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A Few Clues from the Editor

 


Welcome back, everybody. And if you’re a new reader
for our second issue, thanks for giving us a look. We’re a bit
delayed as we’ve found that I’ve proven to be less than
indestructible this summer following a broken wrist (a skateboard,
a thirteen-year-old son, and a bit of bad judgment; he puts his
feet on the front of his board and keeps going, I try the same and
go backwards—who knew?) and some more knee surgery because at this
point, why not? The main thing is that after a collection of braces
and casts I’m finally able to type again, and therefore edit and
write and do all the things I was supposed to be doing all along.
Fortunately I can apologize to various publishers over the phone,
whether they want to hear it or not.

The first issue was a big success, which was
wonderful. We take that to mean that everything we tried to do was
what people were looking for in a new crime fiction magazine. The
trick of course is to keep it going. This issue we bring you
stories that I think are every bit as strong as those in the first,
including a new Sheriff Dan Rhodes story from the redoubtable Bill
Crider.

The best news may be that by the time you read this,
the subscription program will finally be up and running. Not only
does this ensure you’ll receive each issue in a sturdy
non-bubble-wrappy mailer but a series of coupons that will more
than pay for the subscription itself should you choose to use them.
The choice is an easy one. Subscribe today. Tell your mom.

Most of the feedback I’ve received about the magazine
has been through word of mouth at conferences like Bouchercon and
some through personal emails, but if you’re moved to go more in
depth, by all means online reviews can only help garner more
readers—always the goal, we are a magazine—but also feel free to
send feedback to rick@downandoutmagazine.com. We would love to hear
from you.

So from time to time I come up with topics that I use
to focus discussions around when I go to conferences or speak at
various events. Lately I’ve been noodling around with the notion
that with only the five big publishing companies in New York (the
“Big Five”), and the fact that forty years ago there were dozens,
is in fact hurting the quality of the crime fiction we see today.
That’s the argument and I illustrate it by saying I truly believe
if you were to stick your hand in a big box of paperback original
era Fawcett Gold Medal paperbacks and pick one at random, you are
much likely to pick up a book that is more suspenseful, more
original, has fewer plot holes, and has stronger characters than if
you were to do the same thing with a random boxful of Big Five
crime thrillers.

I think this is because New York’s thinking isn’t
“give me a great new book” it’s “give me another book like last
year’s and the year before’s,” or if you’re Joe Smith, “Give me
this year’s Joe Smith book.” They don’t read it the same way, they
don’t edit it the same way: it’s the name on the cover that’s
already sold it.

The “Hollywood blockbuster” mentality doesn’t help
either, where if Marketing doesn’t feel a title won’t sell x
number of titles they’re just not going to take a chance on it.
Publishing didn’t put these restrictions on themselves back in the
fifties and sixties. Don’t get me wrong, there were plenty of
clunkers back then too, there always have been, I’m just
postulating not as many as we have now.

Those are my fighting words. What do you think? As a
past judge of a major award I can tell you just how hard it is to
come up with enough contemporary books to even fill the
nominations, let alone find one to even feel good enough about to
name the winner. In many ways the Big Five era vs. the PBO era
seems to be one of “good enough” vs. originality.

Okay. Light me up. My email is rick@downandoutmagazine.com. Be gentle. I’m
injured.
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Lissa (pronounced “Lisa”) Marie Redmond is a
retired cold case and homicide detective from Buffalo, now turned
writer. Actually, now turned very, very good writer. Her first
novel in a projected trilogy will be released in February 2018 by
Midnight Ink called A Cold Day in Hell. One of her short
stories was a standout in Akashic’s Buffalo Noir (2015) and
this one, One at a Time, is another…

 


 


One at a Time

Lissa Marie Redmond

 


It’s just my luck to get locked in a trunk of a car
so old there’s no emergency latch. I pulled every wire, but it’s so
late and the roads so desolate the chances of getting pulled over
for a tail light infraction are pretty slim. The original tire jack
is long gone, along with the spare. I can feel the wheel turning
close to my head and scooch forward as far as I can. The shocks on
this Ford are shot, my head keeps smashing into the trunk lid with
every bump. I’ll probably die of a concussion before they get a
chance to kill me another way.

I messed up. But then again, I’ve always been a
screw-up. Victor knew that when he hired me. Now I’m about to be
driven out to the woods somewhere in a broken down 1969 Ford
Fairlane that’s older than me to get my brains blown out.

It smells like rust and exhaust fumes, it’s choking
me, making my eyes water. I run my hand across what’s left of the
carpeting back here. The corner feels squishy; damp and sticky.
Blood.

I’m not the first person to take this ride.

Jacki got me into this. Jacki with an “i.” She came
up to me at McGruder’s Bar in South Buffalo a week ago and said she
had a sure-fire job for me. Jacki had been bartending there for a
couple of years and I was one of her steady customers when I wasn’t
locked up. She always managed to get a tip out of me, mainly
because of the tight shirts she liked to wear but also because she
was nice to me when she didn’t have to be. She knew I’d just got
out of the county jail. She knew I was always strapped for cash
because I was drinking shitty draft beer. She knew I’d take one
look at that short skirt and say yes.

“Let’s go for a ride, Marcus,” she said, putting her
half empty bottle on the bar.

I finished my draft with a giant gulp, beer dribbling
down my chin onto my ratty Sabres jersey. “Where we going?”

“Victor wants me to show you something.”

Victor never got his own hands dirty. He’d always
been too smart for that. So I followed Jacki out to her brand new
black BMW and tried not to get any of the grease that was embedded
in my clothes and hands on the smooth leather of the
upholstery.

“I heard Joe Marella has you cleaning up his body
shop these days,” she said, dropping the car in gear.

“He owed me, from my last job,” I said, trying not to
watch her skirt ride up her thighs as she manipulated the gas and
brake.

Her black curls fell around her face as she nodded.
“He’s a good guy.”

She drove west, toward the water. The sun had already
sunk down into Lake Erie and a starless night hung overhead. Jacki
hummed as she drove. Someone told me she wanted to be a singer
once, before she met Victor. Victor had a way of altering your
trajectory. I’m living proof of that. For the moment anyway.

She pulled into the parking lot of one of Buffalo’s
numerous derelict grain elevators. It was a crumbling, broken down
wreck, not one of the fashionable “artsy” ones the preservationists
had poetry readings at down by Canalside. Hundreds of men had once
parked for work there every day but now it was a dumping ground.
Ripped, overflowing olive-green garbage bags littered the cracked
asphalt. A burned-out shell of a car was propped against one of the
buildings, black scorch marks rising up from the skeleton. The only
illumination came from the street lights that lined Ohio Street,
casting a dim glow over the section of the lot where Jacki parked
us.

She sat there looking at me until I asked, “What am I
supposed to see?”

“In exactly seven days Victor needs you to bring
something to this spot. This spot right here. Not the handicap spot
two over, or over by that chain link fence. Right. Fucking.
Here.”

I nodded. “Okay. I get it. What exactly am I supposed
to deliver?”

She arched an eyebrow at me. “Really?”

I shrugged. “Am I buying something? Selling
something? Hurting something? What?”

“You’re going to park a car right here, leave the
keys in the ignition, and walk away.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.” She licked the cherry red lip gloss on
her bottom lip. I tried to focus.

“How much for me?”

“Victor’s feeling generous. Ten grand. No questions
asked.”

Ten grand. I could do a lot with ten grand. Buy
myself a decent car and go to my sister’s in Florida. Her boyfriend
could find me something to do. He was good like that. At
twenty-nine years old, I’d spent a total of four years of my life
in and out of prison. Ten grand could get me the hell out of
Buffalo. Away from the grain elevators, away from the mountains of
snow and away from scrubbing out Joey Marella’s toilets for twelve
bucks an hour off the books. Ten grand could buy me a life.

I shook my head. “Too good to be true.”

“The envelope will be in the glove box. Pick it up
from point A, you drive it to point B. No stops. You walk away and
you take the money with you. What could be easier?”

“It’s never easy with you, Jacki.”

She leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Ten grand
can buy you a lot of easy, Marcus. It’s a yes or no proposition.
Victor needs an answer right now.”

I said yes, of course.

In the end, it always comes down to greed, doesn’t
it? I’ve thought about this for the last week and I should’ve been
happy, driving a rattle trap car to a vacant grain mill for ten
grand, but what if I could somehow make it eleven grand? Or fifteen
grand? Or a hundred grand? That’s the way my mind works, it always
has. If this is a good angle, there has to be a better one. The
problem is I’m no good at geometry. That’s why I end up in jail so
much. And why Victor’s guy is going to put a bullet into my skull
as soon as we get wherever we’re going.

This car groans and creaks like my grandmother’s
knees. The suspension is shot and the rattling muffler could fall
off with the next bump in the pavement. It’s a throwaway, like me.
Over a hundred thousand hard miles on it and still counting. Taken
from a junk yard somewhere where it probably should have been left
to die at the end of a hard life. No one will miss it, just like no
one will miss me.

I feel around the interior again. My cellphone is
dead, so I have no light. There’s no spare, no tire iron, no
fix-a-flat. When this old ass antique of a vehicle stops, I’m going
to be dead.

I started out okay. Jacki gave me a nail salon flyer
with the address of where to pick up the car and the time when it
would be there. I had Joey Marella drop me there after work. The
rusty red Ford Fairlane was parked in front of what used to be an
old bakery on Warsaw Avenue. I knew Victor owned the building and
leased the upstairs apartment to some of his working girls but it
was early in the day and no one would be around. I waved Joey
off—who thought I was going to pay one of the girls a visit, then I
walked up one side of the street and back down the other until I
thought I was alone and good to approach the car.

The keys were dangling from the ignition lock along
with a fuzzy green shamrock. That should have been my first warning
but I was too worried about getting out of there to think about it.
One of the leaves had broken off the key chain, making it a
two-leaf clover. Second warning? Bad luck, anyway.

The door wasn’t locked and I sank down into the
spongy front bench seat. The car was the size of a battleship. I
tried the heater. Of course it didn’t work. Why would you want a
working heater in Buffalo in February?

Putting the Ford in reverse, I backed out of the
space and then started heading for the grain elevator. It was icy
out and the tires were bald, so I kept slipping and sliding. With
every stop I was hearing something heavy thumping and bumping
around. The more I heard it, the more I wanted to see what it
was.

What could be the harm in unlocking the trunk?

I was too stupid to answer my own question.

Victor said don’t look, just drive. But how would
Victor know if I took a peek? Just a look see, for my own
curiosity, you know? What Victor didn’t know I knew wouldn’t hurt
me right?

The problem was: Victor always knows. That’s why he’s
the boss.

I heard the thump again as I turned into the empty
elevator lot. Instead of pulling into the designated spot as
directed, I pulled into a little alley between two small abandoned
buildings. The windows were long smashed out, leaving sharp little
glass teeth in the otherwise empty panes. Snow was tumbling down in
big, fat flakes between the red brick walls. I looked up at the
sliver of sky showing and saw dirty gray clouds. It was late
afternoon, but it might just as well have been twilight. I rubbed
my gloved hands together against the bitter cold and unlocked the
trunk. The whole place stunk like Cheerios, like they make in the
factories here. The falling snow could have been frozen drops of
milk.

Inside the trunk, bound with duct tape, was Joey
Marella’s nineteen-year-old son. I had heard rumors that Justin had
a big mouth, running around selling pills and hiding behind his
father’s reputation. But I also heard he got busted two weeks ago
holding two ounces of coke and a shiny new FMK 9mm. Him being duct
taped hand and foot, with another piece wrapped around his entire
head, mouth included, likely meant just one thing: he had rolled on
Victor. He meant for him to freeze to death in the trunk, which
Joey would recognize as a harsh message to keep the rest of his
people in line. The word would get out and I would get the blame.
No ten grand for me, just a one-way ticket back to Attica.

Justin was trying to talk, or at least make a noise.
They had worked him over pretty good. He had two black eyes and his
nose was crooked. I reached down with both hands and tried to tear
the layers of tape covering his mouth but it was too slick with his
saliva and snot. I had to dig at an end and unwrap the tape from
his head, pulling the hair from the back of his head. “Marcus,
please,” he begged. But with his new lack of teeth it came out more
like pleethzz. “Help me, Marcus. Don’t let them do
this.”

I’d known Justin since he was just a skinny kid
hanging around his dad’s shop. He’d come in with his toy cars and
pretend to fix them with the plastic tool kit he’d got on his
birthday. He knew how to make coffee when he was eight, knew where
we stashed the vintage Playboys by ten and knew which guy
liked what beer by the time he was twelve.

I looked down at him wriggling around in the trunk.
“Did you tell the police about Victor?”

“I had to, man! They said I was looking at twenty
years. The detective told me no one would ever know.”

“They lied.”

“Just let me go. I’ll disappear. I swear, you’ll
never see me again…”

Joey Marella and his wife had me over for Christmas
dinner, maybe six years ago. I don’t have a family anymore: my dad
died in jail and my mom lit out when I was thirteen and left me
with my dad’s brother. I always thought Joey felt sorry for me
because he was all about family. Especially his mother, who always
sat at the head of the dining room table like she was the Queen of
England. That Christmas I was perched on the edge of one of the
extra metal chairs they had pulled up to make room for me. I
stuffed so much ham and potatoes in my mouth I thought I’d explode,
my stomach bulging over my jeans.

Joey’s mom kept shoveling food on my plate. “You’re
too skinny!” she said in her thick Sicilian accent. All around,
Joey’s nieces and nephews were chasing each other in circles,
making a loud racket but nobody minded. When it came time to open
the presents we moved our chairs into the living room. Joey’s wife,
Connie, handed out the gifts and we watched the kids rip through
the wrapping paper, tearing at the boxes inside.

I was drinking a whiskey sour because everyone drank
whiskey sours at Joey’s house on Christmas, when Justin came up to
me. He had a box topped with a big blue bow and was offering it to
me.

“What’s this?” I’d asked him.

“It’s for you,” he said. He was thirteen years old
then, his voice breaking, face dusted with acne.

I took the box. “Why’d you get me a present?”

He stood waiting. “Just open it.”

I knew his mom had wrapped it for him: the kid
couldn’t tie a bow to save his life. So I tore into the paper that
had miniature candy canes on it and opened the box. A brand new
crescent wrench sat nestled in a crumpled wad of white tissue
paper.

“What’s this for? I didn’t get you anything.”

He shrugged. “You don’t have any of your own tools.
You always borrow my dad’s and he says everyone needs to build
their own collection one piece at a time. Now,” he said,
embarrassed, “you have your first piece.”

I wanted to hug him, kind of, or pat him on the back,
or do something, but I’m not the kind of guy who knows what to do
when someone gives you something and doesn’t want anything back for
it. I was young myself, twenty-three or twenty-four, and just out
of jail again. I got a lump in my throat as I took that wrench out
of its box. “Thanks, Justin. It’s a great present.”

And it was.

I pulled out my pocket knife and sawed at the duct
tape at his ankles. “Listen to me. Victor will find you. You need
to go back to the cops, right now. Tell them about this. I have to
park the car so everything seems legit. You have to go all in, tell
them everything.” You could see the car from Ohio Street. Victor
would send someone to cruise by to make sure I’d done what he
asked. He was thorough like that. Having it sit there would buy us
some time. Maybe buy me enough time to get the fuck out of Buffalo
as fast as I could.

“Thank you, thank you…”

I started on his wrists. “Don’t thank me yet. You
need to get to police headquarters. That’s Ohio Street.” I aimed my
knife in the direction of the road as he rubbed his wrists and
tried to pull himself out of the trunk. “Take it all the way into
downtown. Flag down a cop car if you see one. Just go, now.”

I helped him all the way out of the trunk. His legs
were so wobbly he almost fell. I caught him under his armpits and
hauled him up to size. Justin threw his arms around me and gave me
a heavy hug. “Marcus, man, how did you know where I was?”

“I didn’t. You got lucky.” I peeled him off me. “You
have to go now, Justin. Run.”

I gave him a nod towards the street lights and he
began to shamble towards Ohio Street. He wasn’t dressed for the
weather: sneakers, jeans and a ripped, bloody T-shirt. I waited
until he was out of sight before I got back into the car. The
temperature was dropping hard as it got closer to dusk. He would
have frozen to death by nightfall.

I put the car in gear and parked it in the spot Jacki
had pointed out. I left the keys in the ignition, just like I found
them, and started walking toward The Bison City Club. It was a dive
bar in the old first ward frequented by guys more like me than not.
I thought I might find someone who could give me a ride back to
McGruder’s. I’d find Jacki, act like everything went as planned,
and see if I could buy myself a little time. Maybe I’d have to rob
a liquor store or a Quik Mart to get enough money for a bus ticket.
I had seven bucks in my wallet and my pocket knife. Not much for a
new life.

The snow was really coming down and there were no
sidewalks in that broken down, charcoal colored part of town, so I
shuffled along the side of the road, ankle deep in slush. It was
hard going and my feet were wet. The bar was a lot farther from the
grain elevator than I’d thought it was. The evening sky was covered
over in low, thick dark clouds; no stars tonight. I bent my head
into the wind and hoped oncoming cars could make out my blue jacket
so I didn’t end up as road pizza.

As I was mulling over the pros and cons of going back
to McGruder’s, the red Ford cut across the road and pulled to a
stop in front of me. Karl’s round face pulled back in a snarl as he
blocked my path. He and Sammy Diaz were Victor’s clean-up crew. I
swallowed hard and tried not to shit my pants.

Sammy pulled up behind the red Ford in his SUV. He
sat and watched as Karl got out and approached me. Karl had the
keys with its busted shamrock key chain between his fingers. No
gloves. Not worried about leaving prints.

“Tell me, Marcus.” Karl waved the keys in front of my
face. “Why our popsicle is sitting in front of the cops and not
stuck to the bottom of this here trunk?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. “I
left the car right where Jacki said. No stops. All on the
square.”

He slapped me hard with the keys in his hand. “I knew
we shoulda used someone else. But Jacki said you were a stand-up
guy. And Victor wanted to give you a chance. Now the star witness
in the People versus Victor Wright is drinking coffee with
the narcotics squad, according to our snitch with the police.”

“Whoever it is, they musta got out after I left. I
swear. I heard the thumping around, but, hey, that’s none of my
business, right? I made the drop. You left some guy alive back
there? Why didn’t you kill him if that’s what you wanted? Who
leaves someone in a car to freeze?”

He caught me in the mouth again. This one dropped me
to my knees. “Victor Wright does. When he’s trying to send a
message. When he wants you to think about what you did as you cross
over into that good night.” He grabbed me by my coat collar and
hauled me up. “And you’re so dumb you didn’t even take the money in
the glove box. You must really feel some loyalty to Joey. It’s a
good thing we had time to snag the car because Justin is such a
shit for brains he couldn’t remember which elevator he was at.”

“I’m telling you, man. This is all wrong…”

He pulled a Glock from under his coat and tossed me
the keys. “Open the trunk. Get in. We still got questions to ask
you and this ain’t the appropriate place.”

“I’m not getting in that trunk,” I said, taking a
step back.

“You’re going to get into that trunk or I’m going to
put a bullet into your skull right here, on the side of the
road.”

I knew that look in his eyes, that set to his jaw.
I’d seen it in dozens of guys just like him. He wasn’t kidding. I
turned the trunk key in the lock and popped it open. “Get in,” he
repeated. I knew he wasn’t going to say it again.

So that’s how I ended up in the trunk of this car,
heading to who knows where, on the way to getting myself
murdered.

I pat myself down the best I can. In my jacket
pockets I got my dead cellphone, my wallet, the keys to my
apartment and the pocket knife I used to cut the duct tape off the
kid.

I got a pocket knife.

A really sharp pocket knife.

I feel around again. The wheel well on the left isn’t
smooth. In fact, it’s flaky with rust. I dig around with my knife,
but there’s no way I’ll be able to puncture a moving tire. I feel
around to the back seat, stabbing at it, but I can’t tear a big
enough hole with my little knife to get through to the back seat.
Stupid ass Ford.

I have to think, think, think, which has never been
my strong point under pressure. All I got is a small, sharp pocket
knife and the element of surprise. Against Karl. And Sammy, who I’m
sure is following right behind us in the SUV.

I start to kick at the trunk lock as hard as I can. I
brace myself against the back of the rear seat and kick straight
out with both legs in my heavy work boots. Then I do it again. And
again. The trunk dents outward. I kick again.

The trunk springs open, covering Karl’s rear view,
exposing me to the night sky and bitter wind. The car starts to
skid. Sammy is going too fast and plows into the back of the
Fairlane. Thankfully, I’m already pinned up against the back of the
rear seat. The Ford’s back end crunches and crumples. Both cars
slide, colliding into the guard rail with an ear splitting,
scraping shriek. Then we’re sliding down, down, down. I try to hold
on to the edge of the trunk, but I’m afraid the lid will come down
again and cut my fingers off. The next thing I know, we’re slammed
again, this time from the front, and I go airborne. Then I’m out of
the trunk, tumbling through the air into a snowbank.

If you think landing in the snow is a soft, cushy
deal, you don’t know anything about the ice and rocks underneath
it. Something in my left ankle snaps. Everything goes white and it
takes me a second to focus. The horn on the Fairlane is stuck and
blaring. A steady wail that’s going straight through my head. When
I come to my senses and manage to sit up, I see that the Ford
smashed grill-first into a tree at the bottom of a small ravine
next to a set of abandoned railroad tracks, with the SUV pinned
between two smaller trees to the right.

I start to crawl away from the wreckage.

From the SUV I hear another sound. “Marcus, you son
of a bitch!”

I turn to see Sammy, bloody and covered in airbag
powder, stumbling toward me.

“I’m gonna kill you with my bare hands, you piece of
shit,” Sammy roars, stomping through the snow to get to me.

I roll onto my back.

Sammy has an inch-wide gash across his bald scalp,
blood flowing freely from beneath a flap of skin. He reaches down
and grabs the front of my Carhartt jacket and hauls me up.

The pain from my ankle burns through my body like a
lightning strike.

I bury my sharp little pocket knife as deep as I can
in his gut.

He makes a sound like a surprised growl and drops me.
Now we’re both on the ground, him grabbing at the knife sticking
out of his belly and me, crab crawling as fast as I can toward the
screaming Ford.

Karl had managed to get the door open and now hung,
half in and half out of the driver’s seat of the Fairlane. He’s
unconscious, face in the snow, body twisted up in the car. From
behind me I can hear Sammy huffing. He’s still coming after me.

I reach up and pull Karl the rest of the way out of
the car. The horn stops blaring. Grabbing onto the steering wheel,
I pull myself up, wincing through the pain. The shamrock key chain
is still in the ignition. I throw the car into reverse. I can’t
believe the car is still running. I guess they really don’t make
them like they used to.

“You little prick,” Sammy spits out, grabbing at the
door handle.

I hit the gas.

The car shoots back ten, fifteen feet, knocking Sammy
on his ass. He scrabbles over to Karl. He must have lost his own
gun somewhere in the SUV. Now he’s going for Karl’s.

I throw the Fairlane into drive.

Sammy’s face is pinched in pain and surprise when the
Ford plows into him. I knock him back a good eight feet. Then I
wait a couple seconds with my foot on the brake. He doesn’t get up.
I don’t know if either he or Karl are dead, and I don’t care. They
would have left me in a lot worse shape, this I do know.

I reach over to the glove box that had cracked but
not come open. Sure enough, there’s the envelope just like Jacki
said. I was so positive it wouldn’t be there that I never bothered
to check for it. I stuff it into my jacket pocket and angle the car
around the guys and drive forward and up, out of the ditch.

The front end is mangled, the trunk lid is sagging
down so I can see out the back, but this son of a bitch of a car is
still running and it’s going to take me to the bus station or die
trying. I don’t think anything short of a rocket launcher could
take this thing out.

I’m going to get on the next bus leaving for
anywhere. I’ll get my ankle taken care of when I get to wherever
that is. I’ve got ten thousand dollars in my pocket, a busted-up
Ford Fairlane I can’t wait to abandon, and nothing to keep me in
Buffalo except for the wrath of Victor Wright and a possible
manslaughter charge. Or maybe two.

Will I walk the straight and narrow now? Hell, I
don’t even know what that is. I don’t know if I could, even if I
wanted to.

The cold wind feels kinda nice on my face through the
busted windshield. I think about Justin and for a moment I really
hope I managed to kill Karl and Sammy. I want my friend’s kid to
get another shot.

When I get where I’m going the first thing I’m going
to do, I decide, is buy myself a new wrench. The most expensive
wrench in the whole damn hardware store. The kind of wrench a man
could use to restore something like an old Ford Fairlane, if he was
ever lucky enough to find another one like this one.

’Cause you know, a man’s gotta build his tool
collection one piece at a time.
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A reporter that writes books? Is that still a
cliché? Perhaps there aren’t enough reporters anymore to make it
so… In any case Andrew Welsh-Huggins not only works for the
Associated Press, he also writes about an ex-college quarterback
from Ohio State named Andy Hayes in a series of private eye novels
from Swallow Press. He uses his knowledge of current affairs, his
home state of Ohio and writes about them in his non-fiction books
about current issues and Ohio state government. One of these is
about the death penalty and another about terrorism in America’s
heartland. In this issue of the magazine Andrew brings us a crime
story with a certain international flair…

 


 


Family Business

Andrew Welsh-Huggins

 


Foley wrapped up that day’s client meeting and left
the office shortly after noon, a little later than planned. He told
his secretary he was headed to lunch. She nodded and reminded him
of his two-thirty. He nodded in return, stepped into the outer hall
and depressed the elevator button. Waiting for its arrival, he
checked his phone and saw he had a text from Alison.

Lunch?

Sorry, appointment, he replied.

Too bad. Merger or acquisition? Accompanied by
a winking smiley face.

Foley hesitated and typed his response: More a
de-acquisition.

Sounds serious. Another time then.

Another time. He added a frown-y emoticon.

He was about to put the phone away when she texted
back: Don’t forget the opening tonight. Claire’s insistent you
be there.

I won’t forget, he replied, as the elevator
doors opened and he stepped inside.

As Foley descended he swallowed his annoyance. Of
course he’d be at the opening. Alison knew he didn’t care for
Claire, but Alison also knew he understood how crucial Claire’s
connections as an independent gallery owner were to the museum.
Claire was not his type, to say the least—with her clogs and
hand-me-down designer jeans and cotton peasant shirts, and of
course her opinions on anything and everything. Alison called
Claire both a friend and a colleague, though it was beyond him what
he saw in her. In any case, message received, he thought.
Downstairs, he joined the lunchtime crowd waiting for the revolving
doors and a moment later was on the street.
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