
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Hindsight and Other Stories

        

        
        
          Joan Corwin

        

        
          Published by Serving House Books, 2025.

        

    


Hindsight, and Other Stories

Copyright © 2025 Joan Corwin

First Edition

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, digital, or mechanical, including photocopy, audio recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without prior permission from the publisher or author (except by reviewers who may quote brief passages). 

This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. 

Published by Serving House Books

Lawrence Landing Company 

Raleigh, North Carolina 27609

United States of America

www.servinghousebooks.com

Serving House Books is a proud member of  

Independent Book Publishers Association

and 

Community of Literary Magazines and Presses

Paperback ISBN: 978-1-947175-68-6

Library of Congress Control Number:  

2025933389

Cover design by L. Corwin Christie 

Author photo by Kimberly Kingen 

Cover edited by Jacob Arms 


in memory of Melody

we were never lost; 

we were exactly where we wanted to be

POINT MAN

I take point with these guys on an interstate job hitting a truckload of electronics, really good stuff, the kind with German names you never heard of—but hard to move. I’d rather hit a semi full of iPods, easy to dispose of and tough to trace. So I’m nervous about the game because the goods are too shine. Plus, it’s for that prick Scissors. But I need the work, and besides, the guys on the team—Nick’s team—are pros. And I’m their point man. 

You want somebody quiet on point, somebody who can listen. I’m a good listener. I’m the only one ever listens to the frogs, for instance. Those little frogs, the kind that get quiet as soon as they sense someone near, like thousands of tiny point men. Listening to the frogs got me where I am today.

It was a couple years back, summer, a target out in the sticks. I was on another team, not point man, just a hump. Someone dimed us out, so we heard later, and there was a flock of uniforms, local Barneys, lying in wait for us. They had to start whispering or squirming around, making some kind of noise, because before we even got close, all the frogs stopped chirping. I was the only one who noticed. I moved to the front and signaled the team. We backed off real quiet, got in our rides and slipped away. Nick heard how this went down, and the next thing I know I got a permanent gig as point man with his team.

This time, the team is me and Nick and Bernie and Mickey. The only actor we don’t know is the rig driver, but he comes with good credentials and he’s got a fake trucker’s ID. He’s a cross-roader, always on the move from town to town, con to con. A floater like this, sometimes he’s the best guy for the job, but you have to be able to trust him, because when the hustle’s done, he is gone. The deal is, we pay him half up front and he leaves the trailer for us at the drop spot, drives the cab one state over and dumps that at a rest stop, where we have a car and the other half of the cash waiting for him. 

It’s a good spot, where we break open the trailer. It’s out-of-the-way, secluded, set back in the woods. Not a place you come on if you’re not looking for it in the first place. We know the trailer will still be there when we arrive, because once you back eighteen wheels down that dirt drive, you’re inclined to leave the load behind when you go. 

As point, I’m supposed to be the first to the trailer and the last in. We’ve got an old Lincoln Town Car and a van, so we have room to transport a decent-size score without drawing attention, and we park far enough that I can suss the scene before calling the others in. The trailer is exactly where it should be, and the cab is gone.

This night, it’s a beautiful night. The sky is full of stars. It’s not easy taking point under a sky like that. You don’t want to get distracted when you’re on point. But this spot is so secure that I can look up for a second or two without worrying about getting jumped. Besides, you can hear those little frogs chirping all over the place. 

I think I’m moving without a sound, gliding almost, but I notice the chirps go out one after the other when I pass, like I’m carrying this shell of quiet with me. Once I reach the container, I see the padlock’s swinging free, which means the driver helped himself before he left, and this makes me stop and listen to the dark. When I’m convinced we are alone, I pull the doors and wave everyone to come in. But the stench hits me and I gag. The others see me double over and out comes the hardware. (I don’t carry a gun—it’s the best way I know to get killed on a lick.) I guess they figure we’ve been suckered, that someone inside the trailer took me down when I opened it, though by this time the smell’s got to make an impression, and why they think something dead long enough to stink like that is in any condition to fight, I don’t know.

I can hardly breathe, but I shine my flashlight into the trailer, holding it away from my body so I’m not a target in the dark. And I can’t believe what I see. By now it’s clear there’s nobody in that trailer that we have to worry about, so the other guys close in, one hand over nose and mouth, the other aiming a flashlight. Our four beams light up the load, so then I have to believe it. 

The trailer is full of little cages, floor to ceiling, and in them are little hairy heaps. They’re not moving, but the threads of light cross each other and make the shadows shrink and stretch and dodge, picking up a face here, a tail there, a little hairy arm hanging through the bars. They’re monkeys, dead monkeys. Scores of them, each with its own little cage. 

I never liked monkeys. People, girls mostly, think they’re cute, but they’re too human for me. They look like what people would look like if all the good was freeze-dried out of them—little, shriveled, hairy pieces of evil. 

“Fuck! Fuck me!” Mickey’s spitting, he’s so angry. “It’s the wrong rig!” 

“How the fuck did this happen?” Bernie screams in that high voice he has. “Who the fuck was our intel?”

“Guy in the trucking company,” says Nick. He’s cool like always. When I try to put Nick’s cool into context, to account for it, I imagine a shooting range somewhere with all the targets’ heads blown off, or a punching bag leaking sawdust from a thousand holes. “It happens,” he says, pulling out his cigarettes. “Last minute change or something.” He doesn’t believe this. He knows the driver is supposed to check the load before he hits the road, so either our driver didn’t do his job, or we’ve been set up.

That last idea strikes us all at the same time and we spin around expecting to get wasted or collared. The night is quiet, except for those little frogs, which start up again like they’ve got us figured, like we’re no threat.

“So how’d they die?” asks Bernie. He’s snapping his fingers like he does when he’s nervous, and even in gloves, they sound like shots. I’ve taped his fingers together sometimes when I know the job is going to involve serious stealth. His mouth is another issue. “How? How’d they die?” The rest of us look at each other and shrug. But there’s no such thing as a rhetorical question with Bernie. Somebody has to answer, or he’ll never stop.

“Experiments probably,” grunts Mickey. “You know, like in labs where they test stuff on animals.”

I’m scanning the labels on the cages now with my light, and these monkeys aren’t test monkeys. They’re for pet stores back East. But they’re all dead—at least, all but one. Not that it’s making any noise. It’s just that when the guys turn away from the doors, I make a sweep, one last sweep, and all the other little shiny eyes must be closed because it’s only in this one cage that the beam picks them up, two tiny beads of light, looking right at me. We almost missed it, almost shut it back up in there alive. I break out in a sweat when I think about that.

“Wait a minute,” I say, though the instant I do, I feel like I just sawed through the wrong end of a tree limb I’m sitting on. “Wait a minute. That one’s alive.” I can sense the guys sending each other signals behind my back, and there is a chance that they’ll shut the doors on me when I go for the monkey. But I have to go in. I saw its eyes looking right at me. I saw its eyes, and it saw me.

My sister had that look. She had the look. I had the ears. I could hear when the old man reached the fork at Philly’s Mill more than a mile from home. I’d take the flashlight, not the broken one he beat me with, the working one that I hid in the pantry in the crockpot we never used. And a sleeping bag. And I’d leave. My sister’d just look at me. Twenty-three years later, I’m point man for Nick’s team, and there’s that look again.

I feel their eyes on my back when I climb into the trailer, but they don’t shut me in. Maybe they’re afraid one of them will have to wax me first so that no one finds the trailer with me alive in it. Maybe each guy is waiting for the others to do it. Maybe this is why they don’t leave me to die with the monkey, among monkeys. Or maybe they’re just good guys, I don’t know. I lost perspective on that over the years.

“Look, Pete,” says Mickey, “it’s just a monkey and . . . Jesus, it stinks!” he adds when I bring the cage out, the little animal in there just sitting, not moving, staring at us, the loss of the other monkeys sitting so heavy on it, it’s like a swallow that won’t go down. And I know it stinks, and I know it’s a monkey, which is a thing I hate, but there’s something about the way it studies us, one at a time, that makes even Mickey and Bernie stop grumbling and look at their feet.

The only one that matters, though, is Nick, and I glance over to where he’s lighting his cigarette. He’s got his hands cupped so I can’t see his face.

“I’ll take care of it,” I say, and there is a crash in my ears like the Seal of Doom. But it’s just Mickey closing the back of the trailer.

No one will ride in the Town Car with me and the monkey because of the smell. I shrug, put the monkey in back and climb into the driver’s seat, even though I am not one of our drivers—point men never are. But no one says anything. They just get in the van and watch me pull out. 

I’m on the highway for only a few minutes before I have to look in the rearview mirror because I want to prove to myself that what I’m feeling is not that monkey’s eyes on me. But the monkey is looking into the mirror, too, right at me, right at my face, quiet, serious, not like it’s accusing me or anything, just solemn, just serious. I flip the mirror up and drive the rest of the way without it.

Usually, when we score, we stash the goods at a locker, or at one of Scissors’ cribs if the game is his, but there aren’t any goods to stash, so I head home. The Town Car is hot, and I decide to lose it in a neighborhood where no one knows me, about a mile from my block. I remove the false plates and I lay them on top of the monkey’s cage with the monkey inside it. It’s maybe three in the morning by now, but if anyone is looking, they’re making a mental note of me carrying a monkey in a cage with license plates. 

I’m at my place turning the key in the lock, when I realize that even though we’re not closed up inside the car anymore, and even though the cage has a live monkey in it, not a dead one, it really does reek. There’s shit all over it, and I know I’m going to have to clean it and I’m worried about how to get the monkey clean—will I have to touch it, for instance?

I take the cage straight to the bathroom, and I do something I know I’ll regret—I turn off my cell phone.

It’s only a studio apartment, my place, just a box with a strip of kitchen on one side and a bathroom so narrow I can sit on the john and lean over to wash the monkey. Cleaning the monkey is not as disgusting as I thought it would be. I have to believe changing a human diaper is worse. It doesn’t resist when I take it out of the cage and it hardly weighs anything, so I can hold it away from me and only my hands get dirty. In fact, it’s so light I have this moment of panic that maybe it’s not real—maybe I’m imagining the monkey, hallucinating. But I get a noseful of the stink, and that settles me.

The monkey is thin like a little kid. It doesn’t make a sound and hardly moves the whole time I wash it. (I wonder, maybe the dead monkeys shocked all the sound out of it, maybe the horror took its voice.) I use my Dial soap, like I would on myself. I don’t turn on the shower in case it would scare the monkey, so I have to work the soapy shit out of its fur with handfuls of water, which takes a long time. It doesn’t squirm or act impatient. Once, though, its butt slips and its head goes back, and I reach for its arms at the same time it reaches for mine. Little dark hands grab my wrists, and I pull the monkey up from the water. The palms are rough, scratchy, but that’s not what bothers me. It’s when I look at them, at the thin dark fingers, my eyes fill up and I have to squeeze my face to keep from acting like a fool. I know the monkey is watching me, but I don’t look back.

I had dogs I washed in the tub. With dogs, you rub them hard to dry them and they get loony and playful, but I’m pretty sure I shouldn’t be rough with the monkey, so I pat it dry with my one ragged bath towel. Now that the shit’s washed out of its coat, I can see it better. It isn’t one of those space monkeys, chimpanzees, which are apes, not monkeys. It’s smaller than that and has long, skinny arms, and a very long tail, and it’s covered in reddish fur, also long, with lighter, shorter hairs around its eyes and mouth. I’ve seen kids like that, starved-looking, big eyes, crazy puffs of hair stuck up around their heads. And of course, I’ve seen some kids looked that serious.

When the monkey’s not dripping anymore, I put it on the floor while I rinse the cage off. Then I sit the monkey in the cage on one end of the towel and drape the other end over its shoulders to keep it warm. It looks like a little Buddha, not the happy kind, one that’s got the sorrow of the world on him. And even though it doesn’t stink anymore, it’s giving off this other thing, this cloud you can feel, not see, of sadness. 

And then I can’t think what I should do for the monkey. I can’t concentrate because I’m back at the house listening. Listening for the Ford, the way the tires squeal taking the fork. Putting everything I’ve got into listening, like I expect the old man to catch us at something—like living, maybe. I’m in those seconds when we know the pickup is getting closer, that maybe he’s got some food for us this time, but maybe he doesn’t. That maybe we’ll be too sick with fear to eat anyway. Every second pushing me to a choice—to run or not. 

And I think food. When was the last time the monkey ate? Maybe all the monkey needs is food and its spirits will pick up. Something in me knows this is not true, but I have to resist the inevitable. I have to make it harder for Destiny to play me. 

I try to think what I know monkeys eat, besides bananas. I don’t have bananas. Other fruit, I think, and maybe bugs. I have plenty of bugs, but not handy, not corralled. I have some peaches, and grapes. 

In the fridge, I find a peach that is still more peach than mold, so I cut off the good parts and pull off the best grapes and bring everything to the monkey, spread it around the monkey where it can reach. It doesn’t move. I try the peaches and grapes, and then Rice Chex, and Ritz crackers (with peanut butter). I hold a cracker to the monkey’s mouth and make Mmmm noises. I take a bite to show it. The monkey looks at me, and then it looks away. It’s got this thing, this dignity, and it’s killing me.

It’s morning by now, and the city noises pick up—the birds and the traffic. Delivery vans, horns, the crackle of the broken sidewalk underfoot. People laughing, belching, swearing. My own building shaking itself awake. And then I hear the humping sound of bass in a ride passing by. And I think music. The walls are like paper in my building, but I figure it’s late enough that music won’t disturb the neighbors, which is important, not annoying the neighbors, when most of what you have you don’t own.

So I turn on the stereo system I kept from a haul a couple of years ago. It’s got decent sound, only the receiver gets a lot of static on the AM stations. I have a hot-jazz-and-low-down blues CD collection, but when I look at the monkey, I think “soothing” is what it needs, and since I hate easy-listening, I surf the FM stations until I find some classical stuff. No response from the monkey, but I leave it on. I get myself a beer and shift my armchair to where I can keep an eye on the monkey, checking it only once in a while, being real subtle, so I don’t alarm it with my attention. Whenever the music changes, a voice ID’s each track, the musicians and conductors and composers and other stuff. This goes on for a while, until I’m thinking of switching stations. Then the monkey moves.

The station has just put on this very pretty piece of music, sort of genteel and flowing and gut-wrenching at the same time, the way classical music can get, and the monkey stands up. It stands up and puts its hands on the bars of the cage. This makes me jump, and I stand up, too. The monkey’s eyes are wider than they were before, and its mouth is open like it’s about to say something, something wise, or something to make your heart split open. It grips the bars so hard I worry it’s having some kind of fit, so I turn off the music. But this really upsets the monkey. It starts doing this thing with its hands—wringing them—that’s what you would call it in a human, wringing its hands, only slowly, like a very, very old man, like someone senile, someone with Alzheimer’s and all the time in the world to wring. So I turn the music back on, and it stops twisting its hands and puts them back on the bars. I open the cage and let the monkey out.

It doesn’t tear out of there. It creeps, using its hands and its legs. It moves sideways towards the music, crabbing along the floor, its tail floating after it like it’s held up with a wire, and it comes to a stop in front of one of the speakers. And it just sits there with its hands on its knees, still serious, still silent, listening. But the monkey is happy. I can tell because it’s not giving off that sadness like it was before.

I’m trying not to believe that the monkey loves this piece of music, just this one. I am worried about what a thought like that would say about my sanity, but then, I am a guy who risked his life for a monkey. And even if it’s true, I can’t record off the radio, not with my equipment. Still, when the music ends and the voice tells us what we were listening to, I pay attention. Quartet for Strings in G K 80 Adagio by Mozart.

Another piece begins, and right away the monkey changes. It droops. It sags so that its little chin is on its chest. It moves in close and puts an arm around a speaker and slumps against it, limp, like it gives up. Like it’s grieving for the music that is gone. And then it looks at me, and I know the look. I know I’m going to have to buy that quartet piece, get it on CD, and play it for the monkey all the time because what it’s been through, it deserves the music it wants. And anyway, I know, without the music, the monkey will die.

There are obstacles. I can’t leave the monkey to go shopping for the CD—it could die all alone—but I can’t take a monkey in a store. I know from experience that the only CDs a fence will turn over these days are rap and hip-hop. You won’t find Mozart on the street. And I can’t order from home. For one thing, the CD might not get here in time, and anyway, I don’t have a credit card—not in my name. I have plenty of credit cards in other names, but I only use them on the move and never have anything sent to my address. This never bothered me before. But now—the stolen cards, the lack of credit, the cash-flow situation—it’s like I’m not just letting the monkey down now, at this moment, when we need that CD. I’ve been letting the monkey down my whole life. 

So, I have to try. I use this phone book I scored from a public booth, and even though I don’t know how I’ll be able to pick up the CD, I make the calls. (When I turn on the cell, I see Nick’s been trying to reach me. I ignore the messages and dial.) I call music stores. I call electronics stores. Even bookstores, the kind that sell more book-stuff than books. Some of these stores, they’ve got other Mozarts—other quartets in other letters and other numbers. But no Quartet for Strings in G K 80. So I keep trying. Musical instrument stores, gift stores, and all the stores that these stores send me to, like museum stores and stationery stores—any store anyone can think of. 

When I run out of places to call, I turn off the cell again. Then I take point, sitting where I can see the monkey, the door and out the window, below to the street. It’s still beautiful out, like the night before, and it stays that way, right into dusk, and even though you can’t see the stars in the city, I think for minute about the clearing where we opened the trailer. The little frogs that stopped chirping when I passed. 

Sometimes I took my sister with me, sometimes I didn’t. It depended on what I heard in the way the old man ran the corners, in how he slammed the gears, how fast he was driving, how dangerous he was. 

We hid in the woods by the marsh until he slept it off. Shared my sleeping bag under a rhododendron, shivering into the dawn. I took point, pinching myself to keep from drifting off. Sometimes he came looking for us, so hot his anger hit us like waves before he even got close, before we could smell the liquor fug that stuck to him. Before the frogs stopped chirping. When they did stop, my heart died, over and over, until they picked up again and we knew that he’d stumbled back to the house. Sometimes he was so bad, he pitched into the marsh, swearing and screaming at the sawgrass, and I held my sister’s hand to keep her quiet. Sometimes he passed out between us and home, and in the morning we’d come on him sleeping like a dead man while we stole our way back. 

When the door buzzer sounds, I jerk awake. I can’t believe it. I’m point man and I nodded off standing point. That’s a bullet in the back of the head on most teams, so it’s no surprise I’m in a sweat, rushing to the monkey to put it back in the cage. But I don’t even reach the speaker before my door blows in, never mind knocking.

“Where the fuck you been?” Mickey shouts, “What the fuck is going on, Pete? Nick’s been calling you! All fucking day!” He looks at me and at the monkey hugging the speaker. Someone’s playing piano on the radio like he’s trying to cover all the keys at once. 

“Sorry, Mick, battery died,” I lie. It’s a lame-ass excuse, and he knows it, but there are so many things we don’t want to have to say to each other.

“We got a gig for later tonight,” Mickey reports, chopping his words like they’re punches. “B-and-E, house-call. For Scissors.” He puts a hand over his eyes and takes a breath. “Oak and 23rd, 11:30, white Olds sedan.” Then he looks at me. Pleads. “Christ, Pete, be there. Don’t fuck up. I liked you, man.” I note the past tense. He turns away and heads out the door, and his voice gets hard again: “I fucking mean it, fuckhead!”

I can’t refuse because the fact that Scissors came in with an offer and Nick took him up on it so soon after the trailer disaster is for my benefit. I know they are worried about my state of mind. They have to see if I’ve lost it or not. They’re considering cutting me loose. And I’m worried, too. Because I’m going to take the monkey along on the job. 

I leave my place early and circle around the block where the Olds is parked so they don’t see me with the monkey before I want them to. Mickey’s not there—I have to believe the monkey and the speaker and the music were too much for him. Instead, Nick’s driving—that means me and Bernie inside, with Nick in the car taking our backs. My gut twists. 

“What the fuck!” Bernie shrieks when he turns to catch me slipping the cage onto the backseat.

I can see Nick’s profile, and it’s not encouraging. His eyes are give-me-strength closed, and I figure Mickey has been filling him in. “Why’d you bring the monkey, Pete?” he asks, his voice dead calm. I see the index finger he holds up to keep Bernie from starting in on me. He’s like a patient parent, or a nurse with a mental case.

“Just figured,” I answer, but the Olds is still idling—we are not moving. 

“Figured what, you crazy asshole?” sputters Bernie. His face is almost purple and he’s clawing his way around the passenger seat to get at me, but Nick holds him back until he quits struggling and flops into his seat. 

“Pete, we can’t take the monkey on the job,” Nick says in that same even voice. “It’s a liability. First, it slows us down. Two, it’s noisy—”

“Not this monkey—” I start, but his eyebrows go up and he tilts his head, just like teachers when you interrupt them, so I wait for him to finish.

“It’s unpredictable, let’s say, okay, Pete? Un-pre-dic-table. Plus—and this is a big plus, Pete—Scissors sees this monkey in this car on this job and we’ll be mopping your brains off this nice vinyl interior for a week.”

“Like ‘Pulp Fiction,’ Pete!” screams Bernie, “Pulp-fucking-Fiction!”

There’s no good way to explain myself, but I give Nick what I’ve got. “It’s dying, Nick. I can’t leave it alone. You saw what it was like in that trailer.” There is a suck of air as they both remember the stench, the little cages and their cargo of carcasses. “If it’s going to die, I don’t want it to be alone.”

“I don’t fucking believe this!” Bernie is beside himself. “Get the fuck out, man!”

“Shut up, Bernie!” Nick orders. He looks at the monkey. “It’s sick, huh?”

“Yeah.” I don’t explain about Mozart.

“You gotta keep it in the car, Pete. It’s gotta be alone that long. There’s a blanket behind you you can put over it so it thinks it’s night or something. Then nobody sees the monkey when we drop off the score.”

“What!” The air around us shimmies at the pitch of Bernie’s voice. “Are you out of your fucking mind?” 

“We don’t have a choice, Bern,” says Nick, and I’m straining to hear how he says it. “It’s a three-man job.”

“We’ll get somebody else—”

“It’s a three-man job that’s going down now.” And for the first time Nick gets that dangerous voice, the one you don’t contradict because you know it doesn’t matter who is right and who is wrong, we are doing it his way. He glances at the monkey again and at me. “At least it doesn’t stink anymore.”

It has to hit Bernie why this is, that the guy he’s been on twenty-some jobs with, the point man, the one they trust for point, washed the monkey, and he is so shocked that he can’t even scream. And I know Nick’s thinking the same thing. I know that’s why Nick’s letting me bring the monkey on this sensitive lick. Because any guy who would wash a monkey is too far gone to reason with. And I wonder what he’s got planned.

Then Bernie says, “It looks bad. Maybe it’s hungry.”

“Won’t eat,” I say.

“Come on,” says Bernie, considering this. “You try bananas?”

“Tried everything.”

The idea of the monkey not eating makes him quiet for a moment. 

“I got a Mounds Bar,” he offers, digging in a pocket. “Monkeys love coconut, don’t they?”

“Shut the fuck up!” Nick hisses. “We got a job to do, and we’re cutting it close.” But he’s turning the key, so I figure we settled the monkey issue for now, though he doesn’t understand, or I hope he doesn’t yet, that I’m not leaving the monkey in the car, and certainly not under a blanket. It will think it’s dead. 

We get to the target about midnight, cruise by once. It’s an old neighborhood, small houses, mostly brick, lower middle-class, mix of attention and neglect. We know about the homeowner because one of Scissors’ customers installs carpets for a living, and this cokehead is in serious debt to Scissors. So the junkie is putting in wall-to-wall and he overhears the owner canceling his paper for a week while he’s on vacation. The place itself is nothing special on the outside. It needs a paint job, and I’m starting to wonder why we expect to find anything besides the usual 26-inch TV and cheap CD changer.

We park the Olds in the alley and wait a few minutes to make sure everything’s quiet, and then we get out. I pull the cage toward me on the back seat, climb out with it and ease the car door closed, when I realize Nick has turned around to watch me. He sees I’m holding the cage, which I was supposed to leave in back under a blanket, and he doesn’t say a word about it. My blood goes cold, but I swing on ahead of Bernie with the monkey in the cage, listening for anything I don’t like the sound of. 

Our intel is No Alarm, and it’s true, there’s no lawn sign or window sticker. No dogs start up, either, so I’m beginning to let myself relax. And even though they filled me in on the way, I’m not prepared for what we find inside when I shine the beam around. Sound-studio in the den and incredible playback in the living room—that’s the reason for the carpet. A job like this makes our palms tingle because you can turn over recording equipment faster than just about anything. Everybody is a rock star these days.

Then I notice that one entire wall of the living room, the whole 16x8, is CDs. I’m itching to get at look at them, but I know the chances are slim this guy’s got what I want. 

We can’t flick a switch because, even with the blinds down, some neighbor could spot a crack of light and wonder who the hell’s in here. So we work by flashlight, relying partly on Scissors’ intel from the junkie, partly on instinct, unhooking what’s mobile and saleable and probably doesn’t need special software. Bernie’s our electronics expert. He spots the good stuff and knows how to handle it. (That has to be why Nick keeps him, I think.) Like I expect, I have to keep calming him down. He’s so excited by the score.
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