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Chapter One
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The two-story house sat nestled between two identical houses in the middle of the block. A bright cherry red Thunderbird Convertible was parked in the driveway; its top up. The streetlight out front lit the street all the way to the opposite side. 

Pete Tate stood at the window with the phone pressed against his ear and eased the heavy curtain away from the window frame at the side with his finger, looking furtively through the space. The street was dead. No one was out, not even a late-night dog walker.

It had been two long years of living in the shadows never knowing if and when the knock on the door would come. The news reports still carried stories of the trials and convictions of men he once served with and knew well. A few, like himself, managed to get out of town before being arrested. Some, like his old partner, Jake Mitchell, weren't so lucky. But now it was time to go back. He had a score to settle and a stash of cash to collect.

* * *
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TWO YEARS EARLIER, he and Jake had a good thing going. 

They were cops with the Toronto Police working vice and narcotics. He and Jake were pulling in over two grand a month shaking down the dealers and pimps, plus whatever they could get from the mob for providing information on upcoming raids and investigations. Everything was cool until Abe Goldman, a detective with Internal Affairs downtown at headquarters, stepped in and fucked up the entire gig after one of the punks they leaned on went to that Jew bastard to save his junkie ass. 

The two dirty cops decided to take Goldman out of the picture and set him up for a hit. Trouble was, it went sideways, and he survived. Then Goldman’s buddy, some wise ass private eye named Matt Murphy, decided to stick his nose in. 

When it was over, Mitchell was shot up and got busted; he was still recovering in Kingston Penitentiary. Pete? He saw his chance and split to New York City where he had a few connections and laid low.

* * *
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HE LISTENED PATIENTLY to the intermittent rings in the earpiece: one, two, three. He looked at his watch for the third time: 1:30 AM.

“Somebody better be fuckin' dyin' asshole or I'll...” the man's voice sounded thick with sleep.

“Take it easy, it's me, Tate,” Pete said, cutting off the other man.

“Hey, man. Whadda fuck ya doin' callin' this late fer crissake? Ya got any idea of da time?”

“Yeah, yeah. It's late. Get over it,” Tate said.

“Okay, okay, don't get yer nuts in a twist. So? What's happenin'?” the man asked.

“I'm comin' back.”

“No shit. Ya think it's cool yet?”

“It's been two years, and I got some unfinished business to take care of.”

“Yeah, I know, but do ya think...?”

“How many of the guys still around?” Tate asked, ignoring the question.

“Some. A couple even still on da force, if ya can believe that. Ya wanna set somethin' up? I still got some of their numbers.”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, yeah, sure thing. Ya got a time?”

“I'll call ya when I get in.”

“So ya thinkin' of gettin' back inta the action? Good time to, with everythin' so fucked up 'round here these days. Shit, da fuckin' Village is like a fuckin' toilet with dem freaks comin' in.”

“Just wait for my call,” Tate said, ignoring the question then hung up.

Three days later Pete called his mafia friend, who owned the house he was living in, and told him the house was empty and that he was heading back to Canada. He also told him that once he was finished with his business that he was off to the islands.

By the end of the week Tate was sitting on a Greyhound bus as it pulled into the  terminal down by Union Station in Toronto, Ontario. He looked out the window of the bus at the large round white-faced clock above the the terminal entrance: 11:30 PM. 

The bus eased into its bay and came to a stop outside the terminal. Passengers stood and gathered their bags then made their way along the narrow aisle between the rows of seats for the exit. Pete sat waiting for the bulk of them to pass before standing. He looked out the windows on both sides, scanning the area around the platform for any signs of police. He only saw one uniform on patrol in the station looking bored as he ignored the passengers passing through the terminal.

When the last person passed, Pete stood and put on his overcoat and hat. He reached inside his jacket and adjusted the shoulder holster under his arm then reached up and grabbed his travel bag from the overhead rack and made his way to the door.

Once on the platform, he searched the area for a payphone. Spotting one on the wall inside the main terminal, he made his way to it. He pulled a piece of paper from his pocket and, dropping a dime in the slot, dialed.

“It's me,” he said to the person on the other end of the line.

“Where are ya?” a man asked.

“The bus terminal. Just got in,” Tate said. “I need a place.”

“Okay, There's a bar a block south of there, called Mickey's. Go there an' wait. Someone will come git ya. Whaddya wearin'?” 

Tate gave him a description.

“Okay. My guy's name is Paulie, got it? He'll take ya to one of my places. He'll be there in twenty minutes.” Then the line went dead.

Tate picked up his bag and headed outside. He looked up and down the street and spotted the glowing neon lights in a window about a block away on his left. After a quick check of the street, he headed off to the bar.

He waited outside the bar. A few minutes after he arrived, a late model black Caddy pulled to a stop in front of him. The passenger window went down, and the driver leaned toward him.

“Hey?” the driver called out. “You Tate?”

Tate picked up his bag and stepped to the car. “Yeah. Why don't you yell it a bit louder in case someone didn't hear you.”

He opened the back door and put his bag on the seat then got in the front next to the driver. He gave him a quick glance. The driver looked like he was just a kid, maybe no more than twenty or so. He was big. Looked to be about two hundred pounds plus, broad shouldered and well muscled. Tate figured this kid was one of Lenny's street muscle.

“Sorry, man,” the driver said, pushing a button on his door to raise the window.

“Forget it. Just take me to the place. I need a shower and some sleep.”

“Sure thing, boss.” The driver stepped on the accelerator and the big car silently pulled away from the curb.

“I’m Paulie. Lenny said ta give ya dis.” He slid a large brown manila envelop across to Tate. 

Inside, there was a sheet of paper containing a short list of names and phone numbers These were people he had been connected with, both on and off the force, that hadn't been busted and he could call. Last, a banded stack of ten one-hundred-dollar bills. He closed the envelop and folded it in thirds and then put it in his inside jacket pocket.

“Where you takin' me?” Tate asked.

“Lenny’s got a place up in Scarborough. It's the place he takes his broads, ya know, when he wants to make an impression or sumthin. Anyway, almost nobody knows 'bout it, so ya should be cool dere. He said ta tell ya dat if you want a ride ta let me know an' I'll git ya one,” Paulie said.

“Yeah? Okay, get one.”

“Okay. It'll be here tomorrow.” Paulie told Tate where he would park the car and where the keys would be hidden.

“This place we're going to, it have a phone that works?”

“Yeah. It's got everythin' ya need. Phone. Food. TV. Radio. The works.”

Tate nodded then tipped his hat forward and rested his head back against the seat and closed his eyes, thinking of the next few days.

Paulie pulled the Caddie into the driveway beside a typical single-story bungalow. It was a quiet tree lined street that was fairly well lit. A typical middle-class neighbourhood. Lenny must be doing alright, Pete thought, as he sat up. 

Paulie opened the door and got out going around to Tate's side. He opened the back door and pulled out the travel bag just as Tate opened his door and got out.

“That's okay, kid,” he said. “I'll take that. Just hand over the key, I’ll take it from here.”

“Yeah, yeah, sure thing. Here,” he took a small ring with two keys on it and passed it to Tate. 

“Okay. Thanks, now bugger off. Tell Lenny I'll call him in the morning.” Tate picked up his bag and walked back the front of the building.

The house wasn’t bad when he opened the door. Tasteful, with moderately expensive furniture filling the living room. There was a small bar, one of those new floor model record players with a built-in radio and a colour television. There was also a dinning room area with a wooden table and four chairs off to the right next to a small open kitchen. On the other side were two doors; one to the bedroom, the other the bathroom.

There was definitely a woman's touch to the layout and choice of colours, he thought as he looked around.

Pete tossed his bag, topcoat, and hat, on the sofa chair then went to the bar. Good selection, he noted, poking around the half dozen bottles, then picking up a bottle of Wild Turkey Bourbon. He poured a tall drink into a waiting glass then went looking for the phone. It was sitting on a small table near the radio. He opened the drawer, found the phone book, and pulled it out. Taking his drink and the book, he went and sat on the sofa while taking a long drink from the glass.

He opened the book and started flipping the pages to the section listing the private detective agencies in the yellow pages. Bingo. There it was. M. Murphy Confidential Investigations.

He sat there in the quiet of the room thinking. One of his main reasons for coming back was to settle a couple of scores, one of which was definitely Matt Murphy for what he did. Then Sewell. 

Tate closed the book, set it beside him, and leaned back, closing his eyes. He only allowed himself five days to finish all his business before leaving the city again. This time for good. He had to get to the three places he had used to stash his money along with several other items which he kept...just in case. One was a journal.

Sitting there, he started to formulate a plan to get his stash, take care of the two bastards who screwed him and find a buyer for the journal. He had one man in mind.
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LIFE IS GOOD. AT LEAST that was what I thought, sitting in my office with feet up on the widow sill, eyes closed, listening to the street sounds filtering in past the curtains. Music of the city.

I always think that after a night of loving with Jane, the love of my life and, lucky me, also my wife. Yep. A good life. Decent job with no dead bodies to deal with or anyone shooting at me. A regular paycheck and a nice house we called home on Spadina Avenue. We, being Jane, me, and Jenny, our two-year-old daughter. 

As my best friend, Abe Goldman, always says, 'Who'd've thought...'.

My name is Matt Murphy, Murph to almost everyone who knows me. Pushing up into my forties, but still in pretty good shape, considering. There was a time when the ladies would have thought I was ruggedly good looking, but those days are well behind me now though I am still ruggedly good looking, or so my lady keeps telling me. But then she's a bit biased. 

I run my own one-man detective agency out of an office just west of Yorkville with my girl Friday, Maggie Garrett. This is all I have ever known or done; the only thing I seem to be good at. Before hanging out my shingle I was a beat cop with the Metropolitan Toronto Police but I didn't like being in uniform. 

Now I have a good and successful operation that I built up over time. Most of my cases came from several lawyers and an insurance company, for whom I’m on retainer as their primary investigator. I mostly checked on witnesses and investigated claims. Luckily, there hasn't been any shortage of work. However, the job has also put me in the cross hairs with a couple of 'hairy' cases where I had to take a life and that has left me with some bad memories.

The Village, as it is called, once just a quaint, quiet neighbourhood with a few cafes had morphed into a miniature version of Greenwich Village in New York without the Beat history. It was the Canadian mecca for the counterculture generation, at least for the last few years. It seemed to be at the threshold of something that would change it again. I'm not sure what it's becoming, but I know that whatever it was that gave the place its unique character, would survive and adapt to whatever came. For now though, many of the places and people I knew were gone or going. 

People like 'Crazy Pete', one of my best and frequent sources of information and the most eclectic and eccentric character I've ever known. A petty thief and major hustler, no one knew the Village, or most of its darker secrets, like he did. He was killed on the last case I worked dealing with the dance community. And he was a friend. I still think of him. There are many friends and contacts still around, but I seldom see them these days except when Jane and I go back for a night out.

It was after Jane told me she was pregnant, and we got married, that I made up my mind to change my operation. The insurance company I did work over the last few years had been after me to work for them exclusively, so when I contacted them about their offer, they jumped at the chance and put me on fixed monthly retainer. I also negotiated a similar deal with the two lawyers I did work for. I knew Jane was happy with my decision and these days that's good enough for me.

Suddenly my thoughts were interrupted by a knock on my door.

“Hey, buddy,” Abe said, as he stuck his head in.

Abe Goldman is my best friend. We grew up together, went to the same school, and got into the usual crap kids get into; just like friends do. Later, after we graduated high school, we joined the police force but, as I've said, it didn't take with me. He, on the other hand, was born to it. 

Over the years we've stayed close and when I went private practice we shared a few cases. Two years ago, he was shot and almost died because of a couple of crooked cops working in Vice. I am happy to say he pulled through and I was able to bring them down.

“Huh? Oh, hi,” I said, sitting up.

“Maggie said it was okay to pop in. Interrupting something?” He pulled up a chair and sat down in front of my desk, slouching, and crossing his ankles.

“No, just remembering.”

“Anything interesting?”

“Crazy Pete,” I said.

“Yeah? And?”

“Nothing. Just had a good night last night and was feeling, you know...”

“Yeah, I do,” he said, smiling. “Funny how that works, ain't it.”

I smiled. “Uh-huh. So? What brings you to my domain?”

“I had business in the area. A case Gus is working. It's gone over to the Crown Attorney’s office for trial, and it might bring down one of the mob's major enforcers. Could be a high-profile case for them and the mayor’s re-election hopes. and since I was in the area, I thought I'd see if you were free for lunch.”

“Yeah, sure. Who's treat?” I asked, standing, and reaching for my hat.

“Yours.”

“Figured as much,” I said, as we headed out.

We sat at a two-seat table next to a large picture window enjoying a coffee. Abe looked out at the street.

“You look like someone with something on his mind,” I said.

“That obvious, huh?” he said, looking back at me.

“Yeah. Besides, I'm a trained investigator, remember? So?”

“Millie's pregnant. I asked her to marry me.”

Millie Wainwright is Abe's love and partner. They met a while back. Originally, she was once a client of mine who needed help in getting rid of a couple hundred pounds of dead weight; her ex. They hit it off right from the git-go and have been together ever since.

“No shit. Congrats. I take it she said yes?” I said.

He nodded and didn't say anything for a moment then lowered his eyes.

“That's great, man. It is, isn't it?” I asked.

“Yeah, of course it is,” he said, still looking into his cup of coffee.

“Yeah, but...?”

He shrugged. 

“C'mon, Abe. Talk to me.”

“I love Millie, you know that, more than I thought I could ever love someone again.”

“Yeah. So far so good.”

“It just that...shit, you know what I do and where I do it. I know she worries about me every day I walk out the door especially since that time a couple of years ago. And now; a kid.”

“Hey, buddy, you can't let that mess with you. She knew what she was taking on when she hooked up with you. She loves you and will stick with you. And I think she'll be a great mother. You just got to trust her.”

“Yeah, I know. It's just that I remember Phyllis.”

Phyllis was his first wife. They split after a long marriage, and she took his other kids. She remarried some businessman or something and moved somewhere on the west coast. She couldn't cope with the job, and he had a hard time dealing with losing his kids.

“I know,” I said. “But Millie's not Phyllis. She a lot stronger.”

“I know,” he said.

“Have you talked with her about this?”

He slowly shook his head. “No.”

“Then you got to talk to her.”

He didn't say anything.

“I mean it, Abe. Talk to her. Remember, part of the problem you had with Phyllis was you didn't talk.”

“When'd you get so smart about relationships? Never mind. I can see Jane's hand at work.”

“Yeah, I suppose so,” I said, chuckling.

“Thanks, Murph.”

“For what?”

“Listening. So. You working anything interesting?” he said, changing the subject.

“Just the same ole crap.”

“Guess that's why you get the big bucks and can spring for lunch, huh?” he said, with just a hint of sarcasm.

“Smart ass,” I said. “Speaking of work, how're things in cop land? Anything new?”

“Naw, same old shit, only higher. It isn't like the old days. It all seems to be changing and changing at a faster pace that we can keep up with.”

“Yeah, I know.” 

Lately, whenever Jane and I visited some of the clubs we used to go to in the Village it seemed different somehow. A different mood and feel seemed to be everywhere. The music scene and the people have all gone so far away from what we loved about the place. Now it seems to be more about drugs and sex, even more than it used to be but nastier, dirtier. There is also a growing underground of political discontent centred around America's continuing involvement in Vietnam, the growing tensions with the Soviet Union and the rise of activism on the civil liberties front, mostly fuelled by the draft dodgers, deserters, and other malcontents, that ran here to avoid being sent to Vietnam.

There isn't a day, it seems, when there isn't a report of a protest march or a riot. Christ, I even heard that the National Guard has actually been called out in a couple of instances.

“I'm not sure I want to stay around for what's coming,” Abe said.

“Well, you did your time, and you did some good, so maybe it's time to put in for something upstairs or maybe, even call it a day.”

“Hmm. I have to say, Murph, I'm thinking about it.”

“Taken any steps yet?”

He nodded, “Uh-huh. Remember I said I was in the neighbourhood on business?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, well, I stopped by and had a meeting with Mike. We talked.”

Mike Clark was our Watch Commander way back when we were both in uniform. Later, he was Abe's boss in the Homicide Squad at the Village area police station. Now, he's a Captain and sitting in Administration.

“And?”

“Nothing, yet. But he's going to start looking for me.”

“Any idea what you'll take? I mean, you've been a street cop a long time and if he does find something it'll likely be administrative, right?”

“Yeah, I know. And, yeah, I've been thinking about it. I was thinking maybe IA.”

“Hmm. Yeah, I can see that. Actually, you'd be a good fit there. You're a good cop and the cleanest one I know. Besides, given what I know about how you feel about bad cops...,” I said with a shrug.

“Yeah. And it'd let me keep active as an investigator,” he said.

“Millie know this yet?”

“Yeah. She'll back me whatever I decide.”

“Figured as much.”

I didn't want to push him for more because he sounded like he really didn't have much more to say. After a moment, I signalled the waitress to bring the check.

Outside on the sidewalk, I asked him if they were free on Saturday; maybe go out to dinner and catch a movie or something. He said he'd talk to Millie and call me. He crossed over to the other side of the street where he had parked the squad car. I decided to walk back to the office.

Once I was back at my desk, I reached for the phone and dialed. 

“Reference and Research Department,” said a sexy voice that still makes my heart flutter just a little. 

Jane Caldwell, now Murphy for the last two years, works as a researcher with the Toronto City Public Library. That's where she worked when I met her while working a minor case about three years back. She helped me find some information that helped solve the case. That, as they say, was the start of a beautiful relationship.

“Hey, baby.” I said into the mouthpiece.

“Hey, yourself. To what do I owe this call?”

“Can't a fella call the love of his life just to hear her voice?”

“A certain fella most certainly can,” Jane said, chuckling. “Really. What's up?”

“Nothing. I just had lunch with Abe. We might be going out with him and Millie on Saturday. Is that okay?”

“Certainly it is, you don't have to ask. I'll call Mrs. Gunther to make sure she can sit with Jenny.”

“Great. Oh, by the way he told me...”

“Millie's pregnant. I know,” she said, cutting me off. “Isn't it wonderful.”

“Yeah. Wonderful.”

Of course, she and Millie were very close friends so, she’d know.

“Uh-oh. What?”

“Oh no, it's nothing like that. It just that Abe's nervous is all. Did you know that he's even asked her to marry him.”

“Really? That's good. She must be over the moon.”

“Yeah, maybe, but you gotta promise to keep that to yourself, okay?”

“Of course, I will,” she said. I had a mental image of her fingers crossing. 

“Okay then. I'll see tonight. Love you,” I said.

“Love you too,” she said, then hung up.

Funny how life seems to throws curves and second chances at us just when we think you got it figured out, or that we have lost our footing. It looks like Abe's life is about to go through a big-time hiccup. This could be interesting.
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TWO DAYS AFTER MY LUNCH with Abe, I was sitting in my car watching a five-story brick apartment building in Etobicoke.

The insurance company I worked for, held a life and accident policy on one Malcolm Jewison; a cab driver with the area cab company. Four months ago, he was involved in an accident when his car was broadsided by another car. At the time, he was the only occupant and the other car hit him on the passenger side. His cab was pretty much written off. He was lucky and only sustained minor injuries, mostly scratches and bruises but, two weeks after the accident, he filed a claim, citing indefinable back and neck pain which resulted in him having to stop work. Jewison was able to provide medical reports for the claim, however, these stipulated that the cause of these pains were not easily confirmable.

The company had to honour the claim, however, they decided to put Mr. Jewison under surveillance since these types of injuries are far too often bogus. That's why I was sitting here with a loaded Leica camera at ten o'clock at night instead of home with my two ladies. 

According to the reports, he was confined to a neck brace and had to use a walker most of the time. Two days ago, while watching him, I spotted him coming out of a neighbourhood bar carrying his neck brace and no walker. He went about fifty feet up the street before realizing his mistake and put it on. I went inside and nosed around. I found out Jewison and a couple of his buddies were planning a weekend in Atlantic City. They were leaving by bus this coming Friday night from Union Station. 

When Friday night came, I was sitting in my car once again, this time in the parking area of a bus terminal with a clear view of the bus bays. I spotted my guy in the terminal with three other men. I assumed these were his friends. Jewison stood talking and laughing holding an overnight bag in one hand. No neck brace. No walker. I snapped off several frames. 

Just then a bus eased into a bay and opened its door. People started exiting the bus. I heard the slightly muffled announcement to board over the PA system. Jewison and his friends made their way to the loading ramp.

It was then that I spotted the man. He stepped down from the bus, the last to disembark, pausing a moment beside the passengers waiting to board. I held the camera up and adjusted the telephoto lens, zooming in on Jewison. 

Then the man who had just disembarked turned his face in my general direction. 

Peter Tate.

I froze for a second staring in disbelief then snapped three quick frames before he turned and disappeared into the terminal. By now Jewison and his friends had boarded the bus. That was okay. I had enough to present to the legal department for action. I started up the car and headed for home. Job done.

The next day while at the office writing my report on Jewison, I couldn't get the image of Tate out of my head. If it was him, why would he be back? He had to know that if the police even thought he was here they'd be on him like flies on crap.

Abe and his partner had been shot and Abe almost died. His partner did die. I found out that the hit was set up by a couple of crooked Vice cops, Peter Tate being one of them. I went after them and succeeded in bringing them down. Tate managed to escape before the hammer fell. His partner wasn't so lucky. He took a bullet and is still doing time in Kingston Federal Penitentiary.

I still wasn't completely positive that it was Tate I saw at the terminal. But I would soon know once my pictures came back. If it is Tate, I'd have to call Abe and let him know and start thinking about my own back, since I was almost certain that Tate held me personally responsible for his downfall. Jane and Jenny immediately popped into my head. A slight cold shiver went down my back.

Just then the phone on my desk rang.

“Yeah?” I said when I picked up.

“Uh...sorry, Matt. Didn't mean to interrupt,” Maggie said. 

“Oh, uh, sorry,” I said, quickly. “Sorry 'bout that, Mag. I was into this report. What's up?”

“Your prints are back. Should I bring them in?”

“Yeah. Thanks.” I returned the phone to its cradle.

A moment later Maggie stepped in and passed me a large manila envelope and set a fresh mug of coffee on the desk.

Maggie Garrett has been with me for the last year and a half. I had to start keeping better records and such since taking on these new retainers and it didn't take too long to figure out that I had no head for it. I initially hired her on a part time basis, but she quickly proved to be invaluable and efficient so, shortly after making my deals with the insurance company and the lawyers, I took her on full-time. 

She is a petite blonde forty something with an attractive figure. She is also a very happily married petite blonde thirty something. Her husband, Charlie, works for the City in the Public Works Department as an engineer. They have two teenage girls. I learned very quickly that she is a very bright and efficient woman. 

“You're a doll,” I said, flashing her a smile. “Thanks.”

“Anything else?” she asked.

“No, I don't think so.”

“Okay. I'm off to lunch. Bring anything back?”

“No, I'm good, thanks. Enjoy.”

I opened the envelop and slipped the set of 8 x 10 glossy black and white prints onto the desk. I fingered through them quickly looking for the ones that would have had Tate in them. I found them, and there he was as clear as a bell. 

I reached for the phone and dialed Abe's direct number.

“Homicide. Goldman,” he said, when he answered.

“It's me,” I said. “You sitting down?”

“Huh? Whaddya mean, sitting down?”

“Never mind. Listen. I was on a stakeout down at Union Station checking on an accident claim victim suspected of running a scam. Anyway, I was shooting some pictures when you'll never guess who I saw getting off the incoming bus?”

“Santa Claus? I don't know, who?” Abe asked with a hint of impatience in his voice.

“Our old buddy, former Vice Detective Peter Tate.”

“You're kidding?”

“Nope. Got him in black and white. Clear as a bell. It's Tate,” I said.

“Jesus. What the hell's he doing back here?”

“My guess, some unfinished business.”

“Yeah, 'spose so. But then you know that some of that business might include you?”

“The thought had crossed my mind,” I said. “I did have a hand in breaking up his racket and bring everything down.”

“A little more than just a hand, amigo. You know if he's here for you this could be pretty serious if he finds you, right? I mean, Jane and Jenny...”

“Yeah, I am very much aware of that,” I said.

“You know I'll back you up any way I can,” he said.

“I know.”

“Think Jackson might be available?” Abe sounded unsure.

“Don't know. He's sorta gone legit and I'd hate to ask. Besides, I think Thelma would have my balls if I drag him into something that got him hurt.” I shook my head.

“Yeah, well, if you need anything, call. I can put someone on them if you need it.”

“Thanks. I will if I have to. Count on it,” I said.

“Right. I'll need a copy of the pictures and a detailed statement from you. I'm takin' this to Bill Robertson IA. You remember him?”

“Uh-huh.”

“He's still on the job and I know he'd like to lay his hands on Tate.”

“Okay. I'll have everything ready in a coupla hours and run it over to you,” I said.

“See ya when you get here,” Abe said, then hung up.

I guess it's true what they say about what goes around comes around. I thought that I left that part of my life behind me when I married Jane. So many things had changed around that time. Crazy Pete died, and my friend Elmore Jackson, who used to run with the black mob in Harlem, had packed it in, opting to run his club with his wife, Thelma. As the song says, 'The times they are a'changin'.' Pete Tate's return was going to pull me back into that life.

I wasn't worried about dealing with him. My worry was that he might find out about Jane and Jenny, my one soft spot. I decided that I had to take steps before anything happened. The first step was to make sure that my family was safe.

I reached for the phone and dialed.

“T's” said a sultry voice with a sweet-sounding southern accent.

“Oooo, I think I'm in love,” I said, sounding like a love-struck teenager.

“Who dis?”

“Why sugar, I'm hurt. And here I thought I made an indelible impression,” I said in an exaggerated tone. 

“Dat you, Murph?” she asked after a second, the southern accent now gone.

“Sho nuff.”

“Hmm. I like's it when a white boy try to sound like a Bro.”

“And I love it when you do your southern belle imitation,” I said, chuckling.

“It's good for the tips an' a proposal or two. What y'all want, cupcake?”

“I bet it does at that, Mav,” I said. “Is he in?”

Mavis Cousins is a gorgeous twenty-two-year-old black woman with the body of a ballerina and a face to make the heart skip a beat. She's been on the staff at T's for almost a year now and the most popular waitress Thelma has working. She is also a fantastic singer, performing with the various bands that play at the club as a stand-in. The girl brings in a steady stream of trade.

“Yeah. Hang on, I'll git 'im,” she said, laying the phone down.

Elmore Jackson and I go back more than fifteen years. During that time, he has backed me up on a number of occasions when I needed someone to watch my back. He’s the toughest and most fearless man I've ever known. One of those men whose reputation is sufficient to make most back away and think twice. 

Back in his younger days, he worked for, or with, I never could find out which, a major Harlem underground personality named, Leroy 'Mojo' Johnson. I never knew what he did and never asked. They went back all the way to the South where they grew up together. 
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