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			Danger in Plain Sight

			“Here’s what happens when you enter Mr. Weissbourd’s world: You can’t get out. You will be astonished not only by the colorful, playful, lethal characters, you will be hooked into a plot that laughs at whatever else you thought you were doing today. Callie and Cash, beauty and the beast, and the characters that swim through their world are each a gem of humanity observed.” 

			—David Field, screenwriter and former head 
of West Coast Production United Artists

			“Weissbourd delivers a polished page-turner about terrorism, money laundering, and the price of sins rooted in avarice.” 

			—BlueInk Review

			“From the author of the brilliant Corey Logan Trilogy, Danger in Plain Sight is the latest thriller from Burt Weissbourd and his finest novel yet. Weissbourd has created an entire genre—Seattle Noir. Callie James and her son, Lew, are indelible characters. I devoured the novel in a single night–and I think you will, too.” 

			—Jacob Epstein, writer and executive story editor 
Hill Street Blues, writer LA Law

			“A woman gets in touch with her inner action hero in this bracing thriller.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

		

	
		
		

	
		
			
			

			Inside Passage

			“A narrative that is relentlessly taut and exciting.”

			—Foreword Reviews

			“Inside Passage hit all the hallmarks of a great read… Riveting story from the first paragraph.”

			—Nightly Reading

			“The family dynamics and insights to human behavior had me reeling.…Juicy, fascinating stuff.”

			—The (Not Always) Lazy W

			“Inside Passage is a great thriller and the restaurants you include as part of the story: Canlis, El Gaucho, Tulio, Queen City Grill, Wild Ginger, are all very sexy places. You really captured our city!”

			—Scott Carsburg, James Beard award winner
and legendary Seattle chef 

			“I got completely hooked on Inside Passage’”

			—Nancy Guppy, host of Art Zone on Seattle Channel

		

	
		
		

	
		
		

		
			Teaser

			“A stunning, fast-paced thriller.”

			—Roxy’s Reviews

			“Burt Weissbourd is such a great writer… Such a great book!”

			—So I Am a Reader

			“Weissbourd, a seasoned screenwriter and film producer, has the mechanics down pat. Teaser is a fun, action-filled ride.”

			—Foreword Reviews

			“Weissbourd’s stellar writing, memorable characters and an extremely well-crafted narrative never disappoint.”

			—Discerning Reader

		

	
		
		

	
		
			
			

			Minos

			“Original, consistently compelling…Minos is an exceptionally entertaining and engaging read from beginning to end.”

			—Midwest Book Review

			“These books transcend the expectations of genre fiction to become literature.”

			—Jacob Epstein, writer and executive story editor 
of Hill Street Blues, writer LA Law

			“Mr. Weissbourd draws you into a world of characters and stories that keep you riveted, and you’re pretty sure you are visiting people and worlds that have little or nothing to do with you. But he keeps going deeper, and by the end, he has delivered you back to yourself, a self you may not have admitted to before. Mr. Weissbourd, please keep writing.”

			—David Field, screenwriter and former head 
of West Coast Production United Artists

		

	
		
		

	
		
		

		
			In Velvet

			“This thrilling novel has a breathless pace that combines science and nature to create nail-biting tension.”

			—Foreword Reviews

			“In Velvet left me breathless, a bit contemplative, and completely satisfied.”

			—Manic Readers

			“Weissbourd’s writing reminds me of the great Raymond Chandler mysteries.”

			—John McCaffrey, KGB Bar Lit Mag

			“In Velvet is a thrill from start to finish!”

			—Closed the Cover
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			Author’s Note

			Not long ago, Sara appeared, unannounced, in Callie’s restaurant, Le Cochon Bronze. She said that she had a life-changing story to tell Callie’s partner, Cash Logan. 

			As they listened, spellbound, Sara told how she grew up in an orphanage, escaped at ten, found her mother at fourteen, lived with her on a boat until her mom died five years later, went on to live with an American man in Paris, a martial arts instructor, who taught her how to fight expertly. Six years later, she spoke four languages, wanted to immigrate to America, and, against all odds, got a visa. 

			She arrived in Seattle to start her new job in the San Juan Islands. On the boat, the woman who picked her up at the airport tried to kill her. Sara, a capable fighter, drowned her, then set fire to the boat and blew it up. She knew no one in this new country, but she still had a letter that her mother had given her before she died. This letter was from her father—who never knew she existed—Cash Logan.

			Over the next year, Cash, Callie, and their best friends—Andre, a prosthetic-legged Afro-Caribbean man, a mercenary, and a frequent partner in Cash’s international import business; Itzac, the “Macher,” one of the largest traders of diamonds in the world, a brilliant thinker, and Cash’s mentor; Seattle Detective Ed Samter, a dear friend who’d been their staunch ally since Callie and Cash were in danger—all collaborated to save Sara’s life.

			To accomplish that, this unconventional team of highly functioning, unexpected friends hijacked a yacht carrying Sara’s would-be killers, delivered them to prison in Cuba, then recovered $75,000,000 in stolen Cuban government money that the would-be killers had skillfully laundered out of the country, and finally, got Sara’s identity back.

			
			

			Today, eighteen months later, Sara is married to a Cuban, Alvaro, and they have a three-month-old baby, Cash’s grandson, called Young Cash or simply Baby Cash. 

			This is where our story begins, as, inexplicably, Cash is troubled, depressed, irrationally angry with his friends, and worried unaccountably about the safety of his daughter and grandson.

			
			

		

	
		
			Prologue 

			Cash and Callie sat at their preferred table, secluded in the far corner of the bar upstairs. From their spot, they could look across the magnificent brass-and-mahogany bar—a bar she’d acquired hastily, twelve years ago, from a quarreling couple in a tiny café in rural France. The husband had run off with a back-packing Laker girl, and his wife had put their bar up for sale that very day. Callie had hurriedly shipped the magnificent bar to Seattle, intact, before she’d even chosen the site for her restaurant. She’d never looked back. Today, from that bar, she could look down to the restaurant below where light tawny-tan wood tables and chairs were carefully set on dark mahogany floors. Tonight, the tables were gracefully covered with light grey linen tablecloths. Callie liked to look down over the beautiful dining room, check out how the evening was going. At the moment, it was quiet, warm, and pleasant downstairs in the restaurant. 

			Upstairs, they were eating their favorite dinner—Copper River salmon for Callie, cassoulet with game sausages for Cash. She had a fine white wine. Cash, uncharacteristically, sipped a single malt scotch, Glenmorangie, neat. She was thinking out loud, rambling about Lew’s seventeenth birthday, a surprise party she and Lisa, Lew’s girlfriend, were planning for him here in the restaurant. “Lisa is really in charge,” she explained. “She’s already invited twenty of their friends and picked a very cool band. We’ll do it a week from next Monday when the restaurant is closed. Hon, will you please invite Andre, the Macher, Sara, Alvaro, and, of course, their baby…” She watched him, aware that he wasn’t listening, sipping a second drink that Jill had effortlessly set down on the table. She waited, concerned that he was unusually distracted. “Yo, babe, come back to earth. Did you hear a word of what I was explaining?” 

			
			

			He turned to look at her. “Sorry, I’m having trouble concentrating. It’s not about you. I’m not sure what’s causing it.”

			“Would you like to talk about it? I’d be happy to listen.”

			“I don’t know what to say.”

			“That’s not like you.”

			“None of this is like me.” His face changed, darker. “And please let it go, you’re making me uncomfortable.”

			“I’m making you uncomfortable? Whoa, babe, it’s me you’re talking to, the gal who’s in love with you.”

			“Don’t make it into a big deal, Callie. Just let it go.” 

			“Are you looking to create a problem between us? If you remember, this happened three days ago. I was asking about Sara, about her baby, and you were short with me, told me you didn’t want to talk about her or him.”

			“So? I didn’t want to talk about that, and I don’t want to talk about this.”

			“Listen to yourself. Are you unhappy with me? About anything?”

			Cash frowned. “Why can’t you just let this alone?”

			“Because I’m in love with you, even when you act like a jerk…and something is wrong. And if you can get off your high horse, you’ll know that’s true.”

			Cash turned away, took a breath.

			“You remember, less than a week ago, you were irritated with the Macher on the phone about some complicated, possibly illegal gem deal. He was concerned, worried about you. He let it go, but he asked me about it later.”

			Cash turned back. 

			Callie touched his forearm, tender.

			He took her hand, another breath. “Okay, yeah…I’m sorry… You’re right…something is off, wrong, and I have no idea what it is.”

			“What can you tell me about it?”

			“Well, I’m depressed often, and that, in turn, makes me quick to anger. More and more, I’m quick to anger, like now, for no reason.” He paused, thinking about something. 

			
			

			She waited, patiently.

			“Truthfully, lately, I’ve been preoccupied with my past, even my childhood. Nothing specific, nothing I can focus on… But I’m missing my mother. Remembering things about her. As you know, she died when I was seven. I haven’t really thought about her for many years.”

			“Do you have any idea why this is happening now?”

			“It might be because I have a new daughter. But I don’t know why that would make me angry.”

			“What about your grandson? You do have a new three-month-old grandson.”

			“He, and Sara, are the most exciting things that have happened to me since I fell in love with you. Why—how—could Sara’s baby possibly make me angry or get me depressed?” 

			“That’s a good question. Honey, in my opinion, you could use some good help, an expert in sorting out things like this. I know a good man, a psychiatrist, who could help you.”

			“A psychiatrist…me, a psychiatrist? Are you kidding?”

			“Something is wrong, you said it yourself. You don’t have any idea what it is. It’s making you depressed and angry. This is what psychiatrists are for…it’s what they can help with.”

			“What would I say to a psychiatrist?”

			“Whatever you want…”

			“Are you sure about this?”

			“I think so, yes, at least it’s worth a try… The man I’m thinking of is quirky, a little off, but very smart…a thoughtful, imaginative therapist, you’ll like him.”

			“How do you know this guy?”

			“After my divorce, when Lew was eleven, and I was working nonstop at the restaurant, he helped Lew. At the time, Lew was having trouble at school. Over a year, he worked it out with him in therapy.”

			“How come I’ve never heard of this guy?”

			“You’re not exactly the type of guy I’d talk to about my son’s therapist, though you’ve seen him.” She raised a hand to shush him so  she could explain. “About a year ago, soon after we came back from Cuba, he and his wife came to the restaurant. He had me do something special for her birthday. She’s a pistol, nothing, and I mean nothing like him. She’s younger than he is, and she’s tough—fished salmon in Alaska, able to navigate on her own in wild country. She’s kind of wild herself and beautiful. He’s often preoccupied and distracted, big, with bushy eyebrows, not so good at managing in the world. He has a driver. He admitted that he lost his driver’s license because he kept sideswiping cars. No kidding. I remember introducing you to them.”

			“I do vaguely remember that. They’re the ones that didn’t quite fit together.”

			“Yeah, you asked something inappropriate about them after.”

			“Me? What?”

			“First, you asked if I was sure they were together… When I nodded, you asked—in your matter-of-fact way—perhaps they have a great love life? My mouth dropped open, then you actually asked… Could he be giving her unusual sexual favors?”

			“I did ask that…”

			“You did. At first, I was speechless. I mean, why would you ask something like that?”

			“It wasn’t meant to be inappropriate. I was speculating, curious about them. This is one unlikely couple—a special sex life, that would be a nice touch. True love.”

			“You’re shameless, but you’re not stupid. He’s not at all what he looks like. He’s, well, unexpected. He could do something like that.”

			“Right? And you’re asking me to see him as my therapist?”

			“Yes, I am. That’s precisely why I’m asking you to see him. He’ll get you, even like you.”

			“Don’t you think I can figure this out without a shrink?”

			“Unlikely. You’re stuck, lost, more confused, uncertain, than I’ve ever seen you. It’s worrying me. I want you to figure this out. I need you to figure this out. Right away. Okay?” 

			“Sexual favors?”

			“Deal… You won’t be disappointed.” 

			
			

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			Dr. Abraham Stein’s office was near Pioneer Square, an older part of downtown and a tourist destination. Cash liked the old brick buildings, the tired-looking bars, the renovated one-time buck-and-a-quarter hotels, the street life—not so much the tourist shops or the trendy galleries. He found Dr. Stein’s brick building under the viaduct. He went through the old wooden door surprised by the busy, well-worn interior. Inside, he saw a luckless-looking pet store, an antique furniture emporium, and this hole-in-the-wall Chinese take-out. Cash took in the smells of Chinese food; he liked this guy already. He saw that Stein’s office was on the third floor. He passed the elevator and chose the stairs. On the stairs, he enjoyed hints of sweet and sour pork.

			The waiting room was beige, quiet, and comfortable. Several magazines lay on the coffee table. He recognized the New Yorker, Vanity Fair, Travel + Leisure, and wondered who read an old issue of The Economist while waiting to see their therapist. Cash sat on a brown corduroy couch. It faced another door. A button-sized light near the inner door was on. The light went off. He recognized the burly guy with bushy salt-and-pepper eyebrows who opened the door and offered a meaty hand.

			“Nice to see you again,” Abe Stein said.

			“Likewise, I hope,” Cash replied, looking the doctor over. He guessed Dr. Stein was a little older than him, say fifty-two. He was vaguely off-looking, like he didn’t get out much. Cash stood, shook Stein’s hand. The doctor’s handshake was firm. “Cash Logan,” he said.

			“Abe Stein,” the doctor replied.

			Stein didn’t care how he looked; Cash could see that right away. His tweed sport coat had a hole in the pocket where something had burned  through. His grey wool tie was loose at the collar and hung askew. He showed a large palm, ushering Cash into his office. 

			The office was a lived-in, cozy room with an oversized dark oak table and two chairs near the far window. On the near side of the table there was an old, worn red leather chair. On the far side there was a contemporary high-backed desk chair. Papers were in piles on the table, held down with blackened pipes, pipe racks, and ashtrays. Two open cans of Diet Coke sat on Dr. Stein’s side of the phone. Beyond the table, wooden blinds covered the windows. On the wall behind him, Cash had seen two dissimilar paintings. One was colorful, modern. The other was a black-and-white portrait of a bearded man with glasses in a black suit. Stein motioned for Cash to sit, then sat on his own high-back desk chair. He spoke softly, carefully, “Please, tell me how I can help.”

			“I’m new to this, so please bear with me. Truthfully, I don’t know the answer to your question. I’m not at all sure you can help.”

			“Try me… Take your time.”

			Cash nodded, thoughtful, then shrugged unsure what to say. 

			Abe suggested, “What would you ask me to do if you thought I could help?”

			Smart. Give him a chance. “There’s one thing. Lately, I get low, then get headaches, and I’m quick to anger. And there’s no reason for it that I understand. This is new for me. Inexplicable. I’ve always been very level-headed, slow to anger. I’d like to go back to what I’ve always been. Can you help me with something like this?”

			“Maybe. Anything else you’d ask for if you thought I could help?”

			“You make this like a game for children—‘pretend I’m a genie, what would you ask for?’”

			“That will work too, though I assure you, I’m no genie. But if I were, and if you had another wish, what would you ask me for?”

			Cash looked him in the eye. “First, what would you like me to call you? Dr. Stein?”

			“If you’d like, but I’m fine if you call me Abe.”

			“I’ll call you Abe then.”

			
			

			“Good. What shall I call you?”

			“Cash. Call me Cash.”

			“Fair enough. Anything else, Cash, you’d ask for if you thought I could help?”

			Smart and tenacious. “Okay, Genie. This is right up your alley. Recently, I’ve been preoccupied with my past, even my childhood. Nothing specific, nothing I can focus on… But I’m missing my mother. Remembering things about her. She died when I was seven… I haven’t really thought about her for many years. Maybe four months ago, not long before my grandson was born, I started thinking a lot about her again, dreaming about her. And I don’t want to hear any psychobabble about dreaming about my mother.”

			“You’re tough. Tell me about your grandson.”

			“This is a long story. It begins almost two years ago. A young woman I’d never met found us at Callie’s restaurant. She was half-Algerian, twenty-five years old. Her name was Sara. She told us a shocking, unbelievable story. Someone was trying to kill her, and they’d stolen her identity. She carefully told us her stunning, life-changing story, and then, at the end, she explained and provided convincing proof that she was my daughter. We even had blood tests. In the next several months, we saved her life and got her identity back. Along the way, she fell in love with a fine Cuban young man. Her son, they call him Young Cash, or Baby Cash, is my grandson.”

			“Well, Cash, we have work to do, but if you agree, I’d like to try and help you.”

			“How long is this work likely to take?”

			“There’s no way to predict that. It could be six months or a year until we even know what we’re hoping to understand, to sort out, and why.”

			“That’s too long. I’ll work hard. I’ll come often. I’ll follow your lead, go down whatever dark, frightening hole you want to lead me into, but I want to know that this can happen sooner.”

			“How often are you willing to come?”

			“Once a week, even twice a week.”

			
			

			“If you come more often, three or even four times a week, we may—I repeat MAY—at least understand why this is happening sooner. No guarantees.”

			“I see that my genie has limitations.” 

			“Sadly, that’s true. The kind of things you want to explore, to understand, will take time to ferret out, to unravel, and then time to know what they actually mean to you, why they mean that. That said, this is worth working on, figuring out, and I think you’ll be good at it, at least unafraid of it.” He took a pipe from his desk. Even the outside of the bowl was charred. “Do you mind?” he asked. 

			“Isn’t there a no-smoking ordinance?” Cash asked. 

			Abe cracked the window behind him. “Yes, but my landlord is in China. If it bothers you, I won’t smoke.”

			“I’m okay with it.”

			Abe struck a wooden match. He held the match over the bowl and inhaled until smoke began to plume. When he was satisfied, he dropped the match into an ashtray beside him. He went on, “How do you feel about coming more often? It’s a big commitment. If you like working with me, though, it is, I think, our best chance at succeeding timely… Of course, if it doesn’t work for you, we can change it.”

			Cash was watching the match, still burning near a pile of papers where it had landed, when it slid from the ashtray. 

			“Is something wrong?” Abe asked, when Cash didn’t respond. He was watching Cash, intent. His brow was furrowed, and his eyebrows almost touched like a “V.”

			Maybe it was the expression on Cash’s face, or perhaps he smelled smoke. Whatever it was, Abe Stein finally turned to see that his papers had just caught fire. He picked up a can of Diet Coke and doused the flame, like it was no big deal. A little pool of Diet Coke puddled on his desk.

			“This happen often?” 

			“More than I like to admit.”

			“Your landlord know about this?”

			
			

			“He lives in Hong Kong.” 

			“I see.”

			“I’m absent-minded,” Abe explained. “Not a good quality for a pipe smoker.”

			“You got a fire extinguisher?”

			“I prefer Diet Coke.”

			Cash looked at the doctor, possibly his doctor. Abe’s eyes were pale blue, and they were smart eyes. Cash took a careful, measured breath, exhaled slowly. “I’ll come four times a week.”

			Abe shook his hand. “Tomorrow, eleven a.m.?”

			Cash stuck up his thumb.

			“Bring your calendar; we’ll work out a regular schedule tomorrow.” 

			“Truthfully, I can’t believe I agreed to do this.”

			“Let’s try it.”

			◆◆◆

			Cash was sitting at the long maple prep table in the kitchen at the restaurant. He was drinking a latte with rich, foamy cream that Callie had prepared the way he liked it. She sat kitty-corner from him, drinking her own cappuccino with skim milk. 

			Cash touched her forearm and said, “I agreed to see him four times a week.”

			“You what? Four times a week? No…you’re kidding? That’s not therapy; it’s psychoanalysis.”

			“What’s that?”

			“That’s four times a week, and sometimes you lay back on a couch and the analyst sits behind you, so you can’t see him or her.”

			“No, he didn’t suggest anything like that…no, nothing.”

			“How’d you get to four times a week then?”

			“Well, he was saying it might take six months or a year before we even knew what we were looking for. So I said, let’s speed it up.”

			“Well, that sounds like you—when you do something, you really do it. You must have liked him.”

			
			

			“I did like him. He’s like you said—very smart, not rigid, in fact, willing to do things in unusual ways. I don’t think he would have encouraged me if he didn’t think we could succeed. Truthfully, for the first time in a long while, he made me feel hopeful.”

			“Say more about that.”

			“He said he thought that I’d be good at this, that he sensed that I wasn’t afraid to look at dark, difficult things. I have no idea how he knew that.”

			“He’s right about you…and that’s fast…and he wouldn’t say these things if he didn’t mean them… It sounds like a good start.” 

			“Maybe… So you know what I did? During all of this, with no experience at all, I decided—I actually figured this out, got this idea, right there in his office—that for this to work, I had to throw away the rules, be willing to say things I wouldn’t normally say. Take risks. Find out right away if he could step up, if he was the real deal.”

			“Oh, Cash, you didn’t?”

			“Didn’t what?”

			“You know exactly what. You asked him, didn’t you?”

			“Not exactly.”

			“Jesus, Cash, you’re a menace, a relentless troublemaker. You actually asked your therapist if he gave his wife unusual sexual favors—”

			“Honey, not to worry. I’m joking. This was my first therapy joke.”

			“It wasn’t remotely funny…and you are out of control, hopeless.”

			Cash raised her up, put his arms around her waist.

			Her face was red, a bad sign.

			“I’m doing this therapy, right?”

			She frowned.

			“For you, but for me, too.”

			Cash kissed her, tenderly. She resisted, though she didn’t move away. 

			She backed away from him, relenting. “You’re still a hopeless, troublemaker…but I love you very much.” 

			◆◆◆

			
			

			Cash was wandering through the Pike Place Market. He’d picked up some fresh king salmon for Césaire, Callie’s chef, who was creating a new bouillabaisse dish on the menu tonight. He’d stopped to pay homage to the Pike Market piggy bank, Rachel, the bronze pig. Callie had named her restaurant, Le Cochon Bronze, after Rachel, and Cash liked to put a few dollars in whenever he went by. Next, he took a digression down Post Alley to see the Gum Wall. Cash wasn’t sure why, but he often came by to check out the long brick wall, covered in used chewing gum, south of the market’s main entrance off First Street. The wall was fifteen feet high along a fifty-foot-long section, and the gum coating alongside the wall was several inches thick. Cash knew that in 2015, all of the gum on the wall was removed (2,350 pounds of gum), and the wall underneath had been steam cleaned. A new layer of gum appeared quickly, added by visitors and local residents immediately after the cleanup. It took approximately five months to bring it back to its original colorful look. Though he couldn’t explain why, the gum wall was one of the unexpected things that Cash liked about Seattle. This quirky, unique attraction has become one of the city’s most popular destinations, particularly enjoyed by children. It was, Cash thought, the kind of distinctive Seattle eccentric sensibility that would be rejected in New York or San Francisco or Houston as being a gross, germ-infested monstrosity, whereas in Seattle, many saw the Gum Wall as a work of collective art, an example of Seattle’s charm and character.

			He meandered on, up to First and north toward Le Pichet, where he was meeting his friend, Detective Ed Samter, for lunch. At the busy intersection at Pine, Cash noticed an older man across from him, on the far corner. The man wore a faded basketball cap. Cash recognized the vintage green and red Seattle Supersonics hat. It had a red brim, and on the green top of the hat stood the old orange, red, and green Sonics emblem. In the middle of the emblem, the Seattle Space Needle rose in white. Cash felt an unexpected sad tinge seeing the familiar hat. He’d owned the same hat years ago, when, as a kid, he followed the young Sonics team. He was still upset that the Sonics left in 2008 to go to  Oklahoma. He still blamed Howard Schultz, the founder of Starbucks, who led a group that acquired the Sonics in 2001 and foolishly sold the team to the group that ended up moving them to Oklahoma City. Cash felt a flash of anger, surprised that this could still bother him. Then, he reminded himself that these days it didn’t take much to get him irritated.

			He looked left, down toward the Market and the water beyond. Taking a diversion down that street, he saw one of his favorite hotels, Inn at the Market, just below him on Pine Street. He stopped to walk down and look beyond the hotel through the window at a café he liked, Café Campagne. It was a reliable fine meal with the same pleasant ambiance since 1994, and then he was back up the hill and around the corner at his destination, Le Pichet, on his left on First. Inside, he saw Ed Samter sipping red wine at the table facing a front window. Le Pichet was small, unpretentious, an authentic bistro specializing in classic regional cuisine—charcuterie, Confit de Canard, Poulet Roti, and so on. Inside, there was a narrow, small space with a few tables, banquets, tables and chairs along the wall, tiles on the floor, an unassuming marble bar on the opposite wall, and an old barrel sitting in the middle with various sample treats and alcohols sitting on top. You’d never understand what a special, carefully thought-out bistro it was, unless you took the time to get to know it.

			Samter stood to shake hands with his friend. “Too long,” he said, as Cash shook his hand, then looked around the simple bistro. 

			“Good to see you, Ed.” Cash smiled, then sat down opposite the tall, fit, quiet detective. He and Ed had been through a lot, and he’d grown very fond of him.

			“How have you been?” Ed asked.

			“Truthfully, I’ve been kind of low. Depressed, I think. I don’t know why I’m telling you this, except you’re a good friend.”

			“You getting any help with that?”

			“I started working with a psychiatrist that Callie recommended. Guy named Abe Stein.”

			“You’re in excellent hands. I know him. He’s great.”

			
			

			“How do you know him? You ever work with him?”

			“No, but he’s friends with a good friend of mine, Lieutenant Ballard, and people in the department know about him. In his way, he’s a character, a little bit of a favorite story. It’s complicated.”

			“Even better. I’m hoping to learn about him. Please tell me what you can.”

			“Sure. His mom is Jesse Stein, the political kingmaker. She was an item with Nick Season, maybe twelve years ago. You remember him?”

			“The guy was a big-shot lawyer. He was running for State Attorney General, right?”

			“Yeah, Jesse Stein was his lover and his campaign manager—”

			“Oh Jesus, it’s coming back. That’s the guy who got killed, shot on some sandspit in the middle of nowhere. I remember that.”

			“That’s the guy. The man that killed him, shot him in the chest, twice, that was your therapist, Abe Stein.”

			“Go on! That’s impossible. Are you making this up? No way!”

			“Listen carefully, Abe Stein is not at all what he seems. Lou Ballard knows him pretty well, swears by him. He told me the whole story, and Lou is hard to impress. You want the details?”

			“Absolutely. Everything.”

			“Well, so here’s what happened. Corey, the woman behind all of this, was in prison, framed. When she got out, all she wanted was to get her son back from foster care. She went to see Abe Stein for an evaluation for the dependency court. She needed Abe to tell the court that she was a “fit parent.” After going back and forth, sorting out a few missteps, Abe agreed to do that. He liked her. She wasn’t in therapy, not a patient, and by now, he liked her a lot more than an evaluee. Long story short, he asked her to come to brunch at one of his mother’s regular Sunday events. She came. Who was there—Nick Season, Abe’s mother’s boyfriend, the same man that framed Corey. He saw her, and the rest is history.”

			“Oh God.” 

			“It was a disaster. Corey took off with her son on her boat, up the Inside Passage. Abe was beside himself, and he decided to go after her.  My friend Lou helped Abe find Corey. Now, as you can imagine, Abe couldn’t swim. Nevertheless, Abe jumped out of a float plane, wearing this oversized life jacket, in front of Corey’s old hardtop Chris Craft wooden boat. By now, Abe knows that his mother’s candidate and lover is going to try and kill Corey. Against all odds, Abe convinces Corey to come back and take on Nick Season, the front-runner for the new State Attorney General. Now Corey was tough, and she knew how dangerous Nick was. The fact that Abe convinced her to come back, convinced her that together they could stop Nick Season, gives you a taste of who Abe Stein really is. This is a long, complicated story, so I’ll cut to the chase.”

			“Take your time. I’m hooked.”

			“Well, I get that, it’s a showstopper…okay…so Abe sets up a meeting through his mother with Nick Season on this remote sandspit off an island among Canada’s Gulf Islands. They’d meet by boat. After securing his boat, then coming onto the sandspit, without warning, Nick took charge. He sat next to Abe on a log, then pulled out a hidden icepick and stuck it into Abe’s ear. After showing Corey the icepick in Abe’s ear, he forced her to throw her gun into the ocean. Next, Nick took out his own gun, made Abe stand, facing away toward the water, then throw his gun away. Roughly, he flung Corey face-down on the sand. After cuffing Corey’s hand behind her back, Nick viciously pistol-whipped Abe’s head and face until he, too, lay on the sand beyond the log, covering his bloody face in his arms. Nick kicked Abe savagely, several times, then pulled Corey’s hair, raising her up, standing, with his ice pick in her lower jaw. Corey screamed until Nick pulled out the pick and let her drop to the sand. Nick called Abe, lying battered behind the log. ‘Come on over here, Sir Lancelot,’ Nick said. ‘We’re going boating.’ Nick turned toward Abe, gesturing with his gun for Abe to move along, then turned toward the water. In that instant, Abe brought his right hand up from behind the log with a handgun in it. A gun he’d hidden behind the log a day earlier without telling anyone.

			“Nick must have sensed something. When he spun back toward Abe, his gun raised, Abe fired two shots. Two in the chest. Centered.”

			
			

			Cash just starred at Ed Samter. Cash’s eyes were bulging, his mouth open wide. 

			Samter smiled. “People still talk about what Abe said to Nick Season as he died…and what Corey said, after.”

			“Please tell me.” Cash almost whispered, plainly dumbstruck.

			“Nick looked up from his back lying on the sand. ‘You?’ he sputtered, uncomprehending.

			“Abe took a breath. ‘I get it about you, Nick. Think about that. How could I possibly understand you and still be anything like I’m supposed to be?’

			“That was the last thing Nick heard before he died.

			“Then Corey lay her head on Abe’s shoulder, saying softly, ‘The shrink who can’t drive put Nick Season down like a rabid dog. It takes my breath away.’”

			Cash reached over, briefly tapped Ed Samter’s forearm. “That’s an unbelievable story. I had no idea.”

			“Corey and Abe were married soon after. To hear Lou Ballard tell it, they’re still wildly in love.”

			“I wouldn’t have guessed something like that in a thousand years.”

			“No one ever does. I’ve seen Abe Stein crack some very tough cases when the cops working on them were spinning their wheels, lost without a clue.”

			“Corey was right. He’s not at all—nothing—like what he looks like, or as he said to Nick Season, ‘anything like what I’m supposed to be…’ You’re making me feel better.”

			“You and Abe Stein, you’re gonna do just fine—two peas in a pod. Let’s order, I’m hungry—Rillettes de pork, Assiette de charcuterie, Gratin Lyonnais. What else suits your fancy?”

			“It’s on you. Show off your fancy French. Go wild. I’m paying.”

			◆◆◆

			When Cash came back to The Bronze Pig, it was already 3:30. He went through the back door into the kitchen and was delighted to see his  daughter, Sara, her husband, Alvaro, and their three-and-a-half month son, Baby Cash, asleep in Sara’s arms. They were all seated around the maple prep table, drinking cappuccino. Callie was behind the table putting together cookies and pastries.

			Cash put his arm around Sara, kissed the sleeping baby gently, and placed his free hand on Alvaro’s shoulder. “What a nice surprise,” he said. He stepped back to take Callie’s hand, after she set down the sweets. “I saw Ed, and do I have a story about Abe Stein.”

			“I can’t wait.”

			“Who’s Abe Stein?” Sara asked, not wanting to miss a thing.

			Callie looked at Cash, a question.

			Cash nodded.

			Callie turned to Sara, “Your dad is in therapy. Abe Stein is his therapist.”

			Sara smiled wide. “Okay…wow. That’s great news.”

			“Why?” Cash asked. 

			“We were worried about you.”

			“You were…about what?”

			“I’m sure you’re aware that you’ve been getting angry easily. Inappropriately. And you do seem depressed.”

			“I didn’t think you knew about that?”

			“I’m your daughter, Dad. I think about you, and when you’re not doing well, I worry about you.” 

			Callie smiled, put her hand on Sara’s shoulder. 

			“Like what?”

			“Like last week when you went off on Alvaro about spending too much time on his Florida business, about how he should be spending more time with his new family.”

			“Well, he should, damnit.” Cash responded, irritated. “Hell, do I need to explain that again?”

			“That’s exactly what I mean. Our family is great. Alvaro never does anything before we both agree. Same for me. And not only are you simply wrong about this, it’s way out of line to talk about it in this way.”

			
			

			Callie jumped in, “She’s right. It’s what we’ve been talking about.”

			Cash sighed, put a palm up. “Okay…okay.”

			The baby was waking up, aroused by the tense interchange. Sara stood, handed Young Cash, who was crying now, to Callie.

			Cash looked at the startled baby. “Sorry. If both of you agree, and apparently, the baby agrees too, I’m sure you’re right. Alvaro, does that include you?” Cash turned.

			“Yes, if it wasn’t so obviously out of character, I would have responded angrily last time. Instead, we tried to figure out what was going on. What might be wrong? We even asked Callie about it earlier today, and she said that no one, including you, seemed to know. Can you help?”

			“No. Not really. That’s why, thanks to a strong push from Callie, I went into therapy. And since everyone seems to be more aware of this than I knew, I can only ask all of you to bear with me. I can promise you that I can’t imagine four other people—I’m including my spectacular grandson—that I love and respect more. So, if I’m being unfairly angry, I sincerely apologize for what I’ve done. I wish I could say that it won’t happen again, but I can’t. I have no idea why this is happening, and I’m afraid it will happen again. I’m worried that I may inadvertently make a mistake, do something stupid, hurt a loved one. This is all totally new for me. And very hard for me to control or manage. That’s why I need help. Good help.”

			“Say more,” Sara asked. 

			“It’s like there’s something going on inside of me that I don’t understand. I think it’s trying to get out, to surface, but I can’t quite reach it—that’s my best guess about where the anger is coming from. It’s too early to tell, but I think I may have a good therapist, and I’m hoping he’ll help.”

			“Let us help, however we can,” Sara said.

			“As you know, we’ll all do that,” Callie added, as Sara passed the cookies and pastries. “Now. Tell me about Abe Stein. That has to be good.” Callie rocked the baby, easily.

			
			

			Cash smiled at his grandson, then at Callie, who had fixed her eyes on him, waiting eagerly. “Short version. I was asking the wrong question.” Cash nodded, pausing, adding fuel to her eagerness. “The question is not—does he give his wife unusual sexual favors?”

			Sara made a face, “Dad, no?”

			“Don’t worry, I didn’t ask that… The question is—would he kill his own mother’s lover, to give Corey the opportunity to become his wife?”

			“No. No…Abe Stein?” Callie asked, a tense whisper.

			“He did that… His mother’s lover was Nick Season, the front-runner for State Attorney General, the same man who framed Abe’s wife-to-be, Corey. Abe convinced Corey to come back and face Nick rather than run away. He convinced her to face him together. Abe lured Nick in, then when Nick tried to kill them both, Abe, the shrink who couldn’t drive, shot Nick twice in the chest.”

			“Your therapist did that?” Sara asked, breathless.

			“He did.”

			“I never heard of a shrink like that… Hire that guy.” 

			“That’s pretty much what Callie told me to do.”

			Callie passed the baby to Cash, then took Cash’s arm. “So now, maybe you’ll listen to what I say?”

			“I am trying, babe, believe me.”

			Cash held the baby gently, tenderly. He rocked him slowly as he walked around the table. The baby made happy little cooing sounds, relaxing. 

			“You’re wonderful with him,” Alvaro noted. 

			“That’s true.” Sara nodded. “Please don’t worry about hurting us with your inexplicable anger,” Sara implored. “After what you’ve said, we’ll be pretty thick-skinned.”

			“That would be good. I have a favor, and it’s serious. I want you all to keep an eye on me. This is real. Most importantly, please don’t leave me alone with Young Cash.” He cradled his grandson. “I had a dream where I was carrying him, and I dropped him without even knowing why. That scared me a lot.” 

			
			

			“You don’t need to worry about that, Dad,” Sara said, in her unmistakable certain way. “I’ll make sure that that never happens.”

			Cash gently gave the baby back to Sara. “Thank you for that. It helps me.”

			“When you see Abe tomorrow, ask him what we can do specifically to help,” Callie said. “I think this has just now become all of our problem, which is what it should have been earlier. There’s something scaring you, Cash. Yes, some of it is hidden in memories, but let’s not treat it as just a psychological disorder. There has to be a reason—real or imagined or both. We don’t have to decide that now. My bet, hell, my certainty, is that whatever is scaring you has a real component. Let’s treat it the same way we dealt with Sara being in danger, or me and my restaurant at risk. You and Abe will have to figure out what’s going on, but let us work with you as you do. As you’ve taught us, we’re all best when we work together on this kind of inexplicable, thorny problem. I know you. There’s more bothering you than some forgotten childhood memory or fantasy. If there’s something to worry about, let’s be ready.”

			“You’re ahead of me, which I appreciate. Something is scaring me. If it’s real, we need to address it. I’ll talk with Abe about this tomorrow.”

			◆◆◆

			Cash was already standing when Abe opened the door from his office to the waiting room. He started right in when they were seated at Abe’s desk. “I have a lot to talk about. Is it okay for me to begin?”

			“Of course.”

			“Two different subjects. One, I learned about you, Corey, and Nick Season. Chapeau…” Cash tipped an imaginary hat to Abe, who smiled. “But it raises many other questions I’d like to ask. The second subject is about me. I spent a long time talking with Callie and my daughter and her husband, while playing with my grandson. By the end of those conversations, we all seemed to think that, though I don’t know what it is, there is possibly something real that I am frightened about related to, but not necessarily the same as whatever repressed memory I am trying  to find. Both are important subjects, but I’m guessing you’d like to start with what I’m thinking about myself. Is that right?”

			“Not necessarily. First, it doesn’t surprise me that you’ve gone so far so quickly. This kind of intensity, and purpose, is what I sensed about you. So the answer to your question is that this is up to you. I will happily talk with you about my history with Nick Season. Or we can begin learning more about you.”

			“Let’s start with me then. If we can get a jump start on that, that would be helpful. Before we start, I will say that what I learned about you and Nick Season was impressive and unexpected. You’re an uncommon man.”

			“Thank you. I appreciate that.”

			“Okay. I can’t stop thinking about what is working on me, what I can’t quite reach. I have one clue that may be a starting place. I had a dream last night; it’s actually a similar dream to one I’ve had before. In this dream, I’m carrying my grandson, trying to put him to sleep. I get distracted. In the dream, it’s because my long-dead mother comes into the room, and I drop the baby, inadvertently. He falls on his head on the hard floor. He doesn’t die, but his head is badly hurt. When I pick him up, my mother is gone. Yesterday, I told my daughter, her husband, and Callie that I wanted them to be sure that they never leave me alone with the baby, that I was afraid of dropping him, hurting him by mistake. They agreed to help me with that. But I’m not at all sure what the dream means.”
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