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Ira Sarde who first taught me the
game

making this book possible; he

continues to watch them run from
above


Chapter 1

Eighteen years old. Eighteen frisky
years old. Million dollar yearling at the Keeneland Sales grows up
to be a Triple Crown winner and two-time Horse of the Year before
being retired to stud at the age of five. Syndicated for
seventy-five million dollars, he goes on to produce over thirty
stakes winners including two Kentucky Derby champions. Top stud
stallion commanding top dollar in the world six years running. All
of it don’t mean shit when he’s found dead in his stall the morning
he’s due to service the top mare from Ireland.

~ * ~

“Harry, Ms. Timmons here.
Mister Trundle needs your help.”

“Ms. Timmons, you can tell
him I’ll be standing at his door before he knows it.”

Maybe I should jump back a few
steps and let you in on what’s going on here. My name is Harry,
because I’m told an aunt promised to lay some bread on me if my mom
named me Harold. I don’t believe it one little bit because I didn’t
see a single dime and, to my knowledge, neither did my
moms.

Oh yeah, it’s Harry, or should I
say Harold Mickey Shorts, which wasn’t my given name when I was
ushered into this wonderful world of ours. My original name didn’t
cut it in my eyes and the Mick, Mr. Mantle, is my all-time favorite
ballplayer courtesy of my dad. Plus, my original last name was way
too long. Wearing tee shirts and shorts is how God intended us to
dress, so that’s how I came up with my new and improved name,
“Shorts”, which just happens to be a great conversation topic for
the ladies.

By trade, I guess you would call
me a private investigator, but not your ordinary, run-of-the-mill,
every day private dick. Kizmet Incorporated is what my card would
say if I had one. Mr. M. Randal Trundle, CEO of a major New York
conglomerate, entrusted me with a very personal problem a short
while ago and I am now indebted to him forever. When he asks for
help, you best jump back because I’m coming through to do anything
in my power to mend what needs mending.

And so the story begins…


Chapter 2

I hang my hat in Manhasset, New
York, which is a little burg on the North Shore of Long Island.
I’ve been there a few years—second time around. I returned
specifically to be close to my kids and, by necessity, my ex-wife.
Things couldn’t be better with the kids, Max and Briande, who are
rediscovering their previously wandering father. Sherry, my ex,
isn’t constantly telling me to self-perform an act that normally
requires two individuals to consummate, so I guess things are
looking on the bright side there, too. Not to worry, I’m sure very
soon she’ll find some reason to remember what I did to her and the
kids and revert to hating me again. Happens all the
time.

My most recent professional
engagement ended about a month ago and I’ve been taking it easy
since then. You could say I was worn down a bit and needed the rest
after having experienced the following: helping an old friend and
his son get right with the world, corralling some scumbuckets who
thought they could play with the big boys—to no avail, and a
mother/daughter combo that wore out one particular piece of my
anatomy much more than the rest of me.

Ms. Timmons, or Wendy to some, but
not currently to me, is the personal assistant to Mr. M. Randal
Trundle. She’s a foxy package I might add, who continues to elude
this private investigator in spite of his best efforts. She is as
good as they come in all ways imaginable; just a matter of
time…just a matter of time. I know, cuz I’m Harry Mickey Shorts,
and almost hardly never wrong.

~ * ~

“Ms. Timmons, it’s Harry. I’m
downstairs and on my way up right now.”

“Mister Trundle is most anxious to
see you, Harry,” she replied.

“And you, Ms. Timmons?” I
inquired.

Dead air provided my answer.


Chapter 3

The executive offices of Trundle’s
midtown New York corporate headquarters never cease to amaze me.
The expenditure of heavy duty greenbacks to outfit the place was
evident, but in subtle and understated tones. You couldn’t point to
anything in particular; it was just all around you. Well, maybe the
original Renoir behind the receptionist’s work station did make a
small statement. A Renoirish kind of statement you get used to
after a while. Yeah, right. My ass.

“Harry, come this way. Mister
Trundle is waiting for you,” Ms. Timmons said as I sat admiring the
beauty of a receptionist sitting below the Renoir.

“Always a pleasure to see all of
you, Ms. Timmons,” I tried.

A shake of her pretty head and an,
“As I you, Harry,” in reply.

She walked, I followed, thoroughly
enjoying the following.

~ * ~

Randle was on the phone with his
back to me when I entered his office. He gestured me to a chair
with a wave of his hand. Trundle’s office appeared slightly
different from the last time I was there. I couldn’t put my finger
on it immediately, but something was different. It would come to
me.

He hung up the phone and sighed.

“Harry, it’s good to see you
again. Sorry to have to bring you down here and drag you away from
the kids.”

“Not a problem at all, Randle. I
am at your service at all times and nothing could make me happier
than to see you and to help you in some way,” I said.

“Sit, Harry, sit. A cool one
perhaps?”

“Why don’t you tell me what’s
wrong and how I can help? Then we can think about a few cool ones
to wash away the taste if we need to,” I replied.

“Well enough, Harry. I’m not sure
where to begin, or if there really is something to talk about. I
hope it is just a terrible tragedy and only a case of my
imagination running wild. Such a waste of life, and joy, and a
pleasure to so many. And I can see from your eyes you are telling
me to spill it, aren’t you, Harry? Okay, I will.”

“In your own time, in your own
way, Mister Trundle.”

“Sure, Harry. Let’s go out on the
balcony and enjoy the view while we talk.”

We did just that.


Chapter 4

Best damn view in the whole city.
Central Park is one hell of a beauty from up on high.

“So,” I said.

“So,” he replied. “Brian Boru. You
may recognize the name, Harry,” he started.

“The race horse that just died?”
Harry asked.

“Not just a race horse, Harry. He
was a champion among champions and perhaps the greatest sire of all
time. If he wasn’t there yet, he was approaching that status quite
quickly.”

He stopped for a second and sighed
a long sigh. M. Randle Trundle didn’t sigh!

“I didn’t know you were into horse
racing, Mister Trundle,” Harry said.

“Have been for a long time, Harry.
My brother Danny is the real horse person in the family. He’s the
one who introduced me to the sport. He’s a substantial stockholder
in the corporation—I mean stable. I have a minor stake, but large
enough to keep my attention from a financial
perspective.

“That horse was a sheer joy to
watch run. And win. And win he did. He won on all tracks, at all
distances, with weights that should have buried him. Nothing, or no
other horse mattered; he was just too good for the rest of the
animals he ran against. ‘Poetry in motion’ is what I used to say
when I watched him run. We, my partners and I, we bought him as a
yearling. We enjoyed tremendous success and garnered great joy from
being part of his career and his life.”

Randle was quiet for a good
minute.

“And now?” I prompted.

“Now, Harry? Now he isn’t,” he
said.

Not knowing what else to say, I
said, “Isn’t what, Mister Trundle?”

“Isn’t there to admire and enjoy.
Isn’t there to run in the fields and take apples from my hand.
Isn’t there to lick sugar cubes from my palm and make me smile just
watching him fly through the grass as if his hooves weren’t
touching the ground. Isn’t there to smile—yes, smile, Harry. Crazy,
but I swear he smiled just to show you how happy he was, and to say
thanks.”

Another long sigh.

“All that being said, Harry, he
also isn’t there to stand at stud and make Board Room Farms
boatloads of money as the number one stud stallion in the world. My
brother Danny and the rest of the partners are distraught at the
loss of Brian Boru and resigned to the loss of future equity. To
me, that’s money out of my pocket, Harry. Someone took money out of
my pocket and I want it. I want it now and I want what BB would
have brought in the future.”

“Insurance?” I asked. “You and
your partners must have had insurance on his life and his, ah, what
you call, ah…”

“Standing at stud, Harry. It’s
called standing at stud. Mares come from around the world to his
palatial barn and he would, as you would say, Harry, he would bang
away all day. Then he would eat, shit, and run around the farm like
he owned it. And Harry, he did. He made Board Room Farms the number
one horse farm in the industry,” he said.

“And the insurance, Mister
Trundle?” I repeated.

“Yes, there was insurance, Harry.
An animal mortality policy to cover his life and a policy to cover
his stud fee potential. But, Harry, we bought a unique policy from
Equine something or other, an outfit in Kentucky that’s part of a
Bermuda company. Diminishing return policy based on a complicated
formula using age as the critical factor. At this point the policy
will pay only a fraction of what his potential earnings could have
been over the rest of his stud career.”

“Excuse me, Mister Trundle,
Randle. But horses die all the time. What is it that has you so
upset?” I asked.

Trundle thought for a long minute.

“He didn’t die, Harry. Brian Boru
was killed.”

“Killed?” Harry uttered. “You
shitting me?”

“I shit you not, Harry,” Trundle
replied. “I shit you not.”


Chapter 5

Cold bottle of Sierra Nevada Pale
Ale firmly in hand, I, Harry Mickey Shorts, private investigator
extraordinaire, asked the inevitable question.

“Killed?”

“That’s right, Harry,” Trundle
replied.

“As far as I can remember from
what I read, the horse died in his sleep. There was no mention of
any suspicion of foul play in what I read. Surprise maybe, but
natural causes was what was reported in the papers,” I
stated.

“Correct, Harry,” he replied. “And
I have no proof that something other than natural causes ended
Brian Boru’s life. I just have a feeling, Harry. No, it’s more than
a feeling. It’s like the Schooners, Harry. I was right about them
and I know something happened to end that horse’s life; I want to
know what it was. Who it was. Why it was. How it was. Once again,
my life has been fucked with and I don’t like it when my life is
fucked with, Harry.”

Two simultaneous sips of cool
refreshment stopped the conversation momentarily.

“What can I do?” Harry
asked.

“Find out what happened, Harry.
Find out if there was anything other than natural causes involved
in BB’s death. I know you’re not an expert in the game of
thoroughbred racing, Harry, but I know you’ve been around the track
once or twice in your life. Do what you do, Harry. I don’t care
what it takes or how long it takes. Just find out so I can rest
assured the horse lived as long as God intended and something…or
someone else wasn’t involved. And, Harry, if something or someone
else was involved, then prepare yourself for the shit storm of your
life.”

“You know you can count on me,
Mister Trundle. If it’s there, I’ll find it. And if I do, let the
shit storm begin.”


Chapter 6

Kizmet Incorporated lists as its
business mailing address a local real estate office on Plandome
Road in Manhasset. It sits right at the end of the street my garage
apartment happens to be on. And, lo and behold, it just happens to
be owned by my ex-brother-in-law or EBIL for short. Big Mel is what
I call him when I’m being nice, or need something. Every name in
the book and more is what I call him when he is being a major dick,
which happens more often than not.

Monday morning and time to find out if I had
scumbuckets to chase.

“Big Mel, how might you be on this
glorious Monday morning? You’re looking exceptionally grand this
morning,” I started.

Yeah, I needed
something.

“Shit on your glorious morning.
And shit on your grand bullshit, too. Why are you here and what do
you want?” he spat in my direction. “Can’t a man have any peace in
his own place of business?”

“Venom, Big Mel. Spewing venom
like that will cause us to drift apart and lose the treasured
relationship we now share. A warm and close
relationship…”

“Fuck venom, and fuck our
relationship,” he cut me off.

I couldn’t help but crack up and
he soon followed suit.

“Not hanging so good, my man?” I
asked.

“The monthly nut’s got my balls in
a vice and I can’t get this big closing to come off before next
week. I’m gonna have to max out my credit line at the bank again
this month and I’m catching more shit at home than three men should
have to endure in a lifetime.”

I frowned in sympathy as he shook his head in
disgust.

“Long as we’re having this
pleasant little chat,” I started, “can I pick your brain a
bit?”

“What could you possibly want
now?” he answered.

“Hear about the horse that just
died out in Missouri somewhere? Big stud horse they said in the
papers.”

“Yeah, I saw it,” he
replied.

“I know you don’t partake in the
Sport of Kings, but don’t you have a bud in town that’s known to
frequent the racing circles on a regular basis?”

“Why?” is all he said.

“Why? I answered.

“Yeah, why?” he
repeated.

“Ah, cuz I could be working on
something for a friend that might involve the horses some,” I
said.

He just looked at me.

“What?” I said.

“Could be…a friend…might involve…”
he mimicked.

Saved by the bell again. The door
opened and Ms. Bunny Malone, faithful assistant to Big Mel, real
estate tycoon in the making, pranced in. And I do mean pranced. She
could stop traffic on the Long Island Expressway, in rush hour, on
a Friday night, with just a smile and a little twirl. Not related
to Einstein in any manner, but a face of sheer beauty, a body to
die for, and legs that just don’t quit.

“Harry, I missed you so the past
week,” she purred as she wisped a kiss across my cheek.

Johnson jumped to attention
immediately waiting for his cheek to be wisped.

“Missed you too, Bunny,” I managed
to get out. “How are your Mom and Dad?”

Down, Johnson, down.

“They’re good, Harry. It’s so nice
of you to ask,” she said as she headed back to her desk.

Four heads turned and followed her progress
back to her desk. Short skirt on long legs that moved in perfect
unison to her swaying ass.

Four heads you ask? Me, Mel and a
pair of straining Johnsons of course.

“Muller,” Mel said.

“Muller?” I repeated.

“Yeah, Muller. He’s the horse guy
you’re looking for. He’s usually across the street at the diner
having breakfast about this time.”

“How will I know him?” I
asked.

“Eggs, bacon, coffee and the
Racing Form. Can’t miss him,” he told me.

“You the man, Mel,” I
answered.

“Yeah, he agreed. The man you owe
the rent to.”

The EBIL never changes.

“See you later, Bunny,” I threw in
her direction.

“I’m counting on it, Harry,” she
replied with a smile that indicated I might be seeing a whole lot
of her later on.

Down, Johnson; get down,
boy.


Chapter 7

As I crossed the street to see if
Muller was still having breakfast at the Manhasset Diner, Big Mel
stayed in my mind. Royal pain in the balls as he can be, he still
watches over his little sister Sherry, my ex, and our two kids, Max
and Briande. Gotta love him for it and thank God he’s around to do
it.

Eggs, bacon, coffee and the Racing
form were all in the back booth with Muller. Or else, there were
two guys who fit the description and this one ain’t Muller. I’ll
take my chances.

“Muller?” I inquired as I slid
into the both.

“And you might be?” he asked over
the rim of his coffee cup.

“A guy looking for a guy named
Muller. Mel told me you might be here,” I answered.

No response as he looked down at
his eggs and Racing Form at the same time. He took his time
gathering a generous portion of the eggs on his fork using a piece
of toast as a backstop. He then ate the eggs and a piece of bacon
with a wash of coffee to go along with the food.

“Mel?” he finally
replied.

“Yeah, Mel. I’m his
brother-in-law, or ex-brother-in-law actually. You
Muller?”

“I know Mel. You, I don’t know.
Mel I almost like. You, I don’t know if I like. I’ll talk to Mel.
You, I’ll decide after I talk to Mel.”

With that he got up, dropped a
fiver on the table, and walked out of the diner. Not another
word.

Talkative kinda guy.

Me, I finished the toast he hadn’t
touched and the last piece of bacon. Washed it down with some water
and split from the diner myself.

I just love it when a plan starts
to come together, piece by piece, part by part. Pieces/parts is
what I call it. These pieces parts are just getting started. May
not look like it to you, but to a trained private detective like
me, they’re starting to come together. Slowly, but coming together.
Alright, very slowly, now leave me alone for cripes
sake.

Cripes? Kids taught me that one to
replace my normal un-god like remark. Helpful little bastards
aren’t they?


Chapter 8

Let’s recap…

Monday morning, late in the
morning in fact, and pieces parts of my newly forming plan to help
Trundle are starting to come together. Slowly, but it’s forming. I
rounded the corner off Plandome Road onto George Street to head up
to my place. Not really paying much attention to where I was going,
I was actually looking across the street over at EBIL’s office
trying to get another glimpse of Bunny.

WHAM! I walked right into a
living, breathing brick wall and landed flat on my
back—stunned.

“You should watch where you’re
going, laddie,” the wall said.

Too stunned to speak and seeing
three of everything, I heard a car door slam and the car drive off
lickety-split. When I finally got to my elbows, I fell right back
to the ground with another thump of my head against the concrete.
It was my second cranial brush with concrete in a short period of
time. Just in case you haven’t had the pleasure—concrete
hurts.

From somewhere behind me came a,
“You alright, buddy?”

If I was alright I wouldn’t be
lying on my back seeing stars in broad daylight.

Then the voice of reason rang out
loud and clear.

“What the hell are you doing?” Mel
boomed.

Voice number one was trying to
help me get somewhat upright. Mel watched while continuing to ask,
“What the hell are you doing, Harry?”

With much effort, I made it to my
feet, thanked voice number one, and started for my apartment. Half
way there I could still hear Mel asking, “Where the hell are you
going, Harry?”

~ * ~

When you wake up in the dark and
don’t know where you are, how you got there, or what time or day it
is—it definitely isn’t a good thing. That’s the shape I was in the
next time I saw the dark of day.

The wetness and slight pressure on
my forehead was an odd feeling. The pounding in my head coupled
with an overall body soreness was a bad feeling.

“What the fuck?” came quickly to
mind.

“Welcome back, Harry. You almost
scared the piss right out of me.”

“Who the…what the…where the…?” was
all I could get out.

“Harry, its Sandy, Sandy Taylor,
your neighbor,” was what I heard next and the last thought before I
faded to dark chartreuse again. P.I.’s don’t fade to black—too
ordinary.


Chapter 9

It was light again the next time
my eyes decided to take a peak. How long I had been out was
anyone’s guess, and, since I didn’t remember I was actually out, it
wasn’t one I could come up with. Luckily I had exquisite
assistance.

“Good to see you awake again,
Harry,” Sandy said.

“It’s always good to see you,
period,” I replied.

“You gave me a pretty good scare,
Harry. You’ve been out for fifteen hours and I still haven’t been
able to figure out what happened to you in the first place. You
just staggered up the driveway like you were three sheets to the
wind mumbling something about an Irish wall. Made no sense; then
you practically passed out in my arms. I got you up to your
apartment as fast as I could.”

“Couldn’t wait to jump my bones?”
I asked with total practiced sincerity.

“Harry, you never cease to amaze
me. Now, what the hell happened?” Sandy asked.

I started to raise myself on my
elbows and said, “Let me get up and…”

The effort didn’t last long. I
fell back flat on the bed and my head started this swirling
activity I’d experienced previously only after getting smacked real
hard upside the head. Getting upright wasn’t in the
cards.

“Take it slow, Harry. Let me
freshen up that washcloth and get some liquids in you. Don’t move,
I’ll be right back,” Sandy told me.

“Seems like I don’t have a lot of
choice in the matter,” I replied.

I lay still and waited for my
angel of mercy to return.

Sandy was a neighbor who happened
to enjoy the finer experiences in life that Harry Mickey Shorts was
so adept at providing. Being rather adept herself, it was a mutual
friendship that suited both parties quite well.

“Here, Harry, lay still and put
this washcloth back on your forehead. Mel was here and he wants you
to call him as soon as you are able. I think he’s worried about
you. We were all worried for a bit.”

“Thanks, Sandy,” I said. “You’re a
doll.”

“Drink some of this water so you
won’t get dehydrated, Harry,” Sandy said. “I’ll get you something
to eat when you can sit up for more than five seconds at a
time.”

“I’d much rather be laying down
when I’m in bed with you,” I replied.

“Oh, you,” Sandy said as she got
up to leave the room. “I’ll be back later, Harry. Get some rest and
we can discuss the combination of laying and bed when you are
feeling better.”

“Maybe I will,” I told her. “And
I’ll be dreaming about more than discussing that combination,” I
smirked.

A smile and Sandy was gone.


Chapter 10

Harry woke the following morning
with the sun shining directly in his eyes. Eyes that produced a
mediocre pain in his head when they opened. The distant memory of
his neighbor tending to his wounds brought a smile to his face, but
only briefly. What happened to him crept into his consciousness,
wiping away his smile. It was obviously a matter for deep
concern.

Who the hell was that guy that
nailed my ass to the concrete? And what the hell for? Was it an
accident? Was he waiting for me, or was it just a chance meeting of
brick wall and falling P.I.?

So many questions—so few
answers.

Since raising himself to his
elbows didn’t cause an immediate retreat to horizontal land,
Harry’s attempt to sit up was met with moderate success. After
giving himself several minutes to get used to that level of upness,
he swung his feet over the side of the bed and headed to the
bathroom for a quick piss and a very, very long hot
shower.

~ * ~

It was two o’clock that afternoon
when Harry entered the premises of one Big Mel, real estate tycoon
wannabe.

“Phone broken, asshole?” Mel
inquired.

“A bit better, but not tip-top as
of yet,” Harry answered. “But thanks for asking,” he threw at
Mel.

“You look like a walking dog
turd,” he said. “You see Muller? And by the way, you better call
your ex-wife immediately. She heard and for some reason is worried
about you. The kids are still away so you’re cool
there.”

“I’ll call her, just not yet. I
saw Muller yesterday morning I think it was, then the world caved
in and I seem to have missed a day. Kinda strange dude, Muller.
Need to get together with him again sometime in the near future if
I can.

“You have any clue what happened
to me?” Harry asked.

“Why are you asking me?” Mel
replied. “I come out of my office and find your ass laid out on the
corner. Some guy was trying to help you and I saw a car screaming
around the corner as I headed on over to see what was
up.”

“Sorry, just thought you might
have seen something from the window.”

“Nada. I only saw the commotion
and felt like being nosy,” he finished.

The phone rang and Mel answered
it, listened for a minute, then said, “Yeah, he’s right
here.”

Harry took the phone, pressed it
to his ear gingerly, and then said, “Yeah.”

A minute later Harry was headed
out the door with a “Later” left for Mel to deal with. A firm
scolding from Sandy for leaving without telling her where he was
going prompted his hasty retreat to his apartment. That and the
promise of a bacon and cheese sandwich waiting for him there. Harry
hoped that would be followed by the proper sequencing of bed and
laying with the tender loving care of a concerned
neighbor.

Turned out to be a rather horny concerned
neighbor.

Care comes in many forms, and
since Harry had experienced Sandy’s particular form many times
before, concerned or otherwise, the bacon and cheese sandwich took
a back seat for the time being.


Chapter 11

“Yes, Sherry, I’m fine, Sherry. I
swear I’m okay, Sherry. I’d tell you if I wasn’t, Sherry,” Harry
was saying into the phone.

Listening, he shook his head as he
had been doing for the last ten minutes.

“I was resting all day and
couldn’t call, Sherry. I’m calling now and you can tell the kids
I’m fine. Really, I…Am…Fine.”

A small lie, but the truth wasn’t
worth the ration of shit Sherry would rain down upon
him.

“Yes I will, I promise. The second
I feel anything at all I’ll go directly to the emergency room.
Promise,” he continued.

Not a chance in hell it would
happen, but a required response if I was to get off the phone ever
again.

“Yeah, I’ll be over later to see
the kids. Yeah, I promise. I gotta go,” Harry said as he hung up
the phone.

Ya bang the ex-wife once and you
can’t get knocked on your ass without getting all the concern and
crying shit. That’ll teach ya, ya schmuck.

I didn’t know exactly what was
happening, or why, but whatever it was, it wasn’t good. Mister
Trundle lays the dead horse tale on me and before I can muster a
plan, boom, some Irish bloke sends me to queersville. Muller could
be a good way to get into it, but he looks like a head case, or a
tough one to crack at best.

Thank god for Sandy. Nothing like
a good roll in the hay to bring you back to reality and set your
bearings straight. And trust me on this one, Sandy is good,
too—very, very good.

Was there any connection between
Trundle’s problem and the Irish brick wall? Not a clue. Patrick’s
Pub.

That my friends was your first
Harry Mickey Shorts QAS—Question, Answer, Solution—of this story.
Won’t be the last, I’m sure. Which means I’m off to Patrick’s Pub
to try and get some much needed intel.


Chapter 12

Patrick’s Pub is a delightful
Irish bar/restaurant located on Northern Boulevard in Queens, New
York. It specializes in pretty Irish lasses serving good food and
plenty of liquid refreshments.

Dolly, my favorite human liquid
refreshment dispenser, met me at the entrance and walked me over to
my favorite table. Good view of the clientele and great view of the
short-skirted waitresses as they glide about.

“Harry, it’s been a while,” Dolly
said as I sat my weary bones down.

“That it has, Dolly. Much too
long,” I replied.

“The usual, or have you switched
brews on me again?” she inquired.

“Actually, I’ll have a
half-n-half. Stella for the lighter side of the combo,” I told her.
“Guy from Atlanta turned me onto it. It’s called a JFL.”

“Stella Artois? Somebody footing
the bill here, Harry? A bit on the pricy side for a private
dick?”

“Private dick?” I
replied.

“Yes, Harry, a private dick. And
by the way, it’s been quite a while since the last time it became
un-private in my presence.”

A thought, an ahem, a
smile.

“You have me there, Dolly. I’ve
been working out of town quite a bit of late, plus you were doing
the cozy thing with that construction guy last time I heard,” I
tried.

“History, Harry. Ancient variety,”
she said.

“Ahem,” was the best I could come
up with.

“I’ll get your beer. You here
alone?” Dolly inquired.

“Yeah, I am. But I’m looking for
some information. Anybody here tonight that has their finger on
who’s coming and going around the area?” I asked.

“Lemme check; I’ll be back,” Dolly
said as she turned and headed for the bar.

The familiar sway reminded Harry
it had indeed been much too long.

~ * ~

“Harry, this is Shawn. Shawn,
Harry. Shawn’s gonna have a beer on you and sit and chat for a
while,” Dolly told Harry.

“Good to meet you, Shawn,” I
said.

“Yeah,” was all he
said.

“Have you heard of any guys
arrived new in town, maybe from Ireland?” I asked Shawn.

Nice stare on Shawn. Very
effective.

“If not new, been here a short
time to do some heavy work maybe. Big guy, Irish brogue, maybe
hooked up with the horsey crowd,” I supplied.

“And you’d be asking why?” Shawn
contributed.

“Let’s just say I had the
un-pleasure of making his acquaintance recently. I’d like to find
him and have a quick chat about it, and maybe find out who he works
for.”

“Horsey crowd?” he
repeated.

“Yeah, thoroughbreds. Race track
people. That kind,” I said.

Shawn thought a minute, drank his
beer in one swallow, and then said, “Don’t know nothin’, man. Don’t
ask me again,” as he stood to leave.

“I’ll take that as a yes and a
no?” I asked.

“You can take it any way you want,
mister. Just don’t involve me in any of that shit.”

With that, Shawn walked away and
right out the door.

What kind of a shit pile have I
gotten myself into this time, I wondered?


Chapter 13

The EBIL was sitting at his desk
when I strolled into his place of employment the following morning,
a perplexed look on his face.

Nothing perplexing about Bunny
Malone, not one wee bit. What a pleasure just to glance in her
direction.

“Big Mel, Bunny,” I said as I
entered.

Big smile from Bunny; ignored by
Mel.

“Mel, man, you with us this
morning?” I threw in his direction.

He finally looked up.

“Need some of your special intel.
Of the Irish variety this time. Seen any new guys in town lately?
Big boy, almost certain he’s Irish and could be from the old
country,” I asked him.

“Irish? Big?” he
repeated.

“Yeah. Real big and talks like
some of your cousins from over there,” I continued.

You could tell he was giving this a bit of
thought.

“And, you seen Muller?”

“Big Irish guy. Muller. What are
you into, Harry? You been betting the ponies and owe somebody some
serious scratch?” he asked.

“Nothing like that. Really, I mean
it. It’s just I’m looking into something for a guy, I have a quick
chat with Muller, then I get knocked on my ass. Wondering if any of
it ties together.”

More thought from Mel.

“Well, you seen anyone around town
who fits the description lately?” I asked again.

“Not sure,” he replied. “Let me
make a few calls and I’ll get back to you later today. This serious
trouble, Harry?” he asked.

“Not trying to make it,” I
replied. “Just helping a friend is all.”

“Why do I have the feeling you’re
yanking my chain here, Harry.”

Making like Shawn, I was out the
door.

~ * ~

Timmons answered the phone herself
and I asked, “Ms. Timmons, it’s Harry. Would you know if Mister
Trundle is available any time soon for a short get
together?”

“Harry, you don’t even say hello
any more. No how are you; how have you been? Just business,” she
answered.

“Ms. Timmons, my favorite person
in all the world, the light that brightens even my darkest moments,
how are you?” I dutifully asked.

“Boots, Harry, boots. Mister
Trundle is involved in an all day meeting downtown and goes
directly to the airport from there. He won’t be back in the office
until next Monday. Anything I can do for you, Harry?”

“Plenty you could do for me, Ms.
Timmons. Plenty indeed,” I laughed.

“Harry, what am I going to do with
you?”

“If you’d just let me show you,
you wouldn’t regret it one bit,” I continued to tease.

“I’ll let Mister Trundle know you
called, Harry. Anything else…never mind,” and she hung
up.


Chapter 14

Afternoon naps are so way cool.
They’re like stealing minutes from the time god and loving every
bit of it. The phone brought me out of my fun place much before I
wanted to.

“Yo, pops. You set for Saturday?”
Max asked.

“Max, my favorite son. How you
be?” I asked him.

“Your only son, too. I’m dandy,
and your favorite daughter, Briande, she’s good, too. Now, are you
set for Saturday or not?” he asked again.

“Set as I can be. Gonna give me a
clue this time?” I tried.

“Clue this, buddy boy,” was his
irreverent reply.

“One of these days, Maxie boy. One
of these days.”

“Yeah, yeah. Be here at eight
thirty am sharp. Don’t know why, but mom’s making breakfast for all
of us before we leave. She said to tell you you better not screw up
her breakfast. She’s acting kinda weird about it.”

Oh boy.

“Tell her I’ll be there. See you
then.”

“Good deal. Bye,” and he was
gone.

~ * ~

Once a month, if I’m in town, I
get together with the kids and they decide what we will do for the
whole day. It’s a surprise and they plan the entire event. Briande
used to lead, but Max has assumed more of the responsibility of
late. I pay of course, but they haven’t gone too far overboard yet,
so I’m never too worried. There’s always a first time,
though.

~ * ~

The phone rang soon after I hung up with Max.
So much for the resumption of my midday slumber time.

“Harry.”

Nothing else, just
Harry.

“Yeah, Mel.”

“Muller seems to have split town.
Nobody’s seen him since you had your little encounter on the
corner. Shack saw him walking toward Northern Boulevard that
morning and that’s the last anyone’s seen of him.”

“That odd for him?” I
asked.

“Yeah, it’s very odd. He was
consistently around in the morning eating breakfast at the diner
and off to the track in the afternoon, usually with at least one or
two guys. Vanished is odd.”

“Odd,” I agreed. “Anything on the
big dude?” I continued.

“Words been out. Nothing at all
from anyone. If he had been hanging around town before that
morning, someone would have seen him. Guys that big with something
unusual like an Irish brough don’t go unnoticed in a town this
size.”

“Again, odd,” I said.

“Harry, it could have been an
isolated accident and you just happened to be the person that got
in the way. It happens, you know. You’ve had enough unusual shit
happen to you that makes one wonder if unusual shit isn’t supposed
to happen to you.”

“You are right there, Mel. But, I
go downtown to talk to a guy and agree to help him out, meet with
Muller that morning, then go around the corner and get my clock
cleaned. Too neat and tidy for me.”

“Could still be coincidence,” Mel
said.

“Coincidence, maybe,” I said. “But
where’s Muller?” I asked.

“Good point, Harry. Good point.
I’ll keep on digging and have my track friends see if they can
catch anything around the track,” Mel said.

“Sounds good. Thanks for the help,
Mel,” I said.

“Not a problem, Harry. Just be
careful, okay. You get in deep on this one and can’t get yourself
out, my sister will kick my ass six ways to Sunday. The track is a
dangerous place to find yourself if you’re on the wrong end of the
stick. Friends from town have experienced the bad side of the
racing business; trust me on this one. Be very careful,
Harry.”

“Got it, Mel. I’ll be as careful
as I can. But I still gotta do my job and, as hard as I try,
careful sometimes gets lost in the translation. Gotsta split.
Later.”

“Yeah, Harry, later. I’ll call you
on your cell if I hear anything else.”

Mel worried about me; not a good
thing. His normal concern consists of where is the overdue rent and
go take care of your kids. Real concern—that’s a real
concern.


Chapter 15

Saturday morning and still no call
from either Trundle or Ms. Timmons. Not a total surprise, but one
can always hope for the unusual to happen. Not this time. Nothing
new from Mel either, so I moved on with life and turned my
attention to my kids.

At 8:30 on the dot, I rang the
door bell to my ex-wife’s house on Linden Street in Manhasset, Long
Island. Max said don’t be late and I wasn’t about to find out what
would happen if I was. Almost immediately, the door
opened.

“Hello, Harry, you look good,”
Sherry, the ex, greeted me.

You look good? I’m used to getting
the finger or a fuck you, Harry. That’s without having done
anything wrong, either.

“Hi, Sherry. You’re looking rather
fetching yourself bright and early on this beautiful Saturday
morning,” I replied.

Fetching? Idiot talk from a bumbling
idiot.

“Why thanks, Harry. Come on in.
The kids are in the kitchen waiting for you; breakfast will be
ready in a jiff,” Sherry said as she turned and headed to the back
of the house.

Still a rock solid pleasure
watching the ex sashay away from me. She knew it and put an extra
little bounce in her sway. Damn she was good when she wanted to
be!

“Dad,” came from Briande as I
entered the kitchen. She was getting older by the minute. She
wasn’t my “little girl” any more.

“Cop a squat and let’s
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