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Chapter 1

			“It smells like something died in here,” Byron Summerson sniffed, getting things between us off to a not-great start.

			“That’s just my lunch.”

			“I had thought if I successfully navigated the Twentieth Street tunnel without tossing my cookies I’d be home free in the olfactory sense. But such, it seems, is not to be. I was told that you are effective in your investigative work, Mr. Waterman, but I have to say I am quite astonished that you require a prospective client to traverse Satan’s maw itself in order to arrive at your headquarters. And then when that possible paying customer has actually managed to set foot inside the premises, he is all but overcome by the stench of I can’t imagine what.”

			I guessed he was around my age, forty-three. He’d dressed suitably for the heat of Philadelphia in August in lightweight nicely pressed slacks and a baby blue cotton sports shirt that matched the color of his watery eyes. He had a Sears catalog underwear model’s pleasantly bland face, and a build that was, like mine, just starting to thicken.

			“My apologies, Mr. Summerson, but my fan croaked yesterday. Not that the thing clears the air in here all that much even when it’s running.”

			I forced a grin but he didn’t force one back. We both noted the inert machine on top of my file cabinet. Its blades were shiny with what was probably some kind of oil, though more likely cooking than machine. The exhaust fan from Ted’s Luncheonette was three floors below my window, a hazard this time of year that I was used to. But rising fryolator haze was something Byron Summerson was unlikely to have had to adapt to out in Spic and Span Chestnut Hill.

			“We can all be grateful,” Summerson went on, “that the railroad is going to take down that dreadful Chinese wall. A person is lucky to make his way underneath it without being murdered or simply slipping and falling in a pool of urine or worse. And then on top of all that—oh my, the soot!”

			He indicated the open window with the adjustable screen I had jammed into the aperture. The thing was black with residue from the Pennsylvania Railroad steam locomotives that chugged by my building on the way to or from Broad Street Station every couple of minutes. Sometimes new clients mistook my unshaven look for soot from the engines, but the black stubble on my face was just something hereditary, I occasionally had to explain.

			“I know it’s hot in here,” I said. “May I order up a cold 7Up or something?”

			“I think a Coke if you please.”

			He looked perplexed when I reached for the phone and dialed Ted’s. “This won’t take but a minute. They’re not that busy midafternoon.”

			I wrenched the screen out of the window and lowered the plywood box and length of clothesline that the office’s previous tenant—an oilcloth sales agent who never made it back from the Solomon Islands—had rigged up in order to retrieve drinks and meals from Ted’s back door.

			“I hauled up a couple of growlers for lunch,” I said. “They didn’t smell all that bad at the time.”

			Now Summerson looked as if he might bolt any second, a development to be averted, if possible, inasmuch as my light bill was already two weeks overdue and the phone company was likewise in a pre-pounce crouch. I leaned back in my swivel chair—it squeaked twice, groaned once—and said, “You told me on the phone you wanted to inquire about my handling a situation on behalf of a friend. Who’s the friend, and what’s the situation?”

			He was still looking queasy. “What in heaven’s name is a growler?”

			“It’s a dog from Ted’s with his famous Texas chili sauce.”

			“Famous? Given the odor it leaves, may I suggest infamous would be the more appropriate word for it?”

			The guy was getting on my nerves. I flipped a Lucky out of the pack in my shirt pocket and fired it up.

			“That’s actually quite an attractive ashtray,” Summerson said, indicating the object I dropped the match into. “Or would be attractive if its rim wasn’t thick with oozing toxic substances. Is it Indian brass?”

			“It’s Egyptian. Anyway, that’s where I bought it, in a souk. It’s a souvenir of my tenure as a United States Army MP in Cairo.”

			Now he examined me almost approvingly. “So, you worked with British intelligence? That must have been fascinating—and, I should think, quite important to the war effort.”

			“Actually, I was working with US Army unintelligence. There was a whole lot of that going on, in case you haven’t heard. It’s lucky the Japs and the Nazis were even dumber.”

			“I have indeed heard from many that that was the case.”

			“My job,” I went on, “was keeping the few American GIs who hadn’t shipped across the Mediterranean to join the fight from having too nice a time while their buddies were getting shot at up in Europe. Like busting soldiers for smoking hashish out of a glass coffeepot, or grabbing belly dancers’ veils, or what have you. When I enlisted, it’s what the army in its lack of wisdom decided I’d be good at.”

			The 3:12 from Harrisburg chuff-chuffed by, its engine’s sulfurous fumes wafting through the window like a breeze from Lucifer.

			“But, Mr. Waterman, I was told you had been a police officer prior to your military service. So wasn’t an MP designation altogether suitable?”

			“I had just made detective here in Philly before I went in, but I wasn’t investigating crimes in Egypt. I was rounding up drunks and dope fiends. And quite a few perverts too, of course, so they could be properly cashiered and told to scram on back to East Jesus.”

			Summerson frowned at either the fact or the language. “I should think that must have been hard for you—what with your being that way yourself.”

			The clothesline wobbled. I leaned over and tugged up the box with the two bottles of pop, my 7Up, and Summerson’s Coke. I had put a quarter in the box, and I snatched up my fifteen cents change. If somehow Summerson wasn’t going to work out as a client, I’d need the extra cash.

			I said, “See that?”

			I directed Summerson’s attention to a framed certificate I’d hung on the wall in a dim corner of the office. 

			He squinted and said, “I can’t read it from here. What is it?”

			“It’s my discharge from the Armed Forces of the United States of America under other than honorable conditions.”

			“Oh, my word.”

			“Nobody mentioned this to you, Byron? It’s known around town. It’s the reason I didn’t go back to the cops after the war.”

			I handed him his Coke. He took it but didn’t drink. “No, I wasn’t told.”

			“I’m relieved my name comes up for anything else.” I sucked in some more scratchy reassurance from my smoldering Lucky.

			“So you were—what? Arrested for one of the offenses you yourself were arresting others for? How perfectly dreadful!”

			I thought about adding a little Kickapoo flavoring to my 7Up from the bottle in my desk drawer but had the sense to wait until Summerson left a cash deposit.

			“You’d never know it from the recruiting posters,” I told him, “but the army does have a flair for irony. I was turned in by a fellow investigative officer who came back to our room one night while I was enjoying the company of a nice man named Idriss, who normally cleaned the latrines. On this particular occasion, this pleasant chappie was cleaning my latrine, and that didn’t go over well with my commanding officer when he heard about it.”

			Summerson clung to the Coke bottle he was holding and was looking a bit green around the gills again. “My, my. You seem to have a taste for the exotic, Mr. Waterman. An Arab, for goodness’ sake. Like T.E. Lawrence.”

			“The report said something to the effect of, ‘Sergeant Waterman was discovered in the act of being buggered by a wog.’ A week later I was on a ship home.”

			Summerson seemed to ruminate over this for a moment, took a delicate swig of his Coke and came to a conclusion. “In that case, I think you are just the man to take on a situation involving a similar injustice. You were obviously helpless in the face of the army’s cruelty and stupidity, but perhaps you can find a way to deal successfully with a lesser institution. Are you familiar with a Philadelphia magistrate who is generally referred to by the sobriquet ‘The Hat’?”

			I thought, oh hell.

			




Chapter 2

Judge Harold Stetson was the one magistrate you really did not want to appear before if you had been picked up in a bar raid or a Rittenhouse Square roundup for “disorderly conduct”—that is, being a homosexual. It was pay-to-play in his courtroom. You either paid up or got the max, which included public humiliation along with a hefty fine or even jail time. Nicknamed for the headgear he wore on the street and which coincidentally bore his family name, the judge had arranged for most of the court system’s “homo” cases to be sent his way. Nobody knew which thrilled him more, the suffering he inflicted on Philadelphia’s “inverts” or the cash flow from the extortion racket he ran.

			I said, “Don’t tell me you’re being dragged into Stetson’s courtroom. My deepest sympathy, if that’s the case.”

			Summerson gulped his Coke. A Sudan-shaped sweat stain had appeared in the right underarm of what, when he had first entered the office, had looked like a freshly laundered shirt. I had changed shirts just after noon, but the temperature in the room must have been over ninety. The Schuylkill River, a couple of blocks away, might as well have been the Nile.

			“It is not I who must face The Hat,” Summerson said, “but my friend Leslie Croyer. Leslie was one of the unfortunates arrested Monday night during the police raid at Stem t’ Stern. I’m guessing you’ve heard about that perfectly absurd attack. Perhaps you were in attendance yourself and escaped out the back door, as a few entirely innocent imbibers managed to do.”

			Not far from my office, Stem t’ Stern, usually just called “Stem,”  was a gay bar on Cuthbert Street with a vaguely nautical motif, though the double entendre of the moniker was as well understood by the hostile authorities as it was by the tavern’s regular customers.

			“I wasn’t there. I mainly hang out over at Sal’s. But I read the story in the Inquirer this morning.”

			“Ah, yes. ‘Police Nab Fourteen Degenerates in Raid on Club.’ At least no names were listed in the paper. At least not yet.”

			“No, the newsies are probably waiting for a conviction or guilty pleas before they plaster the unlucky perps’ names all over town. The Hat will see to that.”

			“The thing of it is,” Summerson said, reddening a bit and pale eyes shining, “Leslie simply cannot afford to have this preposterous matter go forward. No conviction, no name in the paper. No record whatsoever. Leslie believes his life would be destroyed, and I believe he is absolutely right about that. The whole thing is just so—so ridiculously unfair.”

			“I know.”

			“He’d lose his job at MacPherson Insurance. It happened to an acquaintance of ours, Todd Ferguson. The day after he was arrested, his supervisor learned what had taken place from an attorney friend and Todd was just out. He’s working at a gas station now in Reading, I’m told, and barely subsisting.”

			“It stinks.”

			“The thing about Leslie is . . .” Summerson’s voice broke. I waited while he collected himself. I tried to shoot my cigarette smoke off to the side, but with the fan sitting uselessly on its perch, the smoke just hung in the air between us. Another train crept by seventy-five feet away spewing hot gasses. The Pennsy was only just beginning to transition from steam to diesel locomotives, and for now the year might as well have been 1917 instead of 1947 on the Chinese wall, the line’s old granite viaduct carrying passenger traffic into Center City and all but splitting the city in half.

			“I’m afraid,” Summerson went on, “that if Leslie were to have his name listed in the newspaper as an arrestee in a gay raid, he might do something—well, something . . . something desperate.”

			“You mean kill himself? It won’t help to not say it.”

			“He is emotionally quite fragile. The probable job loss would be plenty bad enough. But on top of that, even worse, there’s his family. They don’t know about Leslie, and up in Lock Haven, where he’s from, people read the Inquirer. He says his parents would be devastated if it came out that he was gay, and the entire Croyer family would be incredibly embarrassed.”

			“Embarrassed? That’s the word you use if you have toilet paper stuck to your shoe.”

			He looked at me imploringly. “I’m sure you know what I mean.”

			“I guess I do.”

			“So the thing of it is, we are prepared to do what needs to be done to—as Judge Stetson’s court clerk phrased it—make this thing simply go away.”

			“Uh huh.”

			“He talked to me the way gangsters talk in the movies.”

			“Fairly often in real life too, you seem shocked to discover.”

			“Not shocked, really. Every gay man in Philadelphia knows how the entirely corrupt system works for gay people. But, you see, here’s the thing . . .”

			He blushed again, the sweat on his brow gleaming even under the sixty watts’ worth of amber light that made everybody who came in and sat down wonder if they shouldn’t be checked out for malaria.

			“The thing is, it’s the current economics of it,” Summerson said. “Leslie hasn’t a lot of money. I mean, essentially none whatsoever beyond his weekly paycheck.”

			“No contingency funds. I get that.”

			“And neither, I am sorry to say, am I awash in a reserve of funds. I am bordering on penniless, to get right to the crux of it.”

			“Is Croyer your boyfriend?” I asked.

			He slumped a bit, and his face suddenly looked a few years older than when he came in. “No, Leslie is not my lover. I admit to you, Mr. Waterman, that I wish he were. We had one quasi-erotic interlude after we chatted in Rittenhouse Square on May 7. But Leslie is twenty years younger than I am, and he sees me as more of an avuncular figure. I’ve had to accept the fact that he considers me a bit over the hill for love.”

			I was trying to imagine what a “quasi-erotic interlude” looked like, but without much luck.

			“So you two don’t live together?”

			“I reside in the guest cottage of what at one time was my family’s Chestnut Hill estate, and since early July Leslie has resided in the chauffeur’s apartment over the garage. I rent the main house to the principal owner of Supreme Markets and his family, and the income from the rental allows me to cover the estate’s taxes and upkeep. My parents and grandparents lived in the house previously until the prewar economy led to a reversal of fortune. It’s a sad story you have no doubt heard before.”

			I said I had.

			“Mummy and Daddy currently make their home near my sister Lorna and her husband in Mechanicsburg. Daddy was a vice president for the railroad and retired with a great deal of depressed stock but not a sizable pension, so his cash reserves are also limited. Not that, in any event, he would ever consider rendering financial assistance to a lad with whom his son yearns to share illicit physical intimacy.”

			I was still working on “quasi-erotic.”

			I said, “So where might I come in, Mr. Summerson? And can you afford me? I charge forty-five dollars a day and expenses. I try to keep the expenses down, but if you want a good result, you never know.”

			He nodded. “I was told of your entirely reasonable fee schedule. I can afford that for at least a short time. I do enjoy a modest income from my small business of buying and selling antique reticules.”

			What were those? Something for trimming your fingernails? I said, “Okay, good.”

			“So, do you think you can do it?”

			“Do what? Help me out. I can’t read your mind.”

			“Why, negotiate a lower payoff.”

			“To The Hat?”

			“And his clerk. I was told by acquaintances that the normal charge for expunging the records in a case of Leslie’s type would be fifty dollars. But when I met the clerk, Ray Phipps, on the steps of the courthouse yesterday morning, he told me the price had gone up. It’s now five hundred dollars. I told him that was preposterous and Leslie could in no way afford to lay out such a huge amount. Do you know what he replied?”

			“What?”

			“He told me I should complain to the Better Business Bureau.”

			Something was screwy here. The fifty figure sounded right. Five hundred sounded wrong. Preposterous was exactly the word for it.

			“I can check it out,” I said, and a glimmer of something less tropical-disease-like passed over Summerson’s face.

			“But,” I said, “it’s pretty certain your friend is going to have to pay something. Justice for gay people in Philadelphia isn’t going to come cheap for the foreseeable future, if ever. Has Leslie hired a lawyer?”

			“Gary Trask. It was he who suggested I solicit your help. It was Mr. Trask’s belief that someone of your experience and connections was what was needed under this peculiar set of circumstances. He assured me that you are a man who knows people.”

			“Knows people is good; is known by people is less good. But in a thing like this, there are limits.”

			“Well, just do what you can.”

			“Is it possible you misunderstood Phipps, and the figure he actually quoted you was fifty dollars?”

			“No, he was entirely clear in his quotation. He asked me to stick my arm out. Then he raised my sleeve, and he wrote on my arm with some kind of black grease pencil the figure 500. I had a devil of a time trying to wash it off, in fact.”

			Summerson rolled up his right sleeve and displayed for me the still visible figure in two-inch-high numbering beginning with a dollar sign. 

			The 3:50 to Pittsburgh rumbled by, and again I thought, What the hell is going on here?

			




Chapter 3

Over on Spruce Street was a seedy rooming house where a group of us kept a hideaway for “quasi-erotic” and various other purposes. What you did was, you called up the owner of the building, a sometime drag queen who went by Florence Anderson when she wasn’t being Forrest Anderson, and asked if the room was available for an hour. If it was, you’d go in the main entrance and whoever you were meeting generally came in the back from an alley.

			That afternoon, when I’d finished my business with Summerson, I called Anderson, got the all clear and went in through the front door. Bobby Carletti had entered from the rear. I met him on the second-floor landing, both of us jangling keys to room seven. I opened it with mine. 

			Room seven had a double bed with noisy springs and what felt like a big sack of hot mashed potatoes for a mattress. There was a couch and a kitchen table, but no kitchen, just a hot plate with a frayed cord one of the regulars had wrapped electrical tape around. On an end table sat a white Bakelite radio normally tuned to the station that carried the Phillies games.

			Bobby was out of his Philadelphia Police Department uniform and dressed for the heat in lightweight slacks and a navy blue T. A little older than I was, the cop was in better shape. He’d wrestled at Morristown High and tried to stay trim. There were no growlers on Bobby’s breath when I kissed him, just the pleasantly acrid howdy-do of his two-pack-a-day Old Golds habit. He sometimes joked about being hooked on “coffin nails,” and I had to agree that at least what my dad told me when I started smoking at age eleven was true, that cigarettes could stunt your growth.

			“Were you able to get the list?” I asked him.

			“Piece of cake.”

			I poured a Jim Beam from the stash I keep in a cabinet and Bobby got himself a Carling’s from the six-pack he kept in the ancient canister-topped fridge we’d found in the cellar and dragged up the stairs. The window overlooking Spruce was open, but there was no cross-ventilation. The oscillating fan on top of the cabinet was functioning, though, and Bobby switched on its back-and-forth deranged routine of turning this way and that way.

			I took a seat at the table and looked over the list of everybody who had been arrested at Stem t’ Stern on Monday night. Bobby sat across from me, relaxing with an Old Gold and enjoying his brew.

			“How come they hit the place on a Monday?” I wondered. “Eighteen guys is hardly worth the bother once the proceeds are divided up among the judge, the courtroom staff, the bail bondsmen, and the precinct captain.”

			“I wouldn’t know. Those decisions are made outside of my earshot.”

			“Why not on the weekend? How many people are in there on a Friday or Saturday night? Fifty? Seventy-five? A hundred?”

			Carletti had black eyelashes that curved out and up about a foot, and they fluttered in a way that always stimulated my attention.

			“Who knows? I mean, why not during the week? Maybe it’s not for filthy lucre this time but just for fun. Scare a bar full of fairies and make ’em run around and squeak.” 

			I thought I recognized a few names on the list in addition to Leslie Croyer.

			“Terry Jennings. Doesn’t he work for the archdiocese? If they hear tell, his employers are going to be awfully disappointed.”

			“His employers and his confessor. The guy’ll be counting Hail Marys till the Phils win the pennant.”

			“And Tom Heimer. I know the name from somewhere. Didn’t he have a big crush on Monnie Hinkle, and Monnie practically had to go into hiding to get rid of the bozo?”

			“Tom’s a dinge queen, so, yeah, could be.”

			Not being prejudiced, I didn’t like that term, but I wasn’t about to get into it with Bobby.

			“Amos Leary I’ve met, a nice guy. What rotten luck he got caught in the anti-pansy dragnet. These other people I don’t know. Do you?”

			“No, but I don’t get around town the way you do, Clifford, not to the bar scene anyway. I’m ID’d in a fag bar and I’m fucked nine ways to Sunday. Unless I’m the arrester instead of the arrestee, of course. But I try to stay away from those assignments.”

			I had sometimes wondered about this. “Have you ever taken part in a raid? Actually had to nab guys you maybe knew? Or even fucked? Jesus.”

			He fingered his bottle of Carling’s and shrugged. “Never a bar, nah, but a couple of times in Rittenhouse Square. It was around election time and word was we had to clean the place up, make the degenerates hide out in New Hope till after the mayor got back in. This one time I thought a guy recognized me, but I gave him the stink eye and convinced him he was seeing things. But, hey, I really don’t approve of that crap, and I stay as far away from it as I can.”

			The list of arrestees in front of me had home addresses, work addresses, and phone numbers. Most of them lived in Center City, but a few were in West Philly, one was from Haverford, and one from Cherry Hill, over in Jersey.

			“If you can,” I told Bobby, “ask around and get the skinny on the price of gay get-out-of-jail payoffs inflating ten times over.”

			“Phipps really told your client he’d have to cough up five hundred bucks?”

			“I saw it in writing, and it stinks. Can you find out if this is a one-off, or what? It has to be. It can’t be sustained. There aren’t enough gay millionaires in Philadelphia to keep it going. Maybe in New York, but not here in our sleepy little metropolis-in-size-only hick burg.”

			“What can you do for this guy anyway?” Bobby asked. “He’s screwed, and that’s that. He forks over the big ones, or he pays the smaller fine and gets his name in the Inquirer pervy-bar debutante announcements. Why’re you taking on a loser of a case like that?”

			“I need the forty-five a day, for one. Anyway, I’m curious about what the hell this is all about. It’s cockamamie.”

			“You hurting for business? How come? Is it seasonal or what?”

			“I had a couple of ugly divorce gigs last month that paid the bills. Plus a junior high thing in Hatboro where the cafeteria manager had her hand in the till so she could shower her eighth-grade boyfriend with sports memorabilia and alcoholic beverages. There was a missing granddad situation last week in Germantown. But the old guy had just hitched a ride down to Atlantic City to see if there was still a horse that dives off a tower into a tub of water. He’d told a pal down at the Odd Fellows where he was going, so I had him back to his pissed-off daughter in under twenty-four hours.”

			Bobby chuckled. “Of course there’s still a diving horse on Steel Pier. Did Gramps get to watch it? My kids couldn’t believe it when we went last year.”

			“We both enjoyed the spectacle, and then I drove him back home.”

			“That car of yours made it all the way to the shore and back? Cripes, that’s hard to believe.”

			My faded pea-green prewar Plymouth coupe had nearly 86,000 miles on it. I rarely drove the aged tin can very far outside Philly.

			I said, “My new client’s friend, a down-at-the-heels former aristocrat from Chestnut Hill—he sells vestibules or something—advanced me two days’ fees, so I’m going to do whatever I can. Thanks for getting me going.”

			“You know I’m always happy to get you going, Clifford,” Bobby said, and reached across the table, grabbing me by the hair. His pitch-black hair was as curly as mine was straight and harder to get hold of, but I could get him by the ears, and did. Bobby was into fresh sweat—something to do with his high school wrestling days in Morristown—so for the next half hour or so he was in for a real feast.

			




Chapter 6

I got dressed and walked over toward the scene of the raid. Passing through Rittenhouse Square, I ran into a couple I knew, Dan Klemenski and Ronald Fine, who said they’d heard about the incident and had a friend who had been arrested. The guy was still at the precinct house at Eleventh and Winter. His boyfriend had gone over to try to bail him out.

			“The cops have gone nuts,” Fine said, sounding exasperated. “The cops and The Hat. They’re charging people five thousand dollars to get the charges dropped, and some people are just going ahead and paying it. I mean, God, it’s like some kind of homo genocide or something.”

			“It won’t work,” Klemenski insisted. “People will just stay home and the bars will go bankrupt. Then what will those hypocritical courthouse reprobates do? Charging that much, they’re killing the goose that lays the golden eggs. Are they really that stupid?”

			“I heard it was five hundred, not five thousand,” I said. “Not that it makes all that much difference for a lot of people.”

			“There’s definitely something new going on,” Klemenski said. “A month ago a couple of the girls got caught in Fairmount Park at two in the morning. They were on a picnic table with one of them heels to Jesus when a vice squad queen with searchlights and a bullhorn snuck up, and the two unfortunates got carted off to the hoosegow. But they were on their way home three hours later, and it only cost them twenty-five each.”

			“So what is it,” Fine wondered, “that all of a sudden it’s costing hundreds of dollars to suck dick in Philadelphia?”

			It was the question of the week, and I was being paid a reasonable sum to find out the answer.

			At Polly-Wolly’s, the lights were on inside but there was no other sign of life. An empty squad car was parked in front, engine idling with its red roof-light churning. For a minute, I wondered: what if I just got in and drove the vehicle down Arch Street to the closest pier on the Delaware and gave it a shove?

			A small crowd was still gathered, having a look, but they were keeping a safe distance. I kept an eye out for anybody I knew and soon spotted Mary Ann Tate, a dyke who almost got booted out of the armed forces like me. But she had the goods on so many officers they let her stay and then gave her not only an honorable discharge but four or five commendations. She was a slender woman with watchful green eyes and a swirl of straw-colored hair. She had been crowned the Flaming Foliage Queen at her upstate hometown high school when she was seventeen. Now, postwar, she worked for an auto parts wholesaler and lived nearby with her girlfriend, Noreen.

			“Hey, Cliff,” she said, smiling, “if you came over here to get arrested for sodomitical practices, you’re too late. The paddy wagon pulled out forty-five minutes ago.”

			“I heard.”

			“They got Stem on Monday. What is it with this particular street that all of a sudden somebody wants the gay boys run out of the neighborhood?”

			She meant it as a casual remark, but it set me to thinking.

			I said, “The owner of Polly’s had been tipped off that something was going to happen. But he didn’t take the warning seriously.”

			“What was he going to do? Shut the place down and spend August at the seashore?”

			“Miller figured it’d be a while before there’d be another raid, and he probably thought it would be an entirely different neighborhood, due for some commotion.”

			“Well, Nelson’s not in bed with the mob. The same with Stem, no gangland ties, as far as we know. The other thing they have in common is their location. Could there be something to that?”

			The breathy call of a train whistle wafted through the soggy night air. We were standing just four blocks from my office. The Pennsy’s Chinese wall loomed up behind Polly-Wolly’s. 

			“I guess it’s possible,” I said, “that mob guys—maybe the Russos— want to take over the two gay bars in this part of town, and they’re using the cops to soften up the current proprietors. But if so, they’d have to cut other people in, like The Hat. Wise guys generally don’t like to share. Anyway, they have their more subtle methods, like saying Hi, nice little saloon you got here, we sure hope it never goes up in a twelve-alarm blaze.”

			“Dyke bars don’t have these problems,” Mary Ann said with a tight smile. “They’re all owned by criminals. Male criminals. It’s just the natural order of things.”

			I told her about the German a hundred years ago who Amos Leary had said wanted to subvert the natural order by doing away with sodomy laws.

			Mary Ann laughed. “Well, good for that guy. Did he end up in the loony bin?”

			“Or the pokey.”

			Two cops came out of the bar. They had handcuffed a man and were leading him toward the squad car. He had a white cloth wrapped around his head that was red with what I guessed was blood. He staggered a bit before one of the officers shoved him into the back seat of the cruiser.

			“Jesus,” Mary Ann said. “What in God’s name did they do to him? That’s Nelson Miller.”

			




Chapter 7

Back at my place, I took another shower. Then I half filled a clean pimento sandwich-spread jar with a fluid of a reassuring color, lit a cigarette, and phoned Byron Summerson. I hoped he would still be up at getting close to midnight. He was.

			“I appreciated your calling me,” I told him. “I went over to Polly’s in time to see the owner getting dragged away by some officers. Adding injury to insult, it looked like they had roughed him up pretty badly. It’s loony tunes what’s going on, but I really have no idea what the hell it is.”

			“I just came up the hill from Leslie’s quarters,” Summerson said, “and he’s becoming increasingly anxious. He was notified by Gary Trask that his court date will be Monday, and he told me that when he received this notification the poor soul burst into tears. We hope and pray, Mr. Waterman, that you will have come up with some type of solution for Leslie’s situation by that date, if not, preferably, much sooner. Are you able to report any progress at all?”

			“Byron, it’s only been half a day, for chrissakes. I’m an investigator, not Mandrake the Magician. Tomorrow I’m going to try to get to somebody who’s close to Ray Phipps, and I’ll try to find out if there’s a way to fix this thing. Or at least fix it for less than five hundred.”

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			




		
			Acknowledgments

			I first set foot in Philadelphia in the summer of 1947 at the age of eight. I rode the Flyer down from Lock Haven by myself and was met at Broad Street Station by my Uncle Dick, who worked for an insurance company, though I stayed with my Aunt Janie, a medical technician. The city was so thrilling to me that I talked about it for months, and my mother complained she got sick of hearing about it.
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