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  PALE MOONLIGHT




   




  The silver knife glints in the dim light as the sharp edge cuts deeper and deeper into the soft, white body that slowly opens in my hands. A wide grin envelops my face; the zipping sound is music to my ears. I enjoy every moment as I cut and open the envelope. I’m holding my first income for my first private job... only half of the cash we agreed on. Not what I imagined a few moments ago. A hastily written note slid out of the freshly killed envelope while I searched for the other half of the money in its empty belly… without any success. The ugly angry letters of the note cry distant fury to me.




  Kelly. I deducted the price of the stock. Frankie.




  Bowl-face Frankie. Somehow, his name never rang good to my ears. But it sounds much more awful as I read the note. Personally, I named him Bowl-face as he had a depressed, flat, but also wide face. When I first met him, I already realized his parents hit him hard with a silver bowl on the day when he was born. And now Bowl-face wants me to feel guilty because I hadn’t stopped the bullets with my body to save his precious inventory. But I won’t. Personally, I would suggest he deduct those bucks from Tubby Tommy. Just would, because poor Tommy is not with us anymore.




  Tubby Tommy. He was a funny person… for the eyes. A real four-foot-nine fighting machine in a bright yellow suit -- it was his trademark, like his Tommy gun. I’ll never forget the moment as his tubby body was thrown back in the air with each burst, while the muzzle fire of his machine gun lit his grinning freckled face. But I still can’t decide why he grinned. Maybe he enjoyed the shooting like every psycho criminal used to do. Or he simply loved to fly short distances backward without wings. Who knows? This is the question Kelly can’t answer. That idiot’s grin froze on his face and his secret flew to the grave with him and his yellow suit.




  My mind still circled around the injustice of the world. The job sounded so easy; the dream of any private investigator. And it truly was a simple job; learn who is tapping Fisherman Frankie’s stockpile. No one ever said anything about shootouts. Tubby shot Frankie’s stock to pieces when his cramped fat finger stuck on the trigger when he saw me. He was the one who started the shootout, not me. Anyway, who the hell thought that Mr. Fancy Suit and his thug companions, Buzz and Knuckles would greet me with the barking of their machine guns?




  I glanced at Grandfather’s clock. Like a tired heart, it slowly ticked just a little bit more than seven post meridiem. A soft sigh and back at the message on the greasy brown paper. Price of the stock, it says. Many would ask; what precious stock an Irish fisherman might have. Many may think of some rare exotic fish for the white collars. Others with more imagination, like me, would think of mermaids, of illegal mermaid slavery. But everyone would be far from the truth.




  From the message, I know Frankie is paranoid and cautious. He has every reason to be, he wants to avoid the all-seeing eyes of the Bureau. Only he, I and a chosen few know the true stock was illegal, tax free alcohol that Frankie Malone and his companion make in his own private distillery at the docks.




  The prohibition ended more than three years ago, but smugglers always remain smugglers. Frankie built up his little emporium in those hard years with his red and black chuffy cockle-shell fishing boat, the Jenny Lisa. He smuggled prohibited alcohol from Canada between the fish and ice. After the alcohol prohibition was lifted, he relocated his headquarters to the docks... mostly because on one of the last stormy days of the prohibition the old rusty ship thought she would take a long rest at the bottom of the harbor and simply sunk without a word. The same year, Frankie lifted out the Jenny Lisa from the bottom, took it into dry dock and it became his new base of operations. The basement of the abandoned ice factory building next door became his hidden factory of mass production. I learned if you’re good with Frankie, not only can you get a box of fish cheap, but quality whiskey with ice at the very same place.
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