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Chapter 1
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Only three things in life are guaranteed: you’re born, you die, and somewhere in between, if you keep playing the odds, you’ll get lucky. What makes me such an expert? Nothing really. My name is Bam Matthews, I’m an FBI agent, and in forty-eight hours, give or take, I’ll either be damn lucky or stone-cold dead. Guaranteed.

It started a few weeks ago. I was working layup vehicle Bravo on the floating-box surveillance team following Gyro the Greek through the sewer they call North Philadelphia. No disrespect to North Philadelphia. The whole city’s a sewer as far as I’m concerned. That’s why I moved to Jersey. I’ve got my own private cesspool there.

Gyro was supposed to be meeting a Brooklyn mob lieutenant at the Hyatt down in Center City. That’s the place they used to call the Bellevue-Stratford before that outbreak of Legionnaires’ disease back in ’76 killed twenty-five old soldiers, guys who’d made it through a war, only to die from an enemy they couldn’t see. 

Anthony Garotto was the guy who ran that Brooklyn mob. It was one of the richest and most violent gangs in New York. The question I had was why would he send one of his lieutenants all the way down to Philadelphia to connect with a loser like Gyro? Gyro owned a couple of sandwich shops and pizza joints in Northeast Philly that fronted for a two-bit drug operation, small potatoes for a New York mob. The intel we had was that they were looking to expand in baby steps beyond the five boroughs into the Philly market. I wasn’t buying it, but I had no better ideas, and I had my orders. So, there we were on a tip from one of our best informants, parked in my 1978 Gremlin at the corner of Germantown Avenue and a war zone waiting for the target to make the intersection. He was heading down to Center City the smart way, through the slums, where any self-respecting FBI agent tailing him would stick out like a sore thumb. Not too shabby for a guy who spiced his pizza with pepperoni and smack. 

“This car is a piece of shit,” said my partner, Billy Driscoll.

Billy was a lot younger than me, but then most agents were. I should have retired years ago, but other than my job all I’ve got is a dog who can beat me at checkers, an old farmhouse in Jersey with a sixteen penny nail I drove into the kitchen wall to hang my piece at night, and this Gremlin that I’ve kept running for thirty-six years.

“It’s a ’78,” I said, blowing a smoke ring out the window. “That’s the last year they made them. That makes it a classic.”

“That makes it a piece of shit. And do you have to smoke?”

“Yeah, I do. It’s part of our cover.”

“And what’s with the Hawaiian shirt? We aren’t Five-0.”

“It’s my favorite shirt.”

I loved that shirt. It was my one-and-only drinking shirt. It was also the only shirt I owned loose enough to wear my vest underneath.

“Why don’t you just tape a COP sign to the door?” Billy said. “Two white guys sitting in a piece-of-shit car in a black neighborhood in the middle of the day? We stick out like a sore thumb. Look at that guy staring at us across the street. He fucking knows.”

“Nice mouth.”

I stuck my head out the window, whistled, and gave the guy the finger. He shook his head and walked away.

“What the hell, Brian? You’re going to blow the whole deal,” Billy said.

“Look, Junior. First off, how many times do I have to tell you? Don’t call me Brian. Nobody still alive calls me that. You can call me Detective Matthews, or just Matthews, or Bam. You can even call me Grandpa if you want, but if you call me that again, I’ll ram my fist down your throat and pull out your heart. You got that?”

“Yeah, sure,” Billy nodded.

You’ve got to put these kids in their place. They need to know their boundaries. At least that’s what my ex-wife always said. It didn’t work with our kids. I haven’t seen or heard from either of them in years.

“And second,” I said, “two white guys in a black neighborhood sitting in a car parked in front of a liquor store in broad daylight, looking like a couple of pimps short on cash. What’s that look like to you?”

“Holdup?”

“Bingo. We’re the white trash from two blocks over come to rob that old black dude there in his liquor store.”

“Pretty smart, I guess,” he admitted.

“You guessed right.”

The call came in on tac 3 as Gyro’s white Caddy ran the red light and disappeared down the side street.

Alpha’s got him. Move the box to station four.

“Where’s four?” I said, pulling out into traffic and pissing off some inconsiderate driver who didn’t want to let me in. “The sheet’s in the glove compartment.”

Billy swiped his finger across his smart phone. “Sixth and Girard. Looks like we’ve got the east side on Girard.”

“You’ve got the grid in your phone?”

“I keyed it in at the briefing this morning.”

“Is that right?”

“It’s a surveillance app I wrote. I submitted it for approval a month ago. I could get a commendation or a grade increase out of it. I call it Grid-Lock. It works for both floating and stationary box setups. Cool, huh?”

I laid on the horn when the SUV in front of us slowed down for a yellow light.

“I can load it on your phone and show you how to use it later,” Billy said.

“The sheet’s in the glove compartment. Double-check it.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so, kid.”

Billy checked the sheet. “Sixth and Girard. We’re east side on Girard. Like I said, Grandpa.” 

I jerked left around the SUV into oncoming traffic, forcing the lady coming right at us to hit the brakes. I swerved around her back into my own lane and gunned it, making the next light with the street to myself.

“Want me to drive?” Billy said.

“No, I don’t want you to drive.”

“You’re sure you’re okay? You’re not having a stroke or anything are you, old man?”

“Smart ass.”

I gave up on Germantown Avenue, cut across to sixth, and slowed down.

“What are you doing?” said Billy. “The mark’s coming down sixth.”

“I want a good look at him.”

“You’ll blow our cover. We’ll have to pull out of the box.” Billy reached for the mike. 

I grabbed it out of his hand. “Don’t do that.”

The Caddy ran another light and caught up with us a block north of Girard with no way to get around. I slowed down and adjusted the rearview mirror, got a good look, then tilted it toward Billy.

“What do you see, Junior?”

“A scumbag who just made us.”

“Look at his eyes. Look at him rubbing his hand on his shirt.”

“He’s nervous. So what?”

“He’s not nervous. He’s afraid,” I said.

“I would be, too, if I was in his shoes.”

“That’s not the look of a guy on his way to make the biggest deal of his life.”

“Then, what are you saying it is?”

“I’m not saying it’s anything. I’m just telling you what it’s not.”

We made the light at Girard and turned left. Gyro the Greek went right.

The radio squawked. 

Charlie’s got him. Move the box to station five.

I handed the mike to Billy. “He’s headed over to Broad. It’s a straight shot from there. They don’t need us anymore. Call it in. Tell them we think he might have made us. Let them know we’re heading for the Hyatt. We’ll take the lounge. It’s just off the lobby.”

Billy didn’t like it, but I didn’t care. I needed a drink. 

We made good time and found seats at the bar in a little place called Flanagan’s tucked away in a corner of the lobby near the elevators. I was just downing the last of my scotch when Gyro appeared at the entrance and surveyed the room. I had already done that. His buddy from New York wasn’t there. He put down a boxy-looking case he was carrying, took the end seat, and ordered a double. His hand shook like a leaf as he slugged down his courage and walked out.

“What do you think is in the case?” Billy asked.

“I don’t know, maybe he brought a pizza.”

“Do we follow him?” 

“We’ve got the bar, remember?”

“Where do you think it’s going down?”

“Not here. He just came in to steady his nerves, unless you think that little performance was a celebration of his big deal.”

“I’m going to take a look around the lobby,” Billy said, making a move to get up.

I clamped a hand over his arm. “Sit down, Junior.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

“There’s nothing going on here.”

“This is our post.”

“It’s a fucking bar.”

“First off, it’s not a fucking bar. It’s one of the classiest dives in Philly. And second, let me ask you something. How many bad guys have you killed in the line of duty?”

“None.”

“How many firefights have you been in?”

“None. You know that.”

“Six months out of Quantico and you’re just itching to pull that trigger, aren’t you? You’re like Billy the Kid with a badge.”

“I just want to take a look.”

“I’m going to tell you a little story, Junior.”

Billy yanked his arm free and got up. “Tell it to the bartender, Grandpa, and have another drink while you’re at it. I’ll be right back.”

I let him go. I probably shouldn’t have, but I did. The kid had good instincts and a good heart, but that was about it. I ordered another scotch.

“You guys here on business?” the bartender asked.

“Isn’t everybody?”

“FBI, right?”

“What makes you say that?”

“Your vest is showing.” He pointed to my top button lying on the bar. 

I picked it up and put it in my pocket. “I left my sewing kit at home. Got a safety pin?”

“As a matter of fact, I do.” The bartender slid a coffee cup full of pins and sewing needles my way.

I picked out a good one and slid the cup back. “Thanks. You just earned your lifesaving badge, Boy Scout. Name’s Bam.”

“Rico,” he said, shaking my hand. “I used to be one of Philly’s finest. Retired now. You’d be surprised what people come in here asking for when the hotel’s convenience store is closed.”

“Shouldn’t you be sitting on a beach somewhere?”

“I like to drink, and I can’t afford it. So, I water down your booze and skim what I want off the top.”

I laughed. “You didn’t happen to notice anybody come in here earlier from out of town, did you?”

“Everybody that comes in here is from out of town.”

“I’m not talking about everybody. I’m talking about maybe three or four guys, probably in suits, white, clean cut, packing heat, and if you looked at them, you’d know right off the bat which one was the guy the others were protecting.”

“Yeah, they were in here about an hour ago. Four of them. The head guy had a drink and they left.”

“Are they staying at the hotel?”

“They didn’t say and I didn’t ask.”

“What did they say?”

“Their boss said he was hungry.”

I asked Rico to describe them to me and he did. 

“Who monitors the security cameras?” I said, nodding toward the one mounted on the ceiling in the corner.

“Nobody, but they’re recording everything. All the common areas are covered. You want me to make the call?”

“Thanks.” I got up and left a twenty on the bar. 

“The office is in the lobby behind the information desk,” he said. “I’ll let Cynthia know you’re on your way.”

I left the lounge and walked across the lobby toward the elevators. Nice place. I’d been there a long time ago, but I didn’t remember it looking that nice before. Somewhere along the line, they’d restored it and turned the first eleven floors into offices, leaving hotel rooms on floors twelve through eighteen. On the nineteenth floor there was a fancy restaurant and the main hotel check-in. I went over to the information desk and flashed my badge to the woman hanging up the phone.

“Hello, Cynthia. I’m the guy Rico just called you about,” I said.

She nodded. “Right this way.”

She led me into a back office where a bank of screens lined one of the walls above a desk, and motioned for me to sit at the computer. 

“This is the main menu for all our cameras,” she said. “I’ve haven’t used it since they went over it in training. Do you want me to get the manager on duty? She knows more about it than I do.”

“No, I’m good. Does this thing have a printer?”

“Yes,” she said, and showed me where to click to freeze the frame and where to click to print. She told me she had to get back to the desk, so I let her go. 

I clicked on the icon for the lounge. There were three cameras listed, so I picked the one hidden among the bottles behind the bar. The live feed came up on the screen in front of me. Rico was talking to a nice-looking lady in a red dress, a real businesswoman. I clicked on the clock next to the bar icon and set it back two hours. The screen changed. Rico was washing glasses. The place was empty. I fast-forwarded until the guys he’d described to me arrived. The head guy was a tree trunk, a walking jewelry store who wore a thick gold chain around his neck with a good luck cornetto dangling on his hairy chest. He ordered a glass of red wine, took one sip, and they left. 

I froze the screen on a good headshot, printed out a few copies, and went looking for Billy. He was near the front doors with a couple other agents. One of them was Assistant Special Agent in Charge, Ralph Fink, the guy running the op. We had five assistants at our field office. In the chain of command, they were second only to Special Agent in Charge, Charles Evers. 

“We need to seal off the hotel and move in,” I said. “Now.”

“Why?” said Fink. “The meeting hasn’t gone down yet.”

“I’ve got a bad feeling about this.” 

“Gyro checked in at the front desk on nineteen and took the elevator down to twelve. He’s in room 1205. I’ve got men across the street with a laser microphone and camera aimed at his window. I’ve got a warrant to record everything. I’ve got men at every exit. Everything’s going according to plan, Matthews. I’m not going to let you blow this op because you’ve got a bad feeling.” 

“Check your surveillance.”

Fink scowled and brought the radio up to his ugly mug. “This is team leader. Eyes and Ears, what’s your status?”

All’s quiet here. We’ve got some movement in the room. The curtains are closed and the TV’s on. Sounds like a porno channel. I think he’s whacking off.

“Satisfied?” said Fink.

“Garotto’s wiseguy got here an hour ago.”

“How the hell would you know that? We don’t even know who he is.”

I handed them the photos of Tree Trunk and his goons. “Take a good look. This isn’t a meeting. It’s a hit.”

Fink directed his anger at me into his radio, “Send in the maid. Now.”

“You’re too late,” I said.

“Then, what’s the movement in the room?” asked Billy.

“Remember that funny-looking case Gyro had?”

“Yeah?”

“It probably had his dog in it.”

Fink got back on the radio. “Units three and four move into position. I want you ready when the maid goes in.”

“You can change the sheets on Gyro’s bed, Ralph. I’m sure he’d appreciate it, but I think he’s already checked out.”

Fink was a jackass, but he meant well.

“Floors two through eleven are offices,” I continued. “If you don’t find him dead in the room, I’m betting he walked down one floor to eleven for the meet. His body will be in one of the empty ones.”

Fink sent one of the other men to the information desk to find out which offices in the building were vacant. He left Billy to watch the lobby and got on the elevator. 

I waited until the doors closed and pressed the UP button.

“Where are you going?” Billy asked.

“In case you hadn’t noticed, Fink didn’t assign me anywhere.”

“Why don’t you hang down here with me?”

“I’m hungry,” I said.

I got on the next elevator and took it up to nineteen. There was a swanky restaurant up there called XIX. That’s nineteen in Roman numerals. Nice place, windows all around with a view of the city, except in one corner where there was bar, a mirrored wall, and a few cozy booths. It was the kind of spot where nobody could sneak up behind you. That’s where I found Tree Trunk and his three buddies. I sat down at the table next to them and looked through the menu.

“You guys order yet?” I asked. I had their undivided attention. “I was just wondering what’s good here.”

“The Crab Cake Benedict,” said Tree Trunk. “It’s got a nice dill hollandaise.”

His buddies laughed. Nothing like a wiseguy with his own audience. I wondered if he’d said something funny to Gyro before sending him off to the great unknown.

“Nice, like to die for?” I asked.

“Yeah, to die for.” 

They laughed again.

“Nice enough to come all the way down from Brooklyn for?” I put the menu down and met his stare.

“Who wants to know?” he said.

I was pretty sure he wasn’t going to whack me right there before enjoying the Crab Cake Benedict he had driven all the way from New York for, but the way his goons shifted in their seats made me think they were readjusting themselves to make it easier to draw on me without spilling their water glasses. I figured it was as good a time as any to flip my badge.

“Matthews,” I said. “FBI.”

In my experience, when a scared animal knows it’s trapped, it starts scrambling for the exits. Tree Trunk didn’t flinch.

“Does Mr. Garotto know you’re here?” I said.

His lip curled a little. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Didn’t your mother ever tell you that lying is a sin? You could go to hell for that.”

“After you, cop. What do you want?” Tree Trunk said.

“I just want to know what you’re doing in town.”

“None of your business.”

“That bulge in your jacket makes it my business.”

“I got a permit.”

“Mind showing it to me?”

He took it out of his wallet and handed it over. 

“Carmine DiPasquale,” I read. “Visiting relatives, Carmine?”

“We’re in town for a show.”

“I guess you don’t get down here much.”

“Whatever,” he shrugged.

“I’m only saying that because otherwise you’d know that there’s no firearms reciprocity agreement between New York and Pennsylvania. This piece of paper doesn’t mean shit down here.”

It’s not hard to spot a perp’s uneasiness after you’ve seen it so many times. There’s a slight shift in facial expression, the voice changes a little, and the hands, always watch the hands. I didn’t see any of that in Carmine. He was a stone-cold killer.

“You’re making a big mistake,” he said.

I could tell by the way he bent the silver-plated spoon in half that he was serious. 

“It isn’t my first,” I said, “and it won’t be my last.” I pulled my service revolver from my back holster. “Hands on the table gentlemen. You’re under arrest.”

Tree Trunk was unimpressed by my .38, but Smith and Wesson weren’t my only backup. Billy and two other agents converged on the restaurant in response to the silent alarm I’d activated on my smart phone. God bless the United States of Technology.

“Read them their rights and take them away, Junior,” I said. “For starters, we’ve got carrying a concealed weapon without a valid permit.”

Billy ran through the Miranda litany while the other agents cuffed my four lunch companions. The waiter arrived with the food, and the XIX maître d' came over. I apologized for the excitement, and told him I’d take Tree Trunk’s Crab Cake Benedict and pay for the others. Carmine was right. The sauce was to die for. 

An hour later when I got down to the lobby, they were carting Gyro’s body away on a gurney. Billy was hitting on Cynthia at the information desk. It wasn’t hard to see why. He had Gyro’s case. I pulled him away, so we could speak privately.

“Did you get her number?”

“I gave her my card. She said she’d text me.”

“What’s in the case? A dog?” I asked.

“Cat,” he said, holding it up so I could see into the one open side.

A scruffy-looking calico looked back at me and meowed.

“Shouldn’t the evidence guys have this?”

“They dusted it for prints and released it. They don’t want the cat.”

“Where’d they find the body?”

“1105, just like you said, one floor down. Want to take a look around? The Philly cops are still up there.”

“Not really. Preliminary cause of death?”

“Heroin overdose.”

“No shots fired?”

“No. Just a bunch of drug paraphernalia.”

“No sign of a struggle?”

“Nope. Just this.” Billy showed me the photo of the body that he’d taken on his cell phone. Gyro was lying on the floor with a flower on his chest and a needle in his arm.

“Nice touch. Did the CSI guys get this shot?”

“I guess, why?”

I held up the surveillance photo and pointed to the flower on Tree Trunk’s lapel. “Look familiar? It didn’t make it to lunch. Make sure they test the one on the stiff.”

Billy did a thumb dance on his phone.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m texting Fink to let him know.”

I nodded. “While you’re at it, tell him to check Gyro for a cell phone. Get his call records. I’m guessing there’s one from Carmine telling him to come downstairs.”

“Got it.”

“You ready to head back? I think I’m going to call it a day.”

“Naptime, Grandpa?”

“You can walk, if you want, Junior. Your call.”

We took the stairs to the second floor and headed for the sky bridge to the parking garage. 

“You’re in pretty good shape for an old guy,” Billy said.

“I try.”

“You shouldn’t drink so much, though.”

“I know.”

“Tell me something. How come Fink is higher up than you? You’ve got the seniority.”

“I drink too much.”

We stopped at the entrance to the glass-enclosed walkway that spanned Chancellor Street to watch a commotion ahead. Billy still had his FBI vest on. Somebody noticed and called out to him for help. We pushed through the crowd to where a man was passed out on the floor. They were giving him plenty of room. He was as red as a beet, and there was blood on his face and sleeve. Billy knelt down to check him out.

“Did someone call 9-1-1 or were you too busy taking selfies?” I said. 

“I called them,” said a few people.

Every once in a while something like that happens to reassure me that not everyone is a jerk like me. It’s the kind of thing that gives me faith in the human race. 

The guy on the ground was dressed in a pretty nice suit, except for the blood smears. He opened his eyes and started flailing around when Billy touched him.

“Take it easy, sir,” Billy said. “Help’s on the way.”

Billy loosened the guy’s tie and collar and opened his jacket. The poor bastard coughed up blood all over the kid. 

“I don’t think he’s been shot or stabbed,” Billy said, accepting the offer of my handkerchief to wipe it off. 

“Keep it,” I said, when he tried to give it back. “Did anybody see what happened?” I asked the crowd.

Of course, everyone answered at once. That’s just how it goes, but it sounded like the guy just keeled over on his way from the garage. I started taking down names and phone numbers, and letting people go. God forbid they miss their hair appointments or workout dates.

The ambulance pulled into the garage below us and in a few minutes, EMTs and paramedics were on the scene. We identified ourselves. Billy gave one of them his card. A cop showed up just after that. When we asked if he needed us, he said no, so we left. 

I dropped Billy at the office. He didn’t want the cat. I didn’t want the cat either, but I took him anyway. I brought him home, gave him some milk, introduced him to my dog, Shep, hung my piece on the nail in the kitchen, and lay down for a nap.
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When the phone started ringing, Shep barked and woke me up. He was parked by the front door in his favorite spot. I was stretched out on the sofa in the living room. The cat was wrapped around my neck like a wool scarf. I picked up the purring little sack of fuzz and set him on the floor. He jumped back up in my lap when I sat up to answer the phone.

“Matthews,” I said.

“It’s me, Bam.”

“Billy? What’s up?”

“I’m in the hospital, the fucking hospital.”

I stood up, dumping the cat on the floor. “What happened?”

“They’ve got me in isolation, Bam. The guy at the hotel died. They think he had Ebola.”

“What?”

“Ebola, Bam. Everyone on the ambulance crew is quarantined, everyone who treated him in the ER, and me because I came in direct contact with his damn blood. I’m going to fucking die because I helped a guy with Ebola.”

Two words. Two little words: “Keep it.” That’s what I’d said to Billy because I didn’t want my bloodied handkerchief back. I would have just thrown it away anyway. 

“Jesus. Are they sure?” I said.

“No. They have to run tests, but he had it. I know he did.”

“Where are you?”

“They took me to Cooper Hospital. The EMTs and docs got all the good spots at Jefferson in Philly. I’m going to die in fucking Camden, New Jersey, Bam.”

“Shit,” I said, looking out the window at my friendly neighborhood groundhog poking his head out of a tunnel he’d dug under the hedgerow in the side yard. He and I had been having a disagreement of late over property rights. 

“Even if you’ve got it,” I said, “there’s a good chance you’ll pull through.”

“The doc said the odds are maybe fifty-fifty since I’ll get the best treatment available. Fifty-fucking-fifty, Bam. I’m going die.”

“Sit tight, kid. I’m on my way.”

I hung up the phone, undressed right there in the living room and put everything I’d worn that morning including my favorite Hawaiian shirt into a trash bag that I tossed into the front yard. I found the pump bottle of hand sanitizer that I kept in the downstairs washroom for the guests I never had and washed my hands, my forearms, and my face. I collected every liquor bottle in the house except my scotch and took them to the upstairs bathroom where I filled a bucket with the booze, stood nude in the tub, and poured it over my head. Shep thought I was crazy. I followed that with a shower chaser, a clean set of clothes, and a stiff drink. No, I wasn’t paranoid, not much.

Feeling a little better about my chances, I hunted down my garden gloves and dragged the sofa out the front door into the yard, added the trash bag and gloves to the pile, doused it with gasoline and set it on fire. So much for naps. The last step was a Clorox rubdown of the inside of the Gremlin that turned the cloth upholstery a camouflage green. Classic touch for a classic car.

I was washing the outside of the car when a fire truck came up the driveway. The house sits about five hundred feet back from the road on thirteen acres, a lot of it wooded now since the only thing I plant there is myself. It’s pretty secluded actually, but I guess the neighbors saw the smoke and were worried. I recognized the guy who got out of the truck with half his turnout gear on. He was a volunteer, like everyone else on the town’s squad. Nice guy. He worked in the feed store up in town. He and I shot together once in a while at the local range.

“Hey, Frank,” I said. “How’s it going?”

“Bam,” he nodded, looking at my smoldering sofa. “I hear they’ve got laws in this county about open burning.”

“I heard that too,” I said.

“Isn’t that your sofa?”

“Was. I had a bug problem.”

“I guess that’s one way to get rid of them.”

“Are you going to the range tomorrow?” I asked.

“Not sure. The wife wants to go down the shore.”

“Well, maybe next weekend. Listen, I’ve got to get going. There’s a guy I have to see in Camden.”

“About a new sofa?”

“Something like that.”

Frank looked up at the sky. “Looks like rain. I guess I’d better let Mr. Perkins know everything’s under control here. He was worried about his hay field.”

“Tell him thanks for calling it in, and thanks for stopping by, Frank. I appreciate everything you guys do.”

“Yeah, take care, Bam.”

I waited in the Gremlin while Frank got the fire truck turned around, and followed him down the driveway to the main road. He headed back to the station in town, and I turned right toward the entrance to the highway. The car smelled like a swimming pool even with the windows open, but once I got onto the four-lane, I cranked it up and turned the Gremlin into a wind tunnel. 

My cell rang when I was about halfway to the hospital. It was the office. I let it go to voicemail. I have a hands-free hookup, but I’m not a fan of distracted driving, especially when it’s me. When I got to the Camden exit, they called again. This time, I pulled off to the side of the ramp and answered it.

“Matthews.”

“Where are you?” said Fink.

“Camden. On my way to see Billy. What’s up?”

“Are you coming back to the office?”

“I don’t know. Should I?”

“That depends. Do you want to hear what Carmine has to say? His lawyer is due at three.”

“I’ll be there.”

I hung
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