wasn’t so noisy as it was in the bar. I agreed, but before we got to the lobby, he pulled me into a hallway that led to somewhere, the kitchen, maybe. There was a doorway at the end of the hall with no doorknob on it, but someone opened it from the other side and Greg dragged me into this storage area and then out another door into a place with garbage bins and a bunch of rats who ran away from us.  I didn’t see the other two men, but I did see Whitcomb for a minute before he left.  And that’s when Greg punched me with his fists and then he got hold of a stick and beat me with it.  I finally got my razor out and I didn’t even aim for anything, but I caught his leg and cut him right through his trousers, and the blood just spurted out of his leg, and he pushed me into something and I guess I was knocked out because that’s all I remember.”

Will had been writing notes as Jenny spoke and he continued for another couple of minutes before setting his notepad aside.  

“Am I under arrest?” Jenny queried.

“No, but I’ll want you to write out a statement of what you just told me in the presence of Officer Baye.  I’m going to accompany Linda Marie to her apartment and to yours to pack up clothing for both of you, and then to meet with Hugo Kurtz.  I’ll pick up your statement when I bring Linda Marie back here. You’ll probably be moved to a larger room by then.”  
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The hospital food was not fancy, but it was filling. Linda Marie and Jenny had meatloaf and mashed potatoes with plenty of gravy, a side dish of green beans, a dinner roll with butter, coffee, and a slice of white cake for dessert.

“So you really trust him, this man, Hugo Kurtz?” Jenny asked as she chewed each mouthful slowly. In deference to her battered jaw, the dietary staff substituted applesauce for the green beans and cherry gelatin for the cake.

“Yes, and he brought two of his friends with him. One was a huge man of color, maybe from the Caribbean, named Romeo Gomez, and I must say, he’s amazingly handsome. and the other man looked very ordinary, but if you look closely, he’s one of those men who are as strong and swift as a big cat.  Oh, and he has the strangest name.  Yankel Martz.  Even though it was kind of presumptuous I couldn’t help but ask him where his name came from, you know, like what country, and he laughed.  He’s American through and through and his name, Yankel, was the nickname his father gave him and he liked it better than his real name, which was Richard or Robert or something equally boring, so from when he started school he used the name Yankel, and that’s his legal name now.  Isn’t that funny? In any event, I instantly felt safe in the company of all three and they’ve gone a long way to making me feel better about leaving Freddy.  As soon as I gave them the go-ahead, Mr. Kurtz and his friends went to Trimble’s and spotted Freddy right away.  Our eyes were the giveaway, he said when he returned afterward.  Anyway, he’ll take care of everything and his charges were so low, I insisted on paying him and his other men more.  Imagine asking only a dollar an hour for protecting someone’s life!  I insisted on doubling it.  That’s more than he makes as a dockworker, he said, and thanked me.  Oh, and he’s married. His wife’s name is Hilda and they have two little boys.  He’s quite handsome in a rough sort of way. Blonde hair. a mustache, quite large and muscular. All three men are the kind you want as a friend not an enemy.”

Eating dinner tired Jenny, so after a few hands of gin rummy, she fell asleep and Linda Marie became engrossed in reading The African Queen.  

It was almost midnight when Linda Marie put aside the novel and thought she might be settled enough in her mind so she could sleep.  The new bodyguards had eased her concern about Freddy’s safety, and she tried not to think about Freddy’s reaction to what he considered her abandonment.  

In the other bed, Jenny was sleeping with the help of pain-killers. Linda Marie quietly rose from the guest chair, put on her bathrobe, and from the smaller of her two suitcases, the one she was using as an overnight bag, she removed the razor.  Placing it in her robe pocket, she opened the door of their semi-private hospital room and told the officer seated beside the door that she was going to the women’s bathroom, two doors away.  He glanced at her toiletries bag, nodded, and returned to reading his magazine.

As she was preparing for the return trip to her room, a nurse—a quite large nurse—Linda Marie noted, entered the bathroom, took hold of her arm and hissed, “You’re coming with me. Not a word out of you or you, your friend, and that cop are dead.  Turn to your right, we’re going to the stairwell.”

When she realized the nurse was not a female, she almost laughed because the man wore a white blouse and a long white skirt with a head covering that could be mistaken for a nurse’s headwear.

“What in the world do you want?”  

“Not a word.”  The nurse—or rather the thug dressed up like a nurse—shoved her through the fire door into the stairwell.

A man waited there, leaning against the iron pipe handrail. “You bitches made a bad mistake. We don’t like being insulted like you did to one of our men and we sure as hell don’t like it when one of you whores kill one of our men, especially seeing as that man your whore girlfriend sliced was a relative of Joe Profaci.  You know how bad that is?”

“No,” Linda Marie replied calmly, although her incipient anger was threatening to grow out of control. 

“Well, he’s gonna tell you himself,” the other man said, reaching out to pull her down the stairs. 

She stepped out of his reach. “Oh, no, you tell Mr. Profaci that Greg Romano got what he deserved.” 

“No, you’re gonna get what you deserve,” the first man said, and he came around his partner and yanked Linda Marie down a couple of steps. As he turned his head to check his footing, Linda Marie whipped the razor out of her pocket and first slashed the back of the man’s hand on her arm and when he released her with a yelp of pain, she cut him behind his ear.  The fake nurse flung her down the stairs, so that she landed painfully on the concrete landing, but she kept hold of the razor.  He eyed the razor, went to kick it out of her grasp, and got a deep gash on his ankle.  With both men disabled by their wounds, Linda Marie rolled over on the landing so she could get her feet onto the next lower step, and once out of reach of both men, she flew down the stairwell two floors and came out on the second floor, which was as deserted at this time of night as the fourth floor had been, except for the cop.  

Gasping, and beginning to tremble from unreleased energy, Linda Marie entered the first room on her right, saw it was unoccupied, and hid behind a privacy screen for fifteen minutes until her body returned to normal. She was sure she must have blood spattered on her robe and probably on her hands, too.  Another survey of the hallway showed her the location of the women’s bathroom on this floor, so taking a deep breath to give herself courage, she raced for the bathroom, breathed a sigh of relief that it was empty, and checked herself out in a mirror.  She definitely showed signs of a battle.  Her pale rose chenille robe was now polka-dotted in red, her slippers were coated in blood, and she even had blood under her fingernails.  There was no use in trying to get the blood off her robe or slippers, but she cleaned up her face and hands and even the razor, which she slipped back into her robe pocket.

As she was about to leave the bathroom, she noticed a stack of cotton hospital gowns and paper slippers on a shelf near the shower stall.  She put a gown on over her robe and exchanged her bloody slippers for a pair of paper ones. She wrapped her slippers in a hand towel, and then, feeling a little more secure, she left the bathroom. An elevator was a short distance from the bathroom, so she rang for it and rode it back to the fourth floor, explaining to the operator that she got off on the wrong floor and meant to get off at the fourth floor, not the second floor.  At the fourth floor, she thanked the operator, got off the elevator and seeing the cop was still immersed in his magazine, she slipped into the women’s bathroom.  She rechecked her appearance in the bathroom mirror, took a few more deep breaths to steady herself, and with her toiletries bag and towel-wrapped slippers between her left arm and chest, she once again entered the hallway.

“Good night,” she said to the cop as she opened the door to her room. She paused, wanting to ask if he’d seen a large nurse, but thought better of drawing any extra attention to herself. 

“Good night to you, too,” he replied.

Jenny was still sleeping as Linda Marie removed the hospital gown and her robe and inspected her nightgown to make sure it was blood-free. Satisfied with her appearance, she stashed her robe and slippers in the bottom of her suitcase and climbed into bed.  She tried not to think about what she had done and how much worse trouble she and Jenny were in now.  
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Linda Marie awoke the next morning by hearing Jenny protest, “Honestly, Will, I don’t know anything about it,” followed by, “Linda Marie, wake up! Will thinks we did something awful.”

“What?” Linda Marie groaned, still half-asleep. 

“Linda Marie, wake up,” Jenny insisted, so Linda Marie sat up and reached for her robe, which should have been at the foot of her bed. She started to ask where her robe was when she remembered having hidden it. 

“Okay, I’m awake,” she muttered.  

“Good,” Will said, “because I want you to tell me about two men who ended up in the emergency room, needing stitches.”

“Why would I know anything about that?”

Will sighed.  “They said they were attacked in a stairwell by a crazy woman wielding a safety razor, Linda Marie.  How many female patients in this hospital do you think own and know how to use a safety razor as a weapon?  Don’t play games with me.  There is blood all over the stairs and the landing in the stairwell at the other end of the hallway.  Not only that, how do you explain how this got in your room?” Will asked, holding up the cotton hospital gown that had gotten blood smears on it from rubbing against her blood-spattered robe.  She’d been so concerned about hiding her robe and slippers, she’d forgotten to check the hospital gown before tossing it in the laundry hamper.

“They attacked me. One was dressed like a nurse and made me go down the hallway to the stairs.”

“So, we have more self-defense?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have any idea of who the men were?”

“Joe Profaci’s. They were going to take me to Profaci to explain why Jenny killed Greg.”

“Joe Profaci,” Will repeated, disgusted. He shook his head some more and tossed the hospital gown back into the laundry hamper on his way out. 

By the time Jenny could walk normally, arrangements had been made for storing furniture, and their bank had wired a substantial amount of cash to a bank in Atlanta, Georgia.  Freddy’s friends had moved into the apartment, and Hugo Kurtz and his crew were already keeping an eye out for Freddy’s welfare.  With instructions to keep in touch, Will made sure Jenny and Linda Marie were on board a train headed south.  He promised to tell the women when they could safely return to New York, which they all feared might be never.     
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PART TWO - 1936

Chapter 3 
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Sleet pounded against the windows of the Webster Branch of the New York Public Library,  followed by another blast of snow.  A minute after the changeover from sleet to snow, the unmistakable racket of two or more automobiles colliding sent the teacher and her fifteen adult students to the windows of the small classroom off the children's reading room. The accident scene was barely visible as the snow was falling so heavily it blocked the view of traffic on the street and the buildings on the other side of York Avenue.

“What an awful day!” Herschel Bluestein burst forth in English instead of German, much to the delight of his classmates and their instructor, Linda Marie Newman.  

“Wonderful!” Linda Marie said in English. She almost reverted to Yiddish, as that was the common language of her students, all newcomers to America from Eastern Europe and Germany, but at the last second she continued in English.  “Now, everyone, back to your seats and we’ll continue reading The Wizard of Oz. Arla, it’s your turn to read the next page.”

Arla Weber, an accountant in her native Germany, took a deep breath and sailed through her assignment, reading aloud in English without missing a single word. She looked up and smiled at her accomplishment, and Linda Marie smiled in return and excused her students for the day.  

As the adults gathered their coats, scarves and gloves and went to the door, lapsing into Yiddish to comment on the weather, Police Officer Michael Stevens met them. He smiled at the group as they passed him and a few tentatively smiled back, but the others. still afraid of authorities, hurried past the officer with their heads down, as if braced against the cold before they even left the building. Stevens went to the librarian’s desk.  The middle aged woman presiding over the desk put down the library copy of the New York Times, dated yesterday, February 6, 1936.  The largest headline read, “Blizzard Hits New England.” 

“Hi, Doris, is Miss Newman here?”

‘You’re leaving puddles on the floor,” Doris observed, but softened the comment with a smile.  “And, yes, Michael, she’s in the children’s room.”

“Thanks,” Stevens said, leaving a trail of melting snow in his wake.  He entered the children’s side of the library and approached an adjoining room.  At the doorway, he spotted Linda Marie Newman, a woman in her early fifties, with short, curly dark brown hair, so dark it looked almost black, and when she turned at the sound of his galoshes slapping the marble-tiled floor, he  admired her youthful figure and her dazzling blue eyes. “Hi, Miss Newman,’ he said, suddenly remembering to behave in his best professional manner.

“Well, hello, Michael, how can I help you?”

“We’ve got a young woman, pretty bruised up, claims she ran away from her pimp and says if we take her to the hospital he’ll find her and kill her. She got picked up on a shoplifting charge, but the woman she’s staying with paid her fine. Captain Peterson said you might help her. I can drive you to the station if you’d like.”

“Oh my,” Linda Marie responded, disappointed that her plans for a quiet evening dimmed. She shrugged, gave Michael a beautiful smile since he was only the messenger and it wasn’t his fault her plans would change. “Thanks for your offer, Michael, but I’ll be over as soon as my driver comes for me.”

“Thanks, I’ll tell the captain.”

Linda Marie walked out of the room with him and at the librarian’s desk she borrowed Doris’ phone and dialed the unlisted phone number of the apartment in Queens that she shared with her best friend, Jenny Donnelly.  Jenny answered on the second ring. “Jen, is Hugo available to pick me up at the library?”

Jenny’s cheerful, melodic southern accent floated through the telephone line. “Yes, of course, but do you mind if he picks up a few things from the grocery on his way to get you?  Hilda says she needs some stuff for dinner tonight—which she has invited us to attend—and I already said we’d be there.”

“Who’s coming?”

“Are you ready for this? Yankel Martz is back in town and he’s coming with Romeo and Lottie Gomez. And, Martin’s coming, too.”

That news raised Linda Marie’s spirits.  She hadn’t seen Yankel, Romeo, or Romeo’s wife, Lottie, for almost a year. And, Jenny’s fiancé, Martin Shelby, was a delightful man who Linda Marie often thought of as the brother she never had. "Well, I will not miss dinner, but Will sent one of his officers over to ask that I come to the precinct house to check on a new girl, so after Hugo drives me there, I’ll be home.”

“Are we going to take her in? Should I call the Y and make sure they have a room?”

“I don’t know anything more than that someone beat her; I’ll have to let you know after I see her.”

“Okay. Let me send Hugo along. I heard on the radio that this blizzard is supposed to last until midnight.”
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Forty minutes later Hugo Kurtz arrived, driving Linda Marie’s and Jenny’s jointly owned black ‘36 Cadillac Fleetwood sedan.  Seeing the car pull to the curb, she bid a hasty good evening to Doris, dashed from the building to the car, and plopped unceremoniously in the passenger seat.

“Accidents all over the place,” Hugo said, easing back into traffic.

“Yes, one happened right in front of the library awhile ago. Did Jenny tell you we have to go to Will’s station?”

“Yep, that’s where I’m headed now if we don’t get ourselves into some kind of fender-bender with these stupid drivers.”

Under the sharp lighting in the Precinct house lobby melting snow sparkled like diamonds in Hugo’s thick white hair. He had an elegant silver mustache and a ruddy complexion, and at over six feet in height, he was a commanding figure, still maintaining the physical excellence he’d gained while working on the docks twenty years earlier.  The desk sergeant recognized him, said, “Lemme get the captain for you.  Everyone’s been tied up with the weather.”

Within a minute Captain Will Peterson came out of a side door. “Thanks for coming,” he said, shaking hands with Hugo and giving Linda Marie a quick hug.  

Will Peterson and Linda Marie shared a smile. When she and Jenny had been forced to leave the city, Linda Marie and Will had maintained a correspondence that had turned into a friendship. Within months after moving to Atlanta, Linda Marie wrote that living at such a slow pace in the south was making her crazy, and Will had understood her impatience, but he didn’t feel Linda Marie and Jenny could safely return to New York City until almost four years had passed. In the meantime, since the women had plenty of money to cover their expenses, Linda Marie earned her teaching degree, mastered written and spoken Spanish, and then taught English to immigrants from Mexico, Cuba, and Puerto Rico. While she did that, Jenny volunteered with the Atlanta humane society and spent much of her time assisting at the shelter or out on the streets, rescuing dogs, cats, and assorted reptiles.  She also assisted in the veterinary clinic and bemoaned the fact that women were not admitted to veterinary medicine colleges.  

Less than a year after arriving in Atlanta, the women began another project that alarmed Will, but over which he had no control and didn’t learn about until it was a fact.  Jenny and Linda Marie were rescuing victims of sex trafficking in the Atlanta area, identifying girls who had been forced into prostitution, making sure they finished high school, and either sending them back to their families—if that’s where they wanted to go—or helping them learn a trade so they could support themselves.  

Soon after the start of 1918, Will’s correspondence turned gloomy. He and Hugo had lost track of Freddy and conjectured that he might have joined the army or navy. Then, a few months later, he had to inform the women that his mother, Minnie Peterson, had passed away. It devastated Jenny that she was not able to attend Minnie’s funeral. 

The news improved when Will wrote to let Linda Marie and Jenny know of his marriage in 1921. In the following year, when he gave them the go-ahead to return to New York if they wished, he announced the birth of his first child, a boy. William Peterson, Jr. had just graduated from Boston University. 

So many years, Peterson mused as he led Linda Marie and Hugo into a beige-tiled interrogation room. On the far side of a metal table a young woman was hunched over in a chair with her arms crossed in front of her as if she was hugging herself to warm up.  Her shoulder-length blonde hair was damp from the snow and clung to her skull as it dried. She looked up at Linda Marie’s entrance, her brown eyes rounded in suspicion.  Beside her sat an attractive older woman with graying brown hair, intelligent blue eyes, and cheeks rosy without benefit of makeup.  

Will said, “Miss Beckhurst, this is Miss Newman and Mr. Kurtz. Miss Newman is here to help you, so, if you don’t mind, I’ve got other things to attend to.” To Linda Marie, he said, “The young lady is free to go, but let me know if there’s a problem.” With that, he left, closing the door behind him.

The two women stared at each other, probing their memories as to the other’s identity.  “You were Susannah, weren’t you?” the woman said at last, and hearing her distinctive sexy voice, Linda Marie laughed, came around the table to the woman and hugged her.  

“No, Melody, I was Candice, but that was another life.  My real name is Linda Marie Newman, and Susannah is Jenny Donnelly.”

“Well,” Melody said, “my name hasn’t been Melody for more years than I can remember, and as you can see, I have not aged as well as you have. My hips are shot so now I walk like a splay-footed ass.  My real name is Sharon Beckhurst.” 

Placing her arm around the young woman’s shoulders, she continued, “and this is Sammi Schuster.  She was picked up today for shoplifting, but thanks to the captain, I’ve paid her fine so she doesn’t have to go to court. Sammi’s been staying with me for almost a month now, trying to get off heroin.  Needless to say, it hasn’t been easy, but she’s determined to beat her addiction and get on with her life in a different profession.  The captain said you help girls like Sammi, is that true?”

“Yes, but we do so very quietly.  Rescues can be dangerous for everyone involved.” Linda Marie sat down on a chair across the table from the women.  “Sammi,” she said, “would you be willing to join two other young women in your same circumstances, who are now living at the Y? They are being helped to recover from their addiction and a tutor is helping them finish their high school classes.”

“I already finished high school.”

“Are you interested in going on to college?”

Sammi shook her head. “No, I’m really interested in what Sharon does.  She’s teaching me how to design and sew dresses like the wedding gowns she makes.  They are so beautiful and one dress costs a lot of money. I want to learn to do that, but right now my hands are so shaky I can't even hold a pencil very well.  I really want to stay with her if she’ll let
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